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I came across this site one day and couldn't stop reading these stories. From loving couples, cheating wives to kink. HOWEVER, once I came across stories of disrespect and cuckholding a husband or boyfriend, well that's when I needed to step in and re-write the ending.
My ending re-write is for a story by Mrifter: Dave loses Mia to BBC Boss Pt. 01 - Interracial Love - Literotica.com which I encourage you to read. I would like to thank Mrifter for allowing me to re-write is ending.
The first three chapter of this story seemed okay and, just maybe the author would take pity on Dave and save his dignity; he didn't. Halfway through the fourth chapter I knew it was over for Dave. As a result, I decided to make a few changes. Hell, who am I kidding. I'm changing the whole ending beginning within the fourth chapter where Dave has had enough and decides to go to a motel for the night.
""COME ON DAVE, PLEASE JUST FUCK OFF!!!" Mia yelled. Likely the angriest Dave had ever heard her."
***************************************************
Looking back Charlie, I think I did the right thing. Kendal is doing well. She's sticking with college. She's still interested in modeling, but with a reputable agency. She talks to her mother at least once a week.
What about you Dave how are you doing?
I guess I'm ok. But I haven't talked to Mia in about 6 months, she only talks to Kendal. Kendal said she was pissed at me in the beginning but lately she's come to realize how screwed up her life had gotten and now she feels guilty for what she did to me. I guess I can see why she might be a little mad at me. I did temporarily screw up her life. But in my defense, I was trying to save her dignity and self-respect.
Dave I've only heard bits and pieces to this story from the guys that come in, but I've never heard the whole story. If you feel like talking about it, I'm buying. And Dave, you know I can keep a secret. Hell, I know who half the guys in this bar are screwing and it isn't their wives. So, if you need to talk to someone I'm here.
Charlie, my therapist tells me that it might help if I talk to a friend, someone that will listen and not judge me. Who better to talk to then my bartender.
So, give me a beer and I'll tell you my story.
Here's a beer and I'm all ears.
When I first met Mia, it was love at first sight. I was 16 and Mia was 18. Mia had a 3-year-old daughter named Kendal. I may have only been 15, but I felt so comfortable with Kendal like she was a little baby sister. My mom and dad were worried about me. I was only 15 and I was dating an 18-year-old with a kid. Mia's mom and dad helped so Mia could finish school and find a parttime job. Mia was a wild one. Obviously, she ended up with a kid 15. But she was a great mom and did her best to raise Kendal. After a while, Kendal was like my daughter. I was the only father figure she had. After college I got an excellent job, and I was able to help Mia raise Kendal. Once Kendal was in school, Mia would work during the day and I would watch Kendal at night while Mia took night classes. Mia was taking marketing and promotion class. Mia wasn't interested in a degree, she just wanted to learn about the industry. Our life together was good. We were happy. And we always talked about getting married like a real family and I would adopt Kendal and make it official. Over time we were able to afford a nice 3-bedroom house it even had a pool. And then I wanted to finally make it official, I asked Mia to marry me. She said yes, but reluctantly,
"I don't want to hurt your feelings, but I'm not sure I'm ready for marriage. I feel like I've been in a relationship my whole adult life. I love you so much, but I feel like I might resent it if you're the only person I have ever been with."
I was not surprised we had discussed it before. So, we agreed to "experiment" a little before marriage. I didn't want to be with anyone but Mia; but I loved Mia, so I went along with it. We agreed to a "hall pass" I guess you could say.
Around the same time, Mia was starting a new job and at a modeling agency working for this asshole named Mike Harvey. Well, no sooner do we agree to "experiment" and low an behold, Mia is fucking Mike. Look I'm no angel. Charlie, I'm embarrassed to say it, but I was getting a little turned-on seeing them together. And jealous. It wasn't what I was expecting. He was a big Black guy. Big if you know what I mean.
Really, how big are we talking cause Mia's petite only like what 5'4" right?
I don't know Charlie, like 11 inches.
Dave, do you want another beer maybe some pretzels too?
Sure, and may be a shot too.
Here's your beer and shot. Dave just let me take care of a few customers. I'll be right back.
Hey George, what can I get you?
Same as always Charlie. Tom, Bobbie, and Ray are around here somewhere, so just give us a bucket.
Who shot the best today.
Tom of course. Hey, Dave how are you doing and how's Kendal? I haven't seen you around in a while. Also, I was sorry to hear about Mia.
Thanks George. I'm doing well and Kendal's doing good in school now too.
That's great. I'm glad she's back in school and she got the help she needed.
Thanks George. It was hard on her for a while, but she's tough.
Ok Dave, where were we.
Well Charlie, you were asking how big Mike's dick was.
Oh, that's right. So, he's gotta a BBC.
Yes Charlie. Anyway, I was shocked that he was what Mia would be into. And the guy is like 50. But I guess Mia really wanted to experiment before we got married. So, I just went along with it. It killed me to see her with him. But I agreed to it so I can only blame myself. I guess we learn from our mistakes, and I learned a lot.
Fast forward a week or so; I come home and find the music is blasting some rap music. Kendal and her friend Emily are dance around the pool, falling out of the tiny bikinis that Mike had bought them. They're in and out of the pool playing with a couple of older boys. They look like they were in their 20s. Mia was all over her 50-year-old big Black boss and there's this other guy Dan something there too. I wasn't happy. Then Mia comes running up to me and I made my next big mistake. See my pattern here? I can't say no to Mia. It's like I'm under a spell or something and I just agree to stupid shit that I don't want to happen. So, Mia comes running up to me.
"I have a favor to ask. And I promise this will be the last time, Mia says. I will be a good little wife for you. My wants and desires will be met, and I will be all yours! I just need this! And I am so grateful for you to let me have it. I promise I will be a good girl after this. I will do whatever you want me too, wherever you want. I promise on my life! Thank you so much for being the loving partner that understands."
She looks at me with puppy dog eyes, all while stroking my cock. Even though I was extremely turned on, I still wasn't comfortable with it.
"PLEASE babe! I won't be happy unless you let me do this. If you do, then I will be the best wife you could ever want!"
Regardless, how I protested, she continued stroking me until she finished me off.
"Please baby, I need this!! Or I will always wonder what it would have been like!" Mia was practically begging me at this point.
And of course, I gave in again and I let her do whatever she wanted. And then my life ended. I was so stupid, but I don't think it would have made a difference. If I said no, she would have done it anyway and just resent me for not saying yes. I was in a no-win situation. Then she gave me a long passionate kiss. Probably the last one I'll ever get.
"I love you!" She said, "You're the most perfect man a woman could ever want!"
So, what'd you give into this time Dave?
Mia's boss Mike and his friend Dan started saying things to me and what they were going to do to Mia. I was being humiliated while Mike and Dan both fucked Mia right there in front of me. I couldn't take it anymore. I told them to at least take it in the house instead of my backyard where someone might hear or see them.
Then I fucked up one last time for the night. They went into the bedroom, and I followed to watch. I know I know, pathetic right? And then I knew it was over. Mia's last word were:
"COME ON DAVE, PLEASE JUST FUCK OFF!!!"
That's when it hit me. I had becoming her cuckhold. Was that her plan all along? Is that what she meant by "experiment" before we got marries? And would it end once we were married or if we even got married? Well FUCK THAT. I screwed up big time, but I'm not a cuckhold, it was time to pull myself together and rethink my relationship with Mia. All the years we were together and what I did for Mia and how I helped her raise Kendal. No, I was done with Mia. So, I left.
I checked into that cheap motel just outside of town. I don't think I slept at all. The next morning, I showered and called work and took a few days off. I waited until I knew no one would be home and I drove home to change and pack some close for a week or two. I also grab my computer. When I started to leave, Kendal walked in. She was concerned for me and asked me where I went last night. I told her the truth. I stayed at a motel and I moving out. I couldn't watch your mother anymore. I told her that her mother and her friends were turning me in to their little cuckhold. I hated to talk to Kendal like this, but she's an adult know and needed to hear the truth. I told Kendal that her mother and I were done. Kendal started crying and told me I was wrong and that her mom would never do that to me. She loves you she said. I told her, you watched her, for God's sake, she was taking on two men at the same time. I will always love you and your mom, but I've lost all respect for her. And you better watch yourself too. They'll be expecting the same thing from you that they're getting from your mother.
Charlie, she tried to convince me that Mike is nice to her. Of course, he is, he wants to fuck her just like Mia. Then she told me that they were going to have another party on Saturday. She said Mia and Mike would apologize to me and that it was all a mistake. And that her mother thought I agreed to do this. I gave Kendal a hug and kissed her goodbye.
You need another drink, Dave?
A coke this time, I'm not much of a drinker.
That's probably why Mia's turning you into her little bitch.
Fuck you, Charlie!!
I'm just playing with yuh Dave. Here's your Coke. Now go on with your story.
Hearing that there would be another party, I had an idea. I remembered seeing them drinking and smoking pot out by the pool the other day. So, I went to an electronics store and purchased a surveillance system that I could install around the house and the backyard. If nothing else, I could have them all arrested for supplying minors with alcohol and drugs. Maybe if I were lucky, they'd all get locked up for a day or two. Just a little satisfaction of knowing I fucked up their day. Well, it ended up better than I could have ever imagined.
I had the clerk at the store set it up for me so that the feed would go directly to my computer. I could watch and tape everything. I really didn't care about Mia anymore, but I still wanted to keep an eye on Kendal.
Throughout the day I was getting calls and texts from Mia wanting to know where I was and when I was coming home. She even apologized to me for the way they were treating me. I ignored her calls and texts. I may still love her, but she went too far.
The next morning, I returned to the house when no one was home and installed the surveillance system hiding cameras throughout the house and backyard. Then I went back to the motel and check the computer to see if it was working. I guess Mia and Kendal hadn't seen each other for a few days because I heard her Kendal and Mia talking that evening. Kendal told Mia that I had left, and I wasn't coming home. Mia started crying and told Kendal that this was what I had agreed too.
I'm think Mia's plan was to cuckhold me and now she was pissed that I wasn't going along with it. Anyway, Kendal went off on Mia. She told her mom that she went too far and humiliated me. Then Mia says "But he agreed to it baby. This was what he wanted. He wanted me to be happy."
Kendal stood up for me and told her mother "No mom, he didn't agree to be a cuckhold for you Mike and Dan to humiliate. Mom, was that your plan all along? Were you planning on having sex with Mike and just needed dad to agree to it? Were you always planning for Dad to become your cuckhold? Were you planning on humiliating dad for your own enjoyment? Mom, please tell me that wasn't your plan all along."
Mia just ran off to her room crying. I don't know if that was Mia's plan or if it was Mike's. It doesn't matter anymore. The rest of the video was uneventful. But the next day I learned a lot.
Mike stopped by in the morning for a quickie, I guess. Mia and Mike were talking about the party on Saturday and what to expect. It would be Mike and Dan and each of their respective sons Damon and Antoine. They were the two that were there the last time out by the pool. They were bringing a few more girls too. And photographers to taking pictures and videos. Then Mike gave Mia a contract for Kendal to sign. Mia dropped right to her knees to thank Mike for the contract.
So, you mean Mia dropped to her knees.
Yes Charlie, Mia pulled out Mike's his BBC.
When Mia went to take a shower, I heard Mike on the phone talking to Dan. They had more planned for Saturday then chips and dip. I only heard Mike's side of the conversation, but I did hear Mike say cocaine and ecstasy and video and orgy. It was music to my ears.
Look at you Dave a regular Magnum PI. Is that when you brought in Detective Lean in on it?
Yes. I've known Dale for years. So, I gave him a call and we met here for a few drinks, and I told him the whole story. He said I was a fuckin idiot for going along with Mia's stupid idea. He took my computer and told me I would have to meet with the DA and sign some paperwork. Basically, saying it's ok for the police to use the surveillance tapes and that I owned the house, stuff like that. They wanted to make sure no lawyers could say anything they did was illegal. I bought the house with Mia, so I met the DA and did what needed to be done.
Dale said he was sorry how things turned out. I ended up staying at his house with his wife Mary. Do you know Mary?
I do, she's funny. Whenever Dale drinks to much I call Mary to let her know that I took Dale's keys away. She tells me to just throw him in a cap and she'll take care of him. She stops in when she comes back for his car and we talk.
Well, she couldn't believe what Mia was doing to me. And I showed her one of the texts from Mia.
"Dave, I wish you would come back home and talk to me. You need to stop being so jealous. I'm sure we can work this out. Mike said that he would share me with you and he promise not to make fun of you anymore."
For real! She sees no problem with what she's doing.
Nope, she's hooked on the BBC, I guess. The rest of the week I just tried to keep busy. I talked to Kendal every day. She signed the contract even though I told her not too. Mia and Mike were pressuring her to sign. But signing the contract turned out to be a good thing in the end. But I'll get to that.
Whenever I talk to Kendal, she tells her mom was getting pissed that I won't respond to her calls and texts. I knew she was still having sex with Mike, but I asked Kendal anyway. She said she was. I told her that if Mia was still having sex Mike I wasn't coming back. I guess Kendal told Mia what I said. Next thing you know, I get a text from Mia saying "This is what we agreed to. We were going to experiment. Why can't I just let me have my fun!!" So, I gave in and responded back. I asked her when will it end? Did you plan on continuing to fuck Mike after we get married? I never got a response back.
So, now it's Saturday and I'm in the van with Dale watching the video feed. We're watching what's going on inside and outside the house. It's like boxes and you have to click into each square to see the different rooms. The girls are topless out by the pool and drinking, just what you would expect. Kendal's friend Emily was there too, and topless right along with Mia. At least Kendal still had her top on.
We saw a couple of the girls fucking Damon and Antoine in the pool and the camera guys was filming it.
And then Dan showed up. As soon as Dale saw Dan, he knew who he was. He's a known drug supplier that they can never get enough evidence on to convict. He walked out to the bar by the pool and laid out a few lines and they all started snorting coke. We saw Kendal stumble away and go in the house. She was the only one still wearing a bikini at this point.
We clicked around the boxes to see what was going on in other rooms. By this time Dale had plenty of evidence. So, we just took one more look around the rooms. Mia walking into the den and just passed out naked on the couch. The rest of the girls were out by the pool with Damon and Antoine and the photographers. Then we saw Mike and Dan heading toward Kendal's bedroom. We didn't have a video in Kendal's room, but we knew what was going to happen next. So, Dale sent the police in.
Dale and two officers went right to Kendal's room. Dale told me Kendal was on the bed naked as Mike and Dan jumped up, naked as well, with hands over their heads. Dale also told me Mike and Dan resisted had arrest. I watched Mike and Dan get dragged out of the house in cuffs and they looked like they got the shit kicked out of them, black eyes missing teeth, busted up ribs. They were a mess. I never questioned Dale on what had actually happened; I just thanked him and told Dale I was taking him and Mary out for dinner.
Dale let me go in the house and check on Kendal with the EMT guys. She was out of it. The EMT guys said Kendal appeared to have been drugged.
I went to the hospital with Kendal. All the girls went to the hospital too. It looked like they were all drugged or high or both. Mia, Mike, Dan, Damon and Antoine went to jail.
I stayed with Kendal overnight at the hospital to make sure she was OK. When Kendal was released, I took her to Dale and Mary's house. Our house was still a crime scene.
Mia was charged with various drug felonies and bail was denied. Mia's Lawyer was trying to work a deal with the DA. It took a few days, but Dale was able to get me in to see Mia. I wanted to let her know that Kendal was ok and that I would take care of her.
Mia started complaining that she was arrested for no reason. It was just a party and now they want her to testify against Mike and Dan or she could be in prison for at least 5-years. And how did Dale know what was going on at the house. That's when she put 2 and 2 together and started screaming "you did this to me you bastard"!!! I said yes Mia I told Dale and the DA. I'm no cuckhold wimp like you and your friends thought I was. I installed a surveillance system throughout the house and yard. I let Dale know what Mike and Dan had planned for Saturday. It was all on tape. The DA and the police saw and heard everything. Yes, even you with Mike and Dan.
I told her everyone was high, there were all kinds of drugs at the house, and did you know that Mike and Dan tried to rape Kendal. Mia was stunned; she had no idea what they had done. I told her that was because you were high as a kite and passed out on the couch. She asked if Kendal was ok and then all of the sudden turned back into the caring Mia I had remembered and fell in love with.
She said "I guess you got revenge on all of us she said. Are you happy now." And then she jokingly said, "I guess we're not getting married are we?"
Mia cried as she was taken back to her cell.




Damn Dave that's a messed-up story. So how long is Mia in jail for?
Mia's under witness protection until the trial. If she testifies against Mike and Dan, she'll get a reduced sentence but she's still gonna do some time. I think Mia's attorney is trying to get time under witness protection to count toward time served.
What happens when Mia gets out, will you take her back?
I don't know. It's been 6 months since I last spoke to Mia in prison. I don't know if she still wants to be with me or not. If she never talks to me again, I'll understand. I am the reason she locked up who knows where for who knows for how long.
Epilogue
Mike and Dan were each sentenced to 25 years with no chance of parole. In addition to attempted rape and various drug possession related charges, a search of Mike's and Dan's impounded cars produced a few handguns, and no gun permits. Mike and Dan tried to convince the DA that they weren't theirs and they were planted. The judge didn't buy their story either. Mia testified against Mike and Dan. It appears that Mia had been delivering drugs to Dan's "clientele." She turned state's evidence for a reduced sentence.
Damon, Antoine we sentenced to 10 years with no chance of parole. They were stupid enough to have been videos while they were putting ecstasy in the girls' drinks before having sex with them. They were both charged with various drug related charges. They were also involved in their fathers' drug ring.
Mia was sentence to 5 years for various drug possession and providing drugs to minors. She was also delivering drugs to Dan's "clientele." Mia's lawyer made a deal with the DA. Mia would get a reduced sentence to 1 year for providing the names and addresses of the dealers she had been delivering drugs too. Dan was supplying drugs to the dealers and the money was being laundered through the Mike's modeling agency.
The defense attorney kept asking for a continuance. Mia had received threats while she was in prison. So, Mia was placed under witness protection until the trial was over. Mia's was under police custody for over a year before the trial started. They did allow one secured line call to Kendal each week.
The two camera men had no idea what was going on. They were just hired to video and take pictures. They were released and no charges were filed against them.
All the young potential models we released to their parents. But they did sue the model agency. They didn't have a contract with the agency, but since the agency didn't want any more bad publicity, they settled out of court. Each girl received $100,000.
Emily did not get off so easy. She was sentenced to 6 months and had to complete 1000 hours of community services at a drug rehab facility. It appears that she had a thing going with Dan and she slipped the ecstasy into Kendal's drink. Dan told her if she did this, he would give her a modeling contract. Dan was a drug dealer, he told Emily he was a Talent Agent and she believed him.
Kendal moved back into the house with me once it was no longer a crime scene. Since Kendal had a signed contract with the modeling agency, we sued the agency and Mike Harvey's Estate. It seems Mr. Harvey had not read his own Employee Manual. The Agency had a very strict non-fraternization clause. They settled on $8,000,000 plus the lawyer's fees. All this went through before the modeling agency was shut down and bank accounts froze. There was more arrest made relating to the drug laundering and a dozen drug dealers were arrested too.
Once Mia was finally released, she returned to the house where she would live with Kenda. Her parole officer helped to find her a good job. I moved into a nice two-bedroom apartment that had a pool a gym and restaurant. It was a nice place with people my age.
Will me and Mia and ever get back to what we had, let alone get marry? I don't think so. But Mia comes to my apartment every evening and cooks' dinner for me and Kendal comes when she's home from college. We watch TV together just like a married couple. Three or four nights a week we have sex and Mia stays the night. She's apologizes every day for what she did. Mia says it was never her intention to cuckhold me, but she sure did an excellent job at it for something she hadn't planning on doing.
After all that happened, I don't know if this was the "experiment" Mia was hoping for.
The End
Please leave your comments. I find that most the comments are better than the actual story.
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Buy a pretty lady a drink?
You married?
I just asked you to buy me a drink. If I was married, I could have just told my husband to buy me a drink.
I guess. But my wife is married and she let me know that she wanted to date other men. I'm sure she's gonna have other men buy her a drink.
What's the matter, you're not fucking like you should be?
Why is it always the guy's fault?
Because if the guy were treating his women right, she wouldn't be unhappy.
Really. You would think I should at least get some brownie points since I've supported my wife for the last 20 years.
See you can't look at it like that. Your wife has supported your children for the last 20 years too.
So, it's back to me and all I had to do was fuck better and my wife would be happy.
Not exactly. I think it's more than sex. Why don't you tell me the conversation you had with your wife.
OK. I came home from work around 5:30 this evening and my wife was waiting for me in a tight fitted outfit.
Like a little dress or a skirt?
Does it really matter?
Well, if it's a dress, she wasn't looking for sex tonight, unless she was planning on staying out and coming home tomorrow. If it was a skirt, then she may be looking for a quickie.
Really, that much thought goes into this.
It's not as easy as it is for a guy. You guys can just drop your pants and wham bam thank you mam.
What are you wearing?
It doesn't matter, just go one with your story.
Anyway, it was a little tight dress, I guess.
Well, that's good.
So, I knew we had no plans, I thought she was going out with her friends. So, I told her you looked good and asked her.........
Hi Kim. You look good!!! Going out with the girls tonight? Remember your married. I don't want some guy's hands all over you and then you come home all horny thinking you gonna have sex with me. I'm not that kind of man.
Tom, we need to have a talk. "I knew this wasn't going to be good." Tom, I have a date.
What do you mean you have a date?
I'm going out for a dinner and maybe a little dancing.
Are we getting a divorce?
No Tom. I just need to get out and have some me time.
Me time. So how is that going to work? Since we are going to continue to be married, will you boyfriend be pulling his weight too. Is he going to pay half your car payment and half your insurance. Did he buy you that dress so you could look sexy for him or did we pay for that? Am I supposed to have some me time too? Do I get to ask other women out or just you? What about your mom, dad, the girls and our friends? Have you told them that you were going to be dating another man? I don't think it would be right to just blindside them like you did to me. One day you're out having dinner or at a bar and a family or friend sees you. "Hi Kim, where's Tom? Oh, Tom's home, this is my friend................"
That won't go over well. And what about the holidays? Are you going to bring him to your parents for Thanksgiving dinner? He better be a Dallas fan or your father will be pissed. At least tell him to buy a Dallas Jersey. And warn him about sitting in your father chair. He let me sit in it once only because you mom hit him and told him it wasn't his chair. But I got the hint. Especially when he told me to get the fuck out of his chair. But he grew to like me after he saw that I was gonna be around for the duration. Maybe he'll accept your knew boyfriend too. And your sister's husband. I hope he's a good listener.
Cause Bob is a nice guy and a hell of a good golfer, does your boyfriend play golf, but Tom can talk. Just tell you boyfriend to head Bob to a topic that your boyfriend is interested in. Bob's an expert on everything so I'm sure they can find something to talk about. Oh shit, make sure your boyfriend drives an American made car. Even though GMC, Ford, Jeep isn't entirely made in USA, your father doesn't believe it so he's save it he drives those brands. I learned my lesson when I told him the Dodge Challenger is made in Canada. Just make sure it's a truck.
Also, while Tesla is "supposedly" made 100% in the USA, tell him not to pull up in one in front of your parent's house in one. Your dad doesn't trust electric cars and he would never buy one. That's just an argument waiting to happen. Remember when Bob pulled into the driveway in his Toyota? He tried to tell your father that it was a Japanese car, but it was made in Kentucky. The land of good old American whiskey. I kept my mouth shut. Bob was right, but I wasn't gonna get involved. He made Bob, park his car down the street and walk back to the house. Your mom, she's a saint and will accept anyone you bring home.
And your sister, if she can marry and put up with Bob, your boyfriend will have no problem with her either. Now your brother Billy and his wife Karen, that's gonna be a problem. Bob is my best friend. He's how we met remember. Anyway, you remember the girl he dated in college, what was her name Mary, I think. It's been so long. Well anyway, she thought it would be ok to date Billy and that other guy. I have no idea what his name was. And I don't think it lasted to long before Billy put him in the hospital and then dumped his girlfriend. I told the cops he was with me all day and all night so he wouldn't end up in jail. You better keep your boyfriend away from Billy.
And Karen. I know it's not exactly the same thing because you told me you were going out on a date before you actually went out on your date. This is your first date, right? Whatever, it doesn't really matter if it's happened already, I can't change the past. Back to what I was saying. Karen's first husband cheated on her. So, she won't tolerate a married woman or man dating someone else while they are married. Remember that one night we ran into your friend Laura and Timmy when we were all out at the bar. They started talking about their great swinger lifestyle. It didn't sound like Timmy was getting much out of the lifestyle. It didn't sound like they were going to swinger clubs either, it sounded more like Laura was dating and Timmy was just sitting home waiting for Laura, but I guess he was happy.
Who am I to judge. Anyway, Karen when off on Laura. She called her every name you could think of and then slapped her across the face for disrespecting her husband. She said if a person acts like that, they shouldn't be married. Humiliating her husband like that is disgusting it's not love, that's what Karen said. Then she went off on Laura's husband's for letting his wife walk all over him like that. He told her a reel man would slap his wife, kick her out and divorce her. Then she said that she hopes they didn't have any kids. Because this is no way to raise a family. If you want to live this lifestyle stay single and just fuck around. Divorce the bitch. And then Timmy made the mistake of getting in Karen's face. Billy kicked the shit out of Timmy, and we got band from the bar forever. And I liked that bar too.
Then I pulled my wedding ring off my finger and put it on the table. I told my wife or future x-wife, I don't want family and friends to think I agreed to your "me time", so as far as I'm concerned, we've separated contemplating divorce.
And then the doorbell rang. I pushed Kim on to the couch as she started running for the door and I answered instead. The last words I heard from my wife was please don't hurt him. Well, I didn't listen. I answered the door and a guy around my size, but 10 years young was standing there giving me a smug look. He reached out his hand to shake mine and said "Thanks for sharing your wife with me" was the wrong thing to say to me. I gave him a few shots as he tumbled off the porch. I said good night to my wife "I hope you enjoy your date". And here I am. I think the police may be looking for me too.
Well, that was one hell of a story. So, after you get released from jail are you going to divorce your wife?
I don't know.
Do you want my advice?
Sure.
Go back to your wife. You obviously love her, and she knows she doesn't have a prayer in hell of dating a man while she is married to you. Talk to her and find out what's going on in her head and why she's not happy. Now are you going to buy me that drink?
Nope, I'm a married man.
You're a good man and a man of principle.
Tom, buy the lady a drink and let's go home before the police arrest you. I'll be your alibi if you'll let me. And please put your ring back on for me.
Charlie, give the lady a drink and put it on my tab.
Epilogue
I never got arrested. Kim's date was married, and he was smart. He knew that is marriage would be over if his wife found out. He struggled to get into his car and drove to the hospital. While he was driving, he just throws is wallet and cell phone out the window and told the police he was mugged. Karen and I worked things out. The girls were Karen's life. Once they went off to college, Karen didn't know what to do with herself. She was just bored. She met this guy walking his dog in the park. Nothing ever happened between them, but looking back, she knew what he wanted more than just a dog walking buddy. She said she would never gone further than a date, dancing and flirting. She did say she probably would have given him a goodnight kiss. She never expected me to kick the shit out of him and put him in the hospital. She said she was sorry and that she loves me. We talked it over and Karen found a part time job. I think we're good now. I never told the kids or our family. Especially not Billy and Karen.
The End
This story could have had many different endings and I may write different versions of the ending too. If anyone would like to change the ending, I am giving my permission as I will do for all of my story.
Please leave your comments. I find that most the comments are better than the actual story.
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I have a 50 50 chance.
I cheated on my husband, and I got caught.
Well, my life didn't turnout the way I expected it too. I expected to be happily married to a loving husband, have house with a white picket fence, children running around, kiddie parties, and lots of family and friends over. And in just one night it all went to hell.
I'm 30 years old, I've been married for five years to the best husband, friend, and lover a women could ever wish for. Now I'm waiting to see if my husband is going to divorce me or give me a second chance. Do I deserve a second chance? Probably not.
I might as well tell you, my story.
I met my husband Tommy right out of college. I had just started working at WDB and Associates (Larry Wilson, Brian Donnelly, and Keith Brown). It was my first day on my new job and I was running late. As I blew through that stop sign, I jammed on my brakes and hit Tommy Campbell. He was carrying his tools from his truck to the house that he was working on, and I hit him. The cops showed up, the ambulance showed up, my insurance went up, but Tom ended up being ok. Yes, he had some bruising and a broken leg, but he was still alive. So, that's a good thing. Anyway, I ran to him to make sure he was ok, and the rest was history. We dated for two years and then got married. Life was good, me and Tom were happy and starting to talk about starting a family.
Work was good and I was making good money. I should mention that Tommy owns a construction company with his two brothers, Jimmy, and Timmy (they're twins). They do home improvements as well as bigger jobs. They employ five guys, and their sister Tina, who is their secretary. Jimmy's wife Connie does payroll, taxes things like that for The Brothers. That's the company's name, The Brothers Construction Company (aka, The Brothers). They also have one more brother who went a different direction. Johnathan (not John or Jonny), Johnathan is a lawyer. Not just any lawyer. A ruthless lawyer. I don't think he's ever lost a case. He's helped The Brothers when they have contract issues or problems with clients deciding not to pay.
Now let's talk about WBD and Associates. Name a financial Journal and they've appeared on the front cover. Their financial services range from investments, real estate, contract law, M&A, etc. They're big and they make crazy money. The Firm have some very high-profile clients. Each of the partners has an assistant. I work for Larry; Barb works for Brian and Mary works for Keith. Larry and I occasionally go out for lunch but it's professional. The Firm also has Directors and manages, staff and other secretaries. In total, including Larry, Brian and Keith the Firm employs 40 people.
WDB treats its employees like family, and we are well taken care of. For example, the Firm has a Wellness Program, where we are reimbursed up to $2000 a year for anything health related. The Firm also has an onsite daycare center. The Firm has family holiday parties and BBQs. And the Christmas party is a big event. Bonuses are hand delivered. It's not direct deposit; Larry, Brian and Keith hand a card with a check in it to each employee and compliment them on the great job they did this year for the firm. It is very personable. We truly are like one big happy family.
The Firm also has an office party the last Friday of each month. Our office parties are for the employees. It's not written in stone, but that's just the way it has always been. It's pencils down at 5:00 and food is brought in, as well as plenty of alcohol. The Firm pays for everyone's Uber rides home too. While the Firm is very professional, there is a little flirting that goes on. Especially during our office parties. But nothing inappropriate like kissing and groping each other. It's just enough to say, "maybe something is going on between those two." And, it was widely believed that Larry was having an affair with his former assistant Keri. No one knew for sure, and no one wanted to get fired for speaks openly either. Keri relocated with her husband due to a new job that her husband was offered. Some thought Keri's husband found out and that's why they moved. I was asked by Larry to be his new assistant.
I've been with WDB for 7 years and Larry's assistant for the last 5 years. Larry is 55, about 5'8'', handsome and smart. And rich. Did I mention rich? George Clooney, that's who I think of when I look at Larry and so does every other female in the office. Larry knows it too. Larry has always been respectable and professional. But I have seen him checking out me as well as the other girls in the office. I'd be lying if I said I didn't check him out too.
So, what do I do for Larry, everything. Sometimes I think he can't function without someone to take care of him. He's very smart but has no time for anything else. I buy his wife gifts for their anniversary and make his dinner reservations. Larry gets up at 5:00 every morning and check his phone for a text from me. If it's an important date, I let him know. As for work stuff, I schedule all Larry's calls, meetings, his flights. I answer calls and make calls for him, things like that. I also must know everything about the Firm's important clients. I know their birth dates, anniversary dates, kid's birthdates, business and home address, their favorite wine, and cigars. I make sure the Firm's major clients are happy. I just never new how happy I was making them. But we'll get to that latter.
In addition to all I do for Larry, I can approve expenses for office activities, within reason of course, like the office party. I also oversee many of the client parties. Specifically, the client golf outings. Those client golf outings got me into a little trouble, and I ended up needing Johnathan for help. I don't want to get ahead of myself, but I'm not liked very much by Johnathan and the whole Campbell family any longer. Especially Tommy.
Let's talk back the monthly office parties since that's where my problem started. At the last office party, I may have had a little too much to drink. I was on medication for a cold which may have contributed to my drunken behavior. Well one thing led to another, and while the party was winding down, I stayed behind and ended up on Larry's office couch flat on my back while Larry was fucking me. Did I ever imagine something like this would happen; no. Larry is very professional, and we are both married.
Our little sexual adventure didn't go to well. Jose the office clean walked in on us and saw us fucking. Larry placed a light blanked over me and asked Jose to wait outside for a minute. Larry is a true gentleman. Net Larry went into his save and gave Jose an envelope with $10,000 in it and asked him not to say anything to anyone. We continued fucking after Jose left. I was getting fucked by George Clooney, that's all I was thinking at the time. I cleaned myself up in Larry's bathroom. Larry had his car service take me home since I was so drunk. I gave George, I mean Larry, a kiss goodnight and passed out in the car. When we reached my house, Luke, that's Larry's driver, practically carried me to the front door. He asked me if I was ok and I put my finger up to my lips and said "shhhhhh," be vewy vewy quiet, I don't want to wake my husband up. It must have been about 1am, when I got home. I was glad Tommy was in bed asleep.
I woke up the next morning half-dressed laying on top of the bed with a splitting headache. It was 11:00 when I finally got out of bed. Tommy was in the kitchen make me some hangover concoction for me when I came down to the kitchen. I took a shower first just to make sure I was good and clean; you know what I mean.
By this point, I was slowly starting to remember what I had done last night. I was hoping George Clooney had fucked me in my dream last night. But it wasn't a dream, and it wasn't George Clooney. I ran to the bathroom and throw up and cried. Tommy didn't ask any questions, he just though I throw up because of the alcohol. Tommy was just shaking his head at me as I walked back into the kitchen. He reminded me that I wasn't in college anymore.
I felt so guilty for what I had done. I had as much sex I could with Tommy all weekend and Monday morning I gave him a blowjob before work.
Monday morning when I got to work, it was as if nothing had happened. Larry was his normal self. I went about my business, and we interacted just as always. No one in the office looked at me funny just life in the office as usual. Everything was back to normal for the next three weeks. Except for sex, I was having as much sex with Tommy as he would let me. He received more blowjobs from me than he did when we were dating. Tommy was starting to wonder what was going on. You know blowjobs aren't given out as frequently once you're married. I was also making Tommy his favorite meals every evening. And then the shit hit the fan.
I already knew this was bound to happen. My marriage wasn't going to last much longer, so I wanted to savor every minute I could with Tommy. You see, Jose's brother works for Tommy. I knew it was only a matter of time before Jose would tell his brother and Tommy would then confront me.
One evening Tommy came home from work, took me by the hand and he led me to the bedroom. I thought he wanted sex. We've been having so much sex the past 3 week, it made perfect sense to me. I was wrong. Tommy put my suitcase and a few duffle bags on the bed and told me to pack my things. Then he told me he had already called my sister and she was expecting me. I was surprised and a little nervous at how column Tommy had been. He can have a temper at times. He's never hit me or anything like that. But most people are a little intimidated by a guy that's 6'2", 200 pounds of muscle.
I packed my bags while I cried, and Tommy helped me put my suitcase and bags into my car. I told Tommy I was sorry and asked him if we could talk. Tommy just turned and walked away.
When I knocked on my sister Lisa door, she wasn't happy to see me, and either was Lisa's husband Jerry. He didn't want me to stay at their house. Jerry was disgusted with me but Lisa but her foot down and told Jerry I was staying. I told them the whole story and Lisa's only question was "when did you started drinking so much." I told Lisa that I had a few glasses of wine, but I was on medication for a cold. Lisa asked me if I explained that to Tommy. I told her there was no talk. Tommy just told me to packs and leave. Jerry asked me why I didn't tell Tommy when it happened. Then I told them what Tommy said to me when we first got married, "If either of us ever cheated on the other, why we did it doesn't matter, our marriage would be over. There would be no acceptable excuse." Since I already knew that Tommy was going to find out, I just decided to enjoy our time together before it ended.
Throughout the week I tried to talk to Tommy. I wanted him to give me a chance to explain what had happened. But deep down I knew he wouldn't listen to me. He never returned my calls or texts. What makes the whole issue worse is that Tommy knows Larry looks like George Clooney. Tommy would tell me all the time that I could dream about the real George Clooney but stay away from the fake George Clooney. Tommy and I used to joke and say, "if you could have sex with anyone who would it be." I would always say George Clooney. Tommy would say Maggie the bartender at Charlie's Bar and Grill, our favorite bar. I would ask him why, he would say "because I have a better chance of fucking Maggie than you at George Clooney fucking you." Well, he was half right. I did wasn't George Clooney, but he looked like George Clooney. Anyway, you get my point. Tommy would never take me back.
It didn't take long for Tommy to serve me. The terms were fair. Tommy didn't want to see me, so he had all my things boxed up and dropped off at a storage facility. The address for the facility and combination to the lock was with the envelope with the divorce agreement.
Now I needed to fine a lawyer! Jerry was reluctant, but Lisa made him give me the name his friend Laura Crown, I hired her to represent me. I liked Laura and she was very understanding. She also thought Tommy was being an ass for not talking to me. We went over the agreement and list of everything me and Tommy owned. We have no kids which made it easy. Tommy wanted the house. Tommy and his brother's had built the house as a wedding gift for us; I wouldn't make him sell it. He offered me 65% of our cash since he was keeping the house and furniture etc. Our stocks and bonds and other investments were to be divided 50 / 50. Tommy would keep his retirement and I would keep mine.
Next was the business. I was entitled to half of Tommy's share of the business, and he wanted to buy me out. I told Laura I would not sell my share. I figured if I owned a piece of the business, Tommy would have to talk to me at some point.
I told Laura that I didn't want a divorce; she told me we could drag out signing the divorce agreement but Johnathan, Tommy's brother was representing him, would force me to sign or made us go before a judge.
Tommy still wouldn't talk to me, and Jonathan was pressuring me to sign the divorce. I still wanted more time. So, Laura changed the division of assets to 66% rather than 65%. It was stupid, I know, and Johnathan draft and submit new divorce documents with the court. Laura also told Johnathan she was going away for two weeks on vacation. This gave me a little more time to try and talk to Tommy.
Tommy still wouldn't talk to me; but Tina, Tommy's younger sister did. Tina didn't want Tommy to divorce me. The whole Campbell family knew the story. Tina and the sisters-in-law were on my side and the bothers we on Tommy's side. I was causing some friction between the couples. His mom and dad were indifferent. They just wanted Tommy to be happy.
Tina did give me some encouragement, she told me that Tommy had finally calmed down and wasn't breaking things and yelling at his workers anymore. She also told me to keep on delaying signing the divorce agreement was pissing off Johnathan and Tommy, but giving them Tina, Connie and Tonya, Timmy's wife, time to keep working on Tommy.
While all this was going on, I was back at working away and trying to survive. Larry hadn't said a word to me about that night, but he knew Tommy kicked me out. I was even scheduling the meeting he was having with Johnathan to discuss a legal settlement. I wasn't sure how much longer I would have a job.
Barb and Mary were the only ones in the office, besides Brian and Keith, that knew what had happened and they were pissed at Larry. They told me that Larry had taken advantage of me when I was drunk, and they should have stepped in and just taken me home. I told them it wasn't their fault. They told me they would back me if I decided to sue the Firm.
It appears that A few years back Brian and Keith had hit on Barb and Mary just like Larry did to his old assistant Keri and me. They both put a stop to it by saying they would sue if it continued. They also told me that Brian and Keith were fucking two of the secretaries. I guess the office wasn't as professional as I had thought.
I really did like my job, but all good things must come to an end. Tommy sued the Firm. The Firm had a strict non-fraternization policy. Larry was a partner and had sex with an employee that led to the separation of the employee and her husband. Johnathan was threatening to take it public if the firm wouldn't agree to a ridiculous settlement that Jonathan laid out. Johnathan wanted it over quick. Tommy did have to sign an agreement that he would not discuss the matter in public or tell Larry's wife.
Tommy got a very nice settlement; Larry's marriage would survive, and my marriage was over. How did I get so screwed in this deal?
Within 5 weeks, I went from being a happily married wife with a great job to a lonely to an unemployed slut. Yes, Larry called me into his office and told me that he had to let go.
Larry apologized for what had happened and took full responsibility, but he could not have me working at the firm any longer. He said I would be too much of a distraction. Larry did send me off with a nice severance package, that's for sure. If I signed an agreement that I would never tell his wife anything of our sexual encounter, I would receive my remaining salary for the year plus bonus and two more years salary and bonus. I could also keep my health insurance coverage until I found a new job. With this deal I didn't have to worry about finding a job for a while and I could afford to find an apartment. It wasn't right to stay at my sister's place. Larry handed me a check for the full amount and a copy of the signed agreement. He also told me I could stay for the rest of the day so know one would ask questions when I walked out.
He made it known to the office the next day that I had decided to take some time off and find myself. Find myself. Find myself an apartment and a tub of ice cream maybe.
The following day I told Laura that I had been terminated and I sent her a copy of the agreement that I had signed. She saw no problem with it, especially since it still left the door open to sue the Firm based on its strict non-fraternization policy, just as Tommy had done. Laura was still playing games with Johnathan to delay the divorce too. She even told Johnathan that her dog devoured the divorce agreement, so we needed a new copy. Johnathan finally had enough, and we had to go before a judge.
We had an informal meeting in front of the judge and I explained the whole story and that I didn't want a divorce. The judge though a divorce was ridiculous and told Tommy he had to go to counseling or sit in jail for a week. Then the judge told Tommy he would have to appear in front of him again in one week and receive the same terms. Tommy would not look at me or talk to me. A week later, Tommy agreed to counseling.
By the time we met with the counselor, it had been 10 weeks since that Friday evening that I had sex with Larry. I was nervous when Tommy walked into the counselor's office. I had already been seated waiting for Tommy. Tommy walked in and never look at me as I said hello. I asked him how he was doing and if he wanted to sit by me on the couch. He completely ignored me it, it was like I wasn't even in the room. We did introductions and Bonnie, our counselor, asked us to tell her why we were here and what we each wanted to get out of our sessions. I asked if I could speak first since Tommy didn't look like he even wanted to be there.



So, I told Bonnie everything. I didn't sugar coating a thing. I told her about that night, the medication, George Clooney, and I even told Bonnie that we told Tommy that the dog devoured the divorce agreement to buy me more time. She got a kick out of that.
Suddenly, I got up and ran to the bathroom and I had to throw up. When I got back and sat down, Tommy took a better look at me and calmly asked "how long?" I told him 10 weeks. I tried to hold him, but he pulled away. "So, it could Be my child or Larry's"? I said yes. Tommy told us that "if the baby is Larry's the divorce would be final and I would rather go to jail than counseling." Then Tommy said he would not abandon the baby if it was his. I told Tommy we were having twins. He said, "you may not be having twins but without DNA proof we aren't having anything together and until I see DNA proof, I will not talk to you or see you."
That went well, I guess. He said he wouldn't abandon the babies, but he never said he would take me back.
So now it was just wait and see. I kept trying to talk to Tommy, but he wouldn't return my calls or texts. There was a lot of arguing going on between Jimmy and Connie, Timmy, and Tonya so they couldn't come see me anymore. But it didn't stop Tina. Tina spent as much time with me as she could. Tina tried to give Tommy updates on my pregnancy, but he wouldn't listen to her. My sister of course was great to me and insisted that I stay at the house with her and her husband and their two children, Stephanie, and Sean. My parents would be coming to stay with us as I got closer to my due date.
I was surprised to hear from Larry a few times too. Larry told me that Barb and Teri, who I kept in touch with, told him I was pregnant. Larry would always ask me how I was doing and would reinsure me that everything would be covered under the Firm's health coverage. He also told me if the babies were his, he would set up a college fund for them, but he would have another to do with me or the children.
While my life was fucked, literally, I was making out pretty good, two and half year's salary and bonus, healthcare and now a college fund. All I needed was Tommy to forgive me.
I kept trying to talk to Tommy, but he was just giving up on me. Tommy always liked my apple pie. So, I started baking apple pies and leaving them at the house. I don't know if he ate them or throw it away. But I kept doing it anyway. I would make lunch sandwiches for Tommy and the workers and bring them to the work site. The guys thanked me, but Tommy would get in his truck and drive away. Tina, continued to come visit me and make sure I was doing ok. She told me she couldn't wait to spend time with the babies. Tina said "even if the babies are Larry's, Tommy is wrong for walking away from you. I will treat the babies as if they are my nieces". Tina also told me the sisters-in-laws were also getting pissed that Tommy wouldn't at least text me to see how I was doing.
So, everything was moving along, and I was getting bigger, but still managing to get around. I was still making apple pies, but I was eating them before they made it to Tommy's house.
It was about 5 weeks ago when there was a knock at the door. Lisa answered the door and shortly thereafter came to me in the den and said it was for me. She than told me she would call Laura? I went to the door to see who it was and why Lisa was calling Laura. At the door there were two FBI agents. "Is your name Karen Campbell?" I said yes, I am Karen Campbell. They then said please come with us and then they placed in the back seat of their sedan, and we drove away. They took me into a room at their office and told me that they wanted to ask me some questions. But I watch a lot of those TV cop dramas, so I just said I want to talk to my lawyer. I was left in a room by myself for what seemed like forever.
Then to my surprise, Laura walked in with Jonathan. Jonathan cut off Laura before she could say a word. Jonathan said, "the only reason I'm he is because Tommy doesn't want his babies to be born in prison."
PRISON WHY AM I GOING TO PRISON!
Johnathan told me to just sit there and do not say another word. We waited in silence for about ten minutes then Jonathan stood up and pounded on the door. The two FBI agents came in and Jonathan was like a madman. "How dare you hold a pregnant woman against her will in a looked room with nothing to drink or permit he the use of the bathroom."
They looked at each other and said they didn't know I was pregnant. Johnathan responded.
"A blind man can see that she is pregnant, look at how big she is. It looks like she's carrying children and their swing set."
The FBI agents just stared and said nothing.
"Names, I want your names and want your names now. And my client is leaving. If you need to speak with my client, you go through me or arrest her. Good luck finding enough evidence and don't give me that bullshit that you can holder her for 24 hours either. I'll take the two idiots in front of any judge, and I'll humiliated both of you along with this whole office. You'll be working in the mailroom before I'm done with you."
Laura and I looked just looked at each other like we had no idea who this man was. After Jonathan's outburst, I was shown to the bathroom and handed two bottles of water on the way out.
The next day I met with Jonathan at his office and I brough Laura with me. She's not a defense attorney, but I have gotten so close over the past few months that I asked her if she would come with me. Jonathan also scared me a little. When we got to Jonathan's office, he was back to professional Jonathan. His secretary asked us if we would like some water, coffee, or tea. Jonathan was column and asked me how I was feeling. And then we went over the FBI's claims.
"It appears that WBD and Associates holds various client events throughout the year." To which I responded that I know of them, and I was the one that scheduled and planned them. Johnathan went on to tell me that "one of the Firm's clients, a CFO, forced by his wife who threatened him with divorce, approached the Federal Government with claims of misconduct by WBD and Associates. He claimed that WBD holds various golf outings throughout the year and supply drugs for those who want to partake and "female entertainment", who will perform any sexual act they so desire. It appears that WBD also takes pictures and videos just in case a little blackmailing to retain client contracts are needed. This unnamed CFO gave names of the others that had attended, but his claims have all been denied. This CFO, again under pressure from his wife or divorce, if she finds that he is lying, gave up your name since you are the one that coordinated the events."
Johnathan told me the FBI are on a fishing expedition to scare me into saying something that could incriminate WBD or if I did not cooperate, they could threaten to indite me. Which Jonathan claims would just be a scare tactic. By this point I was an emotional reck in tears.
Johnathan has been able to keep the FBI at bay until my babies are born. He told me he was filing a lawsuit against the FBI for incarcerate of a pregnant woman, endangering my pregnancy and the life of my unborn children. I asked him if he could do that. He said he could, and he did. He said that by the time things settled down, the babies would be three or four months old. But he said I would eventually have to talk to the FBI. Johnathan is starting to be nice to me again. He told me that even if the babies weren't Tommy's, he would still represent me.
I know this has had nothing to do with your question your question, "is you husband is on his way." But I didn't want to be here all alone. I just wanted someone to sit with me. My husband, who may or may not be the father to my babies does not want to have anything to do with me until he finds out if he's their father. And since I was not supposed to have my babies for another two weeks, my sister and her husband didn't reschedule their vacation to Jamaica and my parents live in Florida. They are flying next week. My sister-in-law, who I called and tried to talk to, is 24. I couldn't understand a word she was saying. I assume she was out at a bar, and she sounded like she was half in the bag.
I had to call an ambulance to take me to the hospital. So, here I'm all alone.
"Honey, you shouldn't be alone on one of the happiest days of your life. My name is Dotti, and I will stay with you and hold your hand until those little babies are born. The doctor should be in shortly."
Thank you!
"And honey, I've been a nurse for over 30 years. I have three children of my own and I have helped to deliver and take care of over hundreds of babies. I've seen happy couples and I've seen some nervous couples. I've seen some mamas that are just babies themselves, they come in with only their parents or a friend. But this is the first time I have ever seen and beautiful mama in the delivery room all alone. I don't mean to upset you. But you might want to think twice before you decide to get back together with your husband. I know you love him, but he sounds very selfish to me. He abandoned you! He knows there's a 50/50 chance that these babies are his, but he hasn't been there for you throughout your pregnancy, and he isn't here now.
The End, for now.
If I receive nicer comments than my last story "lol," I may consider writing a Chapter 2.
If anyone else would like to continue the ending, I am giving my permission as I will do for all the story I write.
Please leave your comments. I find that most comments are better than the actual story.
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Someone Needs a Good Whipping.
He thought he could beat her husband's time.
Sorry still no editor yet. Please forgive the spelling and grammatical errors.
Enjoy
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
Kim, the love of my life for over 26 years. Mother to our two girls and still beautiful as ever. She 48 about 5'6", blond hair, blue eyes, and a killer body, for an older woman. Me, I'm 55, but still in decent shape. I hit the gym when I can, and I enjoy doing laps in the pool. The problem is I'm 55 and I look like I'm 55. My hair is getting a little grey and even though I work out, I don't look like I did in my 30s. My wife however, while she may be 48, she's MILF material and she knows it. So, you can imagine the looks that she gets when we go out for the evening.
Does it bother me that my wife gets hit on? Yes, it bothers me, but it doesn't bother my wife. She eats it up. My wife will have younger guys come up to her, right in front of me, and ask to buy her a drink. Of course, my wife always accepts and chats it up for a bit. I think my wife does it just to get a rise out of me. She has never done anything inappropriate "yet." Sure, my wife will on occasion dance with other men, and I've caught her grinding a guy or two. But I just let it go as my wife was just having a little fun.
The past few times that we've been out at our favorite restaurant, Charlie's, I noticed a change in my wife. She appeared a little more interested in the younger crowd. When I say younger, I mean the 25- to 30-year-olds. They seemed a little cockier and more aggressive than the normal crowd.
This past Saturday at the bar, one guy came up to me and said, "do you mind if we dance with your wife"? As soon as I said "yes, I mind," my wife giggles and said, "just one dance and then I have to get back, my husband gets confused if he's alone to long."
That's it, I've had enough, I was tired of her flirting and disrespecting me. I may love her, but this has gone too far. I told My wife, "We needed to have a talk next week when I get back from my trip." She looked a little nervous, but we enjoyed our evening just the same.
I was away the following week with a client that was under an IRS audit, yes, I'm an accountant. I wasn't supposed to return home until late Friday evening. But as luck would have it, we wrapped up the audit Thursday afternoon; so, I changed my Friday evening flight to a morning flight.
Well, I'm not sure who was more surprised when I got home, me to find some young man's head between my wife's legs or my wife and her young friend feeling my wrath.
Let me explain what happened. As I pulled up to my home, which is at the end of a very friendly middle-class neighborhood, I noticed a car parked in front of my house. I was pissed to see the car was blocking my mailbox. You see, my mailman won't get out of his truck for shit. If a car is blocking the mailbox, I'm not going to get my mail. So already, I wasn't too happy just saw the mailman driven past me.
Most people could care less about mail since everything is online now. But not me. I like to collect all my junk mail and use return envelopes and send it all back to the solicitors. I take my neighbor's junk mail for their return envelopes.
I don't want any lenders telling my wife, who doesn't work, that she qualifies for a $60,000 home equity loan. I don't want to hear about my warranty expiring on the car that I haven't owned for the past 3-years. And I don't want any of those envelopes that look like they come from the IRS, the ones you can never open without ripping the enclosed letter.
So, as I walked up the driveway, I saw my wife's car in the driveway and the house was unlocked, as I expected. However, I didn't see my wife, as I expected. She wasn't in the kitchen cooking. She wasn't in the den watching TV or reading some erotic story.
I would say maybe she was out shopping with a friend, but the front door was unlocked. Okay, maybe she had a headache or wasn't feeling well so she was napping. I walked back through the den to the other side of the house and down the hall to the master suite to see if my wife was napping or maybe she was playing with herself while reading an erotic story.
Well, to my surprise, I found a young man with his head between my wife's legs. My wife had her eyes closed enjoying herself, so she didn't see me. The young man with his head between my wife's legs so he didn't see me either.
So just like you would expect, I pulled out my camera and took a few pictures just in case I needed them for the divorce, if I decided to go that route.
While I was taking pictures, this guy lifted his head up, he still couldn't see me since he was facing away from the door. Anyway, he just started talking all kinds of nonsense.
"You like that, don't you? I bet I'm better than your old wimpy fat husband." He just kept at it, "am I better, am I better blah blah blah blah blah." I don't know if my wife even heard a word he was saying. My wife finally said, "SHUT THE FUCK UP AND JUST GET ME OFF." I was actually laughing as this guy was getting ready to fuck me wife.
My wife reads me her erotic stories about cheating wives and Cuckolding a husband and nine times out of ten, the husband in those stories takes pictures and leaves. Why, where the hell are you going? It's his house, kick them out, I always tell her.
For some reason, the husbands in those stories have to think and plot and plan before they act. What about my kids, my parents, my in-laws, and our friends? What will they think if I kick just my wife out? Who the fuck cares.
And then, they hire a PI to follow the cheating wife and lover and gather information. Husband's always wanting to know how long it's been going on and they want the lover to keep on fucking his wife so he can have better pictures and videos.
Next comes the revenge. But wait. First, he needs to take care of his wife's lover's wife. The jilted husband has to make sure the jilted wife has pictures, videos and a good divorce attorney too.
None of that for me.
Yes, I would talk to my wife and give her a chance to explain before I decide to throw her out. Look, I'm 55, my wife is hot as hell and my sex life is great. I'm not going to kick her out and start all over at 55 unless I have too. That's just stupid. But I will let my wife know that I am not happy and when I am done, I don't think my wife will cheat on me ever again.
So no, I wasn't going to run off to some bar and get drunk and cry like a baby. Instead, I unbuckled my belt. No, I'm not going to fuck this guy in the ass.
I pulled my belt through the loops and folded it in half. Then I slowly walked up to this young man and gave him the whipping of his life. I raised my belt over my head and came down hard on his ass. His first reaction was lunge forward, mouth open and then bite down. Yes, right into my wife's pussy and the bite wasn't genital either.
My wife gave out a scream and proceeded to beat her little fucker over his head over and over "WHAT THE FUCK!!! WHY DID YOU BITE ME!!! Then My wife's eyes opened wide, and she saw me. Of course, she said "it's not what it looks like."
Really???
Oh. I raised up my belt again and rapped fire, I was whipping this young man's ass one shot after another. I must have got a good 10 to 15 licks in as he was crying like a baby and begging me to stop. He tried to cover his ass with his hands, and I would hit is legs just below his ass. Each time he moved his hands I'd alternate hitting my target.
I just continued to swing my belt. He was crying and my wife was crying. I yelled at my wife "STOP YOUR FUCKING CRYING SLUT, I HAVEN EVEN STARTED WHIPPING YOU YET." She stopped crying on a dime.
I was still pissed that I wasn't getting my fucking mail today, so I let the ass assault continue.
He was crying like a baby, and I thought I heard him say "MOMMY I PROMISE I'LL BE GOOD!" I don't know what that was all about, but when I finally told him to stand up, dick was still hard steel. Impressive too. His dick must have been a good 8 inches.
At least my wife wasn't getting caught with a lousy 4 or 5" dick. She went big.
What the hell, I took a picture. Figured I would post it along with the picture of his red ass I had taken. You can submit anything to a porn site these days and it'll get posted. "Young man gets turned on by ass assault."
I did think about coming down with my belt on his dick, but I just cringed at how much that would hurt. So, I just decided he had had enough, and I would escort him out of my house.
He tried to grab his clothes. Lol, I said "NO YOU LITTLE FUCKER, YOU TAKE NOTHING," as I unfolded my belt and just swung it at him. I had no target lined up, I just swung, hit him and he screamed like a banshee and rolling on the ground. Opps, I whipped his dick.
Let me just say that my wife had her eyes wide open, mouth wide open and tears running down her cheeks all at the same time. She was scared shitless at what might happen to her next.
Back to this young man with a desire to fuck my wife. I told him I would toss his car keys once to him once he was out of my house. As he ran down the hall, afraid that I may whip his ass again, I was taking a video and pictures on my phone. I was laughing so hard; I couldn't hold the phone straight.
As he ran out of the house, I threw his keys as far as I could and took more pictures and videos. I did feel bad for the neighbor kids out on their bikes. They had to look at this guy's red ass as his dick was swinging back and forth and side to side, as he ran after his keys.
What a sight it was.
Anyway, he got his keys and drove off.
Next it was time to have a conversation with my wife.
I walked back into the master suite, and I found my wife sitting against the wall in the little bit of space between the wall and dresser. She had her knees up to her chest with her arms around her legs with her head down. It reminded me of the air raid drills from when I was a kid in elementary school.
Anyway, I told her to get up and get to the kitchen and make me a cup of tea, none of that herbal shit either, BLACK TEA.
I was on a 4-hour flight and had only one cup of tea at breakfast. That was like 6 hours ago. If I don't get my caffeine. I thought to myself, "If I don't get some caffeine soon, so help me I might just kill my wife." Tea helps calm my nerves too.
I get bad heartburn from coffee. Tea doesn't seem to bother me as much coffee, and it has just as much caffeine as coffee, no matter what anyone says.
My wife started to get dressed. I told her "NO CLOSTHS SLUT, JUST GET TO THE KITCHEN". My wife went running off to the kitchen as fast as she could. I then went through this guy's pants to find his wallet and license. Martin Young, DOB 02/02/1998. That makes him like 25 years old and having sex with a 48-year-old woman. I just shook my head and laughed. "My wife is a MILF."
When I walked into the kitchen, I still had my belt in my hand. My wife asked me if I was going to whip her too. I told her I hadn't decided yet, but she better prepare for the worst.
As I sat down at the table, my wife brought me my cup of tea and one of those Apple Danishes from Costco's that she knows I love so much. I thanked her and told her to sit down.
Before I had a chance to say anything, she told me, I wasn't going to fuck him. He was only going to please me. Tammy and Bree will vouch for me.
Tammy and Bree are MY wife's friend's best friends. They're nothing but trouble when the three of them are together.
I told My wife to give me a minute to digest everything that had happened so far. I took a few sips of my tea and a bite of my Danish and told her, "I wanted to hear the whole story and depending on whether or not I am satisfied will determine if I will be beating your ass with this belt."
She went on to tell her story all right and it was a dozy.
Tom, it's not as bad as you think.
I couldn't wait to hear this one.
I was out at Charlie's with Tammy and Bree; it was Tuesday night while you were in Detroit. Me, Tammy, and Bree were dancing with a bunch of those new guys that had been showing up.
I tried to interrupt and ask a question, but she cut me off and asked if she could please tell the whole me the whole story first. So, I gave her one of those two open hands go ahead and talk gesture, as I continued to sip my tea and eat my Danish.
Well, they were all very young, handsome, and funny. They were making jokes about you too; you know calling you grandpa and that they bet you fall asleep with your dick in me because you're so old.
I started to open my mouth again, but she put her hand up to say please let please let me finish. So, she went on.
I told them you are better in bed than any of them. Tammy and Bree stood up for you too. They told them that you have great stamina from going to the gym and swimming regularly. Well anyway, there was a lot of alcohol flowing and banter going back and forth, and they kept telling us how much better they would be in bed, and they would rock our worlds.
Finally, I said prove it.
They said, "prove what?"
I said prove to me that you are a better lover than my husband.
"What's the best" they said.
I told them my husband can get me off in with his tongue in five minutes. They had to beat your time honey cause you're the best. Martin said he could do it. Martin is the guys whose ass you just whipped.
Oh, and honey, Martin was down there longer than five minutes and he didn't get me off, so you're still the best. No one will ever beat your time.
So, let me get this straight, I interrupted. You thought it would be ok to invite this Martin guy over to see if he could get you off in less than five minutes and you thought I would be ok with it?
Tom, now please listen to me, ok. I was drunk off my ass when I made the bet, Tammy, and Bree though it was funny too. We were going at these guys telling them that our husbands have years of experience over them; and Tom, I told them that you could steal their girlfriends away from you in just one night."
Thank you for the vote of condensed.
You're welcome.
Tom, would you like another cup of tea or Danish?
She was trying her best to keep me calm.
Anyway, let me finish now. They asked, "what does the winner get," and Bree said, "if Martin can beat Tom's five-minute time, Tammy would blow him."
Me and Bree laughed and so did the other guys.
Then Tammy said, "but if Kim backs out, Bree will blow Martin." Again, we all laughed.
Then the guys asked, "what happens if Martin loses?" One of their friends joined in and said, "if Martin loses, he must blow Billy." Now, all the guys really started laughing.
You see Tom, Billy is gay.
So, then the guys started chanting "take the bet take the bet." Finally, Martin accepted the bet.
I know you always tell me to never give out our address, but I was drunk. So, I gave Martin our address and I told Martin he had to be at my house at 2 pm Friday afternoon or it would be a forfeit and he must blow his friend Billy.
Me, Tammy, and Bree shared an uber and laughed all the way home. Bree and Tammy promised me that they were in and if I backed out one of them would blow Martin.
At exactly 2 pm today, Martin was knocking at the door. Tom, I was shocked to see him. Honestly, I didn't expect him to show up. It was just a silly little bet.
You gave him your address and the chance to have sex with you and you didn't think he would show up?
Not sex Tom, he was only going to try and beat your time.
So, why didn't you just forfeit and let Bree blow Martin?
Well Tom, you always tell me, no respectable person should ever renege on a bet.
I just stared at my wife and shuck my head in disbelief.
I have just one question.
Yes dear?
If he was only going to pleasure you and you were not going to fuck him, then why were the two of you completely naked?
My wife looked at me with a blank stare, a deer in the headlights, someone was knocking but no one was home.
I gave her some time to come up with an answer. I knew the wheels were spinning. I was just sipping the second cup of tea my wife had made me, as I waited.
Honey
Yes dear?
Honey, I'll be laying on the bed waiting for my whipping. But there's no rush, so please have another cup a tea and another Danish. Just remember that I love you, Tom.
The End
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We needed to have a talk.
I was bored one night when I had a fun idea for a story: Someone Needs a Good Whipping, Someone Needs a Good Whipping - Loving Wives - Literotica.com. Well, I thought it was a fun idea for a story, but not all readers enjoyed my humor. So, I decided to continue the story and see if I could make a few more readers happy.
Sorry still no editor yet. Please forgive the spelling and grammatical errors.
Enjoy
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
"Well Tom, you always tell me, no respectable person should ever renege on a bet."
I just stared at my wife and shuck my head in disbelief.
"I have just one question."
"Yes dear."
"If he was only going to pleasure you and you were not going to fuck him, then why were the two of you completely naked?"
My wife looked at me with a blank stare, a deer in the headlights, someone was knocking but no one was home.
I gave her some time to come up with an answer. I knew the wheels were spinning. I was just sipping the second cup of tea my wife had made me, as I waited.
"Honey"
"Yes dear"
"Honey, I'll be laying on the bed waiting for my whipping. But there's no rush, so please have another cup a tea and another Danish. Just remember that I love you, Tom."
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
I love my wife Kim and I thought she was improving. The doctors keep telling me that I need to be patient with my wife and that she is making progress.
Two years ago, my wife was in a car accident on Interstate 495, commonly known as the Long Island Expressway or the LIE. My wife was driving westbound toward the city, when two cars in front of her were in an accident. No big deal. Morning rush hour accidents are an everyday occurrence on the LIE. However, while my wife slowed down, the truck behind her did not.
My wife was airlifted to Stony Brook University Hospital and died twice on the way and twice more during surgery. When the doctor finally came to talk to us, me and our twin 18-year-old daughters, Sara and Tara, we didn't know what to expect. Kim had been in surgery for 18 hours.
"Mr. Lester, I'm Doctor Bar." We shuck hands and Doctor Bar gave a node to my two daughters. "First Mr. Lester, I want you to know that your wife is stable. How your wife was able to go through such a horrific accident and sustain no broken bones is a miracle. However, Mr. Lester, your wife did sustain severe damage to the brain." The girls and I looked the Dr. Bar with tears in our eyes as Dr. Bar continued.
"Your wife is currently in an induced coma. Your wife had bleeding and swelling on the brain, so surgery was required. I'm trying my best to avoid using medical terms that will confuse you, but I do need you to understand that your wife is in no pain. As I'm sure you understand, the brain is a very delicate instrument. We are doing all that we can to reduce the swelling and keep your wife calm."
"We are monitoring her for any sudden abnormalities. We want to be prepared if she goes into seizure or sudden body convulsions. We have therefore placed her in an induced coma. Once her vital signs and brain wave function return to normal, we will let your wife regain consciousness on her own."
"Can we see her?"
"Yes, but please realize that your wife's head is bandaged, there are ice packs and a machine that is being used to reduce the swelling on the brain. You may hold her hand, but please don't speak to her. We want your wife to stay as perfectly calm as possible and reduce brain function. Some researchers believe that a patient in coma can hear things around them, their senses are heightened, they just can't physically react to them, but the brain is always active."
"Dr. Bar, what should we expect when my wife wakes up?"
"Mr. Lester, sometimes a patient will awake from coma with total recall. They remember everything up until the point they went unconscious from the accident. There are others that may only retain fragments. At this point, all I can say positive."
"Thank you doctor."
The girls and I visited Kim every day and now that her brain functions were back to normal and we were encouraged to speak to her, read to her and hold her hand. The doctor's said that she would need to wake up on her own, but it was taking longer than expected.
It had been 24 weeks since the accident. The girls had already left for their freshmen year at college. I told them that their lives could not be put on hold, they needed to move on and just pray for their mother. I would be there for her.
It was now 36 weeks since the accident when my wife squeezed my hand, "hello Tom". Her voice was scratchy, and her eyes were half open. I stepped out quickly and called for the nurse, then ran right back to my wife. We talked; well, I did most of the talking since my wife's mouth was so dry. I stepped back while the doctors asked my wife questions to see how much recall she had. They were shocked, my wife had a total recall.
My daughters flew in from school to see their mother at the rehabilitation center. Kim needed to regain her strength, coordination, and balance. For the next 4 weeks Kim was in a rehabilitation center preparing for her release when I would bring her home.
"Mr. Lester"
"Doctor, by this point, we should be on a first name basis. Please call me Tom."
"Okay Tom. Before we release your wife, I do want to go over a few things with you."
"Is it anything serious?"
"Well, to be honest, we are not sure. I don't know how to say this, but your wife has been stealing things."
"Stealing things"
"Yes Tom. First it was a pen, next food from the pantry, then her roommate's cell phone and one day a stethoscope was found in her room." I really had no idea how to respond.
"Tom, we ran a few more test while she was with us and we believe there is frontal lobe damage."
So what did Doctor Bar's diagnosis have to do with my wife and her young friend Martin Young? Martin Young is just one of my wife's lovers, I guess you could say.
First let me explain my wife's condition best that I can, unless you are a Cognitive Psychologists and can do a better job than me, this is my reading material from Doctor Bar to help me understand my wife's condition.
The ventromedial prefrontal cortex (VMPFC) is consistently engaged in moral judgement (Greene et al., 2001; Moll et al., 2002; Harenski and Hamaan, 2006; Koenigs et al., 2007; Prehn et al., 2008; Harada et al., 2009). VMPFC seems to play a crucial role in the mediation of the emotions engaged during moral processing (Young and Koenigs, 2007). Patients with VMPFC lesions are reported to be significantly more likely to endorse utilitarian responses to hard personal moral dilemmas (Koenigs et al., 2007) and have trouble representing the abstract consequences of their decisions (Krajbich et al., 2009). It is also involved in adherence to social norms and values (Moll et al., 2005) and in the integration of representations of others' intentions with their outcomes during social decision-making (Cooper et al., 2010). The left VMPFC shows higher activation in subjects with lower moral judgment competence when identifying norm violations (Prehn et al., 2008).
This may be a lot to understand so I am going to give you the cliff notes version. The frontal lobe is a very important part of the brain. It assists in behavior, morals, decision making and understanding right from wrong. Yes, my wife has problems distinguishing right from wrong. She is almost childlike if she is not on her medication. If she sees something that she wants, she must have it, no matter what the consequences. And she realizes there will be consequences to her actions. Her doctor's suggested that I treat her like a child and scold her when she has done something bad. No. I don't abuse my wife with a belt like I did Martin. I just give her a light spanking and then we talk.
My wife does, in a strange kind of way, understand that what she is doing is wrong, but can't help herself, that includes hitting on other men right in front of me. Those are the days when she forgot to take her medication.
Picture a child that can't or doesn't want to swallow a pill. That is my wife. Yes, that's right, some days she tells me she took her pill, but hides it instead. My daughters feel bad for me, but also think it's funny. When the girls are home, and they go shopping, my wife tries on clothes and walks out wearing them. If they go to a grocery store, my wife will eat the fruit as she walks through the store and doesn't pay for it. She actually tried to walk out with a ham under her shit and tell the woman at Costco, that checks receipts, that she was pregnant.
It's like being called in to school because your child was caught cheating.
For the most part the businesses are sympathetic and understanding once I explain what has happened to her. I just pay for whatever she has walked out with, and the stores are fine. A few stores are now used to Kim stealing that they have my number on speed dial. They just give me a heads up that she's on her way home with stolen goods and I just give them my credit card and pay the difference.
So back to my wife's latest fiasco. Before I gave my wife her spanking, I called my wife's friend Tammy to see how much of what my wife told me was true. The more she lies to me, the worse the spanking will be.
"Hi Tom, how was your trip, bed you're glad to be home?"
"Oh, my trip was fine and the client is happy. Unfortunately, I was not happy when I returned home from my trip."
"What did Kim do know? giggle giggle"
"Well, I returned home to find Martin Young with his head between my wife's legs"
"Oh Tom, I'm so sorry. I can't believe Martin actually went to your house. It was just all fun."
"Kim, why didn't you make sure she took her pill before you guys went out."
"Tom, are you kidding me? It's like trying to get a 5-year-old to take a pill. Bree and I tried for an hour. We finally just gave up and decided we would just keep an eye on her. But we drank too much. I am sorry Tom. We never expected Martin would follow through with the bet."
"Kim said that she made a bet with Martin. I want to know how much of what she told me was true, because when I came home, they were both completely naked on the bed and Kim did admit that she planned on letting Martin do more the pleasure her orally."
"Oh no. But you were able to catch her in time?"
"Yes, I stopped it before it was too late, and Martin will not be back again. But what was the bet?"
"Oh my God Tom. She bet Martin that he couldn't get Kim off orally in under 5 minutes. Tom, I promise you, we did not let Kim out of our sight, and we were propositioned by all the guys."
"Thank you Kim, but next time just wrap the pill in peanut butter and hold he mouth shut or something"
"LOL, Tom, she's not a dog."
"Sometimes I think it's easier to make a dog swallow a pill than Kim."
"Tom, have you spanked her yet?"
"No not yet."
Well don't tell her I told you this, but I think you have a problem."
"Another problem, well it can't be any worse than what I already have to deal with."
"Kim told me and Bree that she enjoys being spanked and it turns her on."
"Oh My God, now how am I going to scold her."
"Maybe threaten that if she doesn't take her bills you won't spank her anymore."
We both got a laugh out of that.
"Thanks for your help keeping her save Kim."
"Again Tom, I'm sorry. Now go give her a good spanking and I'm sure she'll show you how sorry she is."
So, I walked in the our bedroom to find Kim's beautiful ass waiting to be spanked.
"Tom I'm sorry. I haven't taken my pill since you left for your trip. But I did take one now,"
"Kim"
"I did"
"Kim, no spanking if you lie to me."
"What did you say?"
"Did you take your pill."
"No, but what about my spanking?"
"Take your pill and we'll talk?" I never saw Kim swallow a pill so fast with no complaints.
"Open your mouth, lift your tongue, side to side. Good."
"Know what about my spankings?"
"Well, it's come to my attention that you actually enjoy being spanked"
"Who told you that?"
"It doesn't matter. But now I have a deal for you.
"What is it?"
"If you take your pill everyday like you're supposed too, I'll spank you once a week, maybe more if you're good. But if you don't take your pill like you're supposed to and you get into trouble, I won't spank you for a week."
"Deal. And Tom, Martin did a lousy job getting me off. Will you spank me and that finish what Martin attempt to do?"
"Just get you off or everything you were going to do with Martin?"
"Tom I'm sorry, can you forgive me, please. I promise I'll take my medication like I'm supposed too?"
Epilogue
I must say, under our new agreement, Kim is doing much better at remembering to take her pill daily. She does occasionally forget, but I haven't caught her with anyone between her legs lately. And when she does forget, I don't spank her. I guess that's a little reverse positive enforcement.
Look I love my wife, and this isn't her fault. She does the best she can, and I do the best I can to help her.
>>>>>>>>>>>>
For those of you that think this is a bullshit story, I had a cousin that flipped off a MoPed when he was 14 or so and his life was never the same. He had to wear a diaper like when he was a baby. He had to learn to relearn to pronounce words, had to work on motor skills, he couldn't tie his shoes and simple things that we would take for granted. For example, a pot on the stove is hot. He had to learn to use the handles and not just grab the pot. He couldn't understand why he couldn't just touch it if he wanted to. And yes he had to be told what was right and what was wrong; what he can do and what he can't do that. It's been over 40 years and he still can't completely function on his own.
So is my story farfetched, maybe from the stand point of a pill that could help you learn right from wrong. But hey it's a story and I'm less of a doctor than I am an author.
The End
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I cheated on my husband, and I got caught, now what?
I would like to thank everyone for their comments, both positive and negative. I would also like to thank those of you that reached out to me and encouraged me to write Chapter 2 and especially those of you that offered to edit my stories. That was a surprise.
Unfortunately, the few that I chose didn't respond or were busy and didn't have the time to edit my story. So please overlook spelling or grammatical errors.
Before you read Chapter 2, I would encourage you to read I have a 50 50 chance https://www.literotica.com/s/i-have-a-50-50-chance I don't want anyone to be lost or confused.
Chapter 2
Saturday was a beautiful sunny spring day; we had just finished celebrating Sara and Becky's 1st birthday. My family and friends say that Sara and Becky look just like me, blond hair, and green eyes. My mom and dad flew up for the girls' birthday and they will be spending the next two weeks with us. It was nice to see them again. The last time they were here was during the trial.
My mom and dad brought pictures of me at one year old and had to show everyone to prove that the girls looked just like me. I thought my mom understood the issue was not whether I was the girl's true mother it was if Tommy or Larry was the true father. Either way I love my mom. My mom also had to tell stories. "Lisa was a perfect daughter and would go right to sleep while Karen was always so fussy. She would cry so much that Ronald had to wear earplugs so that he could sleep at night." Ronald, that's my dad, mom calls him Ronald, everyone else calls him Ron or Ronnie.
It had been a long day for the girls, so me and mom put Sara and Becky down for the night. Mom and I sat up and talked for a while and had some coffee and cake while dad was helping to put together the girl's dollhouse. Mom wants to make sure I was doing ok taking care of two girls on my own. When mom when off to bed it was around 10:00. I went in to take another look at the girls. They were so peaceful and had no idea what my life had been like over the past two years. But looking at my girls, I'm happy and no long wish that things would have turned out differently.
I remember it like it was yesterday.
"Is you husband on his way?" I didn't want to be here all alone. I just wanted someone to sit with me. My husband, who may or may not be the father of my babies does not want to have anything to do with me until he finds out if he is their father. And since I was not supposed to have my babies for another two weeks, my sister and her husband didn't reschedule their vacation to Jamaica and my parents who live in Florida were not flying in until next week. My sister-in-law, who I called and tried to talk to, is 24. I couldn't understand a word she was saying. I assume she was out at a bar, and she sounded like she was already half in the bag.
I had to call an ambulance to take me to the hospital. So, here I'm all alone.
Nurse Dotti, who is now a close friend, stayed right by my side holding my hand and encouraging me to stick with it, "give it all you got honey, it'll be worth it in the end and then you can sleep", The end of the 12 hours of labor that couldn't come soon enough.
Once the babies were born, I was so exhausted, I just wanted to sleep. Dotti took my cell phone and asked me who I wanted to tell that the babies were born. I thought about it and decided to tell my mom and dad, my sister Lisa and her husband, and my sister-in-law Tina. They were the ones that have been there for me the past nine months. So that's what Dotti did.
"This is Nurse Dottie, and I am proud to tell you that Karen is doing fine and so are her two beautiful daughters Sara and Becky. She's very tired and you would be too if you were in labor for 12 hours; so please hold your calls until tomorrow."
She attached a picture of me lying in bed holding the girls. And then I fell into a deep sleep.
I stayed in the hospital for 3 days before I was released to take care of the girls all on my own. My sister Lisa and her husband Jerry weren't do back from vacation in Jamaica for another week. Lisa wanted to come back early but I told her to enjoy her vacation with Jerry. Their children were with Jerry's parents while they were away. Those two kids are a handful, so Lisa and Jerry needed some alone time. My mom and dad changed their flight, but they couldn't get here until next weekend.
So, my new friend Dotti insisted that she would help me until my mom and dad arrived. I was a little skeptical, but Dotti insisted, and I really needed someone to help me. Tommy would have nothing to do with me until he saw the results of the DNA test. So, I accepted Dotti's offer.
That's how Dotti, her husband Robby and their daughter Tonya, Mandie and Sheri and I became such close friends. Tonya was a God sent. She is a sophomore and goes to the local college and lives at home. Tonya stayed with me at my sister's house until my mom and dad arrived. Once I moved into my own apartment, Tonya was always there for me whenever I needed help or if I just needed a night out. She loved to watch the girls.
Dotti's two older daughters Mandie and Sheri are both married and live locally. And then there's Roger, Dotti's younger brother. He's a physical therapist. Tonya is in school to be a Physician's Assistant and works part time for Roger. That is when she's not in school or helping me. They have all become a second family to me and they were all here today to celebrate Sara and Becky's first birthday.
Until you have kids of your own kids, you don't realize how difficult it is, especially when you have twins. I'm not complaining, I wouldn't change it for the world.
I still wasn't back with Tommy "yet." At least he was talking to me. Well, he only came to see the girls. He was still pushing for the DNA test. But to be honest, I didn't care who the father was any longer, it wasn't going to change the outcome. Larry made it perfectly clear that he did not want anything to do with Sara or Becky even if they were his children.
Since the girls looked like me and no one would ever know who the girls' father was, I was hoping that Tommy would just take me back and accept the girls. But he wouldn't without the DNA test. So, I bought a three-bedroom Town House with a small backyard. It had and it had enough room to have people over.
Tommy would come to visit occasionally, but he didn't want to get too attached to the girls. It felt more like a friend stopping by to say high. I still didn't know if he would even take me back even if the girls were his. Right now, the girls last name is Downey, that's my maiden name.
Since I still had plenty of money from my WDB Severance Agreement or rather my hush money, I didn't need to worry about a job for a while. Technically, I still had mine and Tommy's savings, which half of was mine, if I needed it. But I didn't want to touch it. If I moved the money into a separate checking account, I would feel like I was giving up. I still missed Tommy and I knew I wanted us to try and move on.
To Johnathan's word, the FBI left me along for three months while they gathered their information to indicted Larry Wilson, Brian Donnelly, and Keith Brown of WDB and Associates, my former employer. I, thank God, was not indited. I did receive a subpoenaed however, as a witness for the US Government. I never talked to the Prosecutor, since Johnathan told them I wouldn't speak to them unless they arrested me. So, I just had to appear and testify. What a fiasco that turned into.
>>>>>>>>>>>>
"I want Order in my court. One more outburst and I will hold you in contempt, Mr. Campbell."
Johnathan was relentless and objected to everything the Prosecutor, US Attorney Williams had to say. Also, somehow Johnathan convinced Larry Wilson, Brian Donnelly, and Keith to let him represent them as their attorney.
"Your honor, please don't belittle me. I have a law degree from Harvard, and I have proven myself in a court of law many times. I have also stood before you many times and argued cases against the District Attorney. So please show me the respect that I deserve."
"Ok Mr. Campbell, what are you objecting to know."
"Mr. Williams is leading his client. Mrs. Campbell already said that the severance pay was for her years of service, it was not a bribe as the prosecutor is leading Mrs. Campbell to admit too."
"Mr. Williams, can you rephase your question?"
"Thank you, your honor. Mrs. Campbell, will you please tell the court why WDB allowed you to receive your remaining salary for the year plus bonus and two more years salary plus bonus. Also, WDB and Associates provided your health insurance coverage until I found a new job."
"I object."
"To what know Mr. Campbell?"
"Now the prosecutor thinks Mrs. Campbell is a mind reader."
"Mr. Williams please rephase the question."
"Mrs. Campbell, will you please tell the court why "you think" WDB allowed you to receive your remaining salary for the year plus bonus and two more years salary plus bonus. Also, WDB and Associates provided your health insurance coverage until I find a new job."
I looked at the judge for directions. I didn't know what to say; I didn't want to lie. I promised Larry I would not discuss our having sex and further I wouldn't tell his wife. Larry's wife was sitting right behind him. I had signed an agreement. So, I looked at the judge and said it was "Severance Pay," which was not exactly true, but the document Larry had me sign did say Severance Agreement at the top of it. So, I guess I wasn't lying.
Mr. Williams started to take a nasty tone with me and now I started to cry.
Mr. Williams said, "we would like to treat this Mrs. Campbell as a hostile witness."
"Mr. Williams" the judge said, "she is your witness. How can she be a hostile witness? Didn't you talk to her and prepare her testimony?"
"Your honor, Johnathan Campbell is Mrs. Campbell's brother-in-law. We tried to talk to Mrs. Campbell, but she would not answer our questions. She would not say a word until she saw her attorney. Mr. Campbell appeared on behalf of Mrs. Campbell."
Therefore, since she would not speak to us when we gave her the opportunity, SHE WILL SPEAK TO US NOW. I would also like to add that Mr. Campbell tried to make a deal with the US Attorney to keep Mrs. Campbell out of prison in return for her testimony. We denied his request.
If we find evidence of Mrs. Campbell's involvement, she will be indicted along with Larry Wilson, Brian Donnelly, and Keith Brown - WDB and Associates."
I was so nervous; I was crying, and I told the judge that I was pregnant and was do very soon at the time. Johnathan asked them to wait until after the babies before they questioned me. I never heard from them again until I received a subpoena. I asked the judge if I could have a glass of water and if it would be ok if I took my medication, Fluoxetine, for my depression and "ANXIETY" which I needed badly at this point. The judge said I couldn't take any medication without the court hearing from my doctor that it was a necessity, and my health would be at risk if not taken. All I got was a glass of water.
The judge then asked Mrs. Williams to continue. Now that I was a hostile witness, guess now it was ok for him to yell at me and scare me.
"Thank you, your honor. Mrs. Campbell, you "claim" that the money you received was severance pay. However, according to WDB and Associates Company Policy, a terminated employee only receives six months' severance pay and Cobra for healthcare. Also, a former employe's retirement must be rolled over into another qualified plan within three months of termination or the funds are considered a wage and taxed accordingly. Your honor we have looked through WDB and Associates records and there has never been any former employee given a severance package outside of the company normal policy. So, Mrs. Campbell, I ask again was this a payment for your agreeing to sit here and blatantly lie to the court, and remember you are under oath?"
"I object."
"I knew you would Mr. Campbell, proceed. "
"Mrs. Campbell has already answered Mr. Williams' question. She said it was her severance package; how many more times is Mr. Williams going to be permitted to ask the witness the same question? Does the prosecutor want us to call it a, I don't know, dismissal pay, farewell package or maybe a bye bye gift?"
"Mr. Campbell, I think that's enough. Mr. Williams, do you have any further questions for Mrs. Campbell or are we still going to discuss the severance package all afternoon."
"Your honor we believe that Mrs. Campbell was given this money as a bribe to cover for WDB and Associates' illegal actions, drugs, prostitution, and extortion. We believe Mrs. Campbell may be involved as well. Mrs. Campbell's involvement is still left to be seen as the trial proceeds.
At this point I told the judge that I have no idea what Mr. Williams is talking about. And I told him I was asked to be a witness and I felt like I was on trial.
Your honor, Mrs. Campbell is clearly in contempt and the court should take action."
I did not like Mr. Williams at all.
"I object."
Johnathan was like my knight in shining armor. But I knew he had an alternative motive.
"Yes Mr. Campbell."
"Mr. Williams is badgering the witness and forcing her to change her testimony with his scary tactics. She has answered the question and we should just move on.
"Mr. Campbell, I'm inclined to agree with Mr. Williams. He does have merit to his argument; the payment that Mrs. Campbell received is not consistent with the company policy. I would like to dive into this further before I make my decision. But I will say that right now I am leaning toward allowing the case to go to trial. Mrs. Campbell, you do understand that if you are lying, you may end up go to jail until you decide to answer the question."
"But your honor," I whispered, "I can't discuss this Severance Agreement in public."
"What are you talking about?"
I need to talk to my lawyer before I answer any more questions.
"Who is your lawyer?"
"Johnathan Campbell."
"This is the most confusing hearing I have ever held. Mr. Campbell cannot be your attorney. It is a conflict of interest since you are a witness for the Prosecutor."
"Your honor, Mr. Campbell is my attorney. He is also representing me as we are suing the FBI."
"What, Mr. Campbell you cannot sue the Federal Bureau of Investigation for bringing someone in for questioning."
Then Johnathan stepped in "well, it's a little more complicated than that your honor: incarceration, forced dehydration and disallowment of urination. But that has no bearing on today's hearing."
"You're right it doesn't Mr. Campbell. And is disallowment even a word?"
"Mr. Campbell, can you enlighten us on the Agreement that Mrs. Campbell is referring to and why she can't discuss it?"
I'm sorry your honor, but the "Agreement" was signed before Mrs. Campbell retained me as her attorney. Therefore, I suggest we take a break so I can confer with my client.
Then Mr. William's jumped in incredibly angry "YOUR HONOR THIS IS REDICULAS. They are toying with us instead of answering our questions."
"Mrs. Campbell"
"Yes, your honor."
"Can you tell us anything about this contract? Because I understand that you are not a lawyer, but I can assure you that there is no contract that will prohibit you from providing testimony in a federal court hearing."
"I understand your honor, but I would feel much more comfortable if I could speak to Johnathan."
"Mr. Campbell, do you have any further questions for Mrs. Campbell besides the Severance payment."
"Yes, we would like to question her regarding her involvement with the "so called" golf outings that she organized through TeeTime."
I turned to the judge and said "your honor I'm very confused. I call TeeTime with the name of attendees, date, and time they will arrive and depart. TeeTime made all the arrangements. The hotel accommodation, dinners, they contact the local golf courses and set the tee times. Oh, and I authorized payment based on the invoice issued."
"Mr. Williams, what more questions do you have for Mrs. Campbell?"
"Yes, I do your honor. Mrs. Campbell, there is no business called TeeTime. There has never been a tax return filed under the name TeeTime. Can you explain this to me?"
"I abject"
"Ah Mr. Campbell. If you hadn't objected, I would have had the bailiff, check on you to see if you were ok. Tell us your objection, please."
"Your honor, I don't know where to start with this one. How does Mr. Williams think Mrs. Campbell would know why TeeTime has not filed a tax return, is Mrs. Campbell their bookkeeper, accountant, or lawyer? Or your honor, how would Mrs. Campbell know if TeeTime forgot to answer that question "are you ready to file your Federal Tax Return" button when TurboTax Online asked the question."
"Mr. Campbell, enough. I am not going to tolerate either of you any longer. If this continues, you will be sharing a cell together for a few nights."
"Your honor"
"Yes Mrs. Campbell"
"I will give Mr. Williams Chloe Lin's number if he doesn't already have it."
"Mr. Williams, I'm almost afraid to ask this question, but have you spoken with Mrs. Lin?"
"No, your honor we have not."
"Why not?"
"Your honor we don't think TeeTime is a legitimate company. We believe it is an escort service. The only documents that CDW has from TeeTime are invoices going back as far as 8 years. The invoice has a PO Box as an address and wire transfer details."
"Mr. Williams, did you ask Mrs. Campbell if she had the number for TeeTime since she seems to be the only one with any involvement with TeeTime?"
"No, your honor, Mrs. Campbell would not answer our questions."
"Your honor"
"Yes Mr. Campbell."
"I informed the FBI agents that if they had any questions for Mrs. Campbell, they should ask them through me. I was never contacted by the FBI agents or the US Attorney's office again."
"Thank you for that clarification, Mr. Williams."
"Mr. Williams, do you have another witness besides Mrs. Campbell?"
"Yes, your honor, we have Mr. Ryan, who is the CFO of Ryan and Brown Publishing. Mr. Ryan has attended the WDB and Associates golf outings for the past 8 years. He will testify to the activities that took place at these events."
"Your honor if I may."
"Go ahead Mr. Campbell."
"Your honor it is our understanding, and Mrs. Campbell can attest to this as well, that there are 11 other clients that attend the gold outing along with the owners of WDB and Associates. All the attendees are respected businessmen and well respected in their communities. Each one of them has equivocally denied all of Mr. Ryan's claims."
"Mr. Williams is this correct."
"Yes, your honor, but why would they admit to anything? They would lose their position at their companies they work for, potentially face divorce, and humiliation in their communities."
After a while I started to find this trial interesting. I didn't know if WDB was guilty of anything or not. But as much as I don't like Mr. Williams, he did bring up some good points. Except for him thinking I was involved and knew more than I was telling the judge.
"Mr. Williams, now that Mrs. Campbell is offering to give you the number for Mrs. Lin, do you think you can have someone track her down and see if the business is a legitimate business? I understand that this could lead to additional information, but we must continue this hearing and you can present your findings later this week."



"In the meantime, I would like to speak privately with Mr. Campbell and Mrs. Campbell about this "Agreement." I still have concerns that need to be addressed.
Also, while this is a preliminary hearing, it is still a hearing it is not an open discussion. I been very patient and tolerating more than I normally would. But I will only go so far. Am I understood."
Mr. Williams and Johnathan responded yes, your honor.
"Mrs. Campbell please turn on your phone and give Mr. Williams the phone number for Mrs. Lin."
"We are going to take recess; please return to the court room at 2:00."
Now I was extremely nervous, but I was glad Johnathan was with me. He may hate me for what I did to Tommy, but I'm glad he was he for me now. We walked down the hall to the judge's chamber and as we walked in, he asked if we wanted coffee, tea, or water. I took a cup of tea to calm my nerves and Johnathan just took a bottle of water. We sat down and the judge started talking.
"Mr. Campbell, please inform your "client," I use that term loosely, that she must answer Mr. Williams' questions concerning the generous sum she received because of her termination. Please explain to Mrs. Williams that a contract between herself and WDB and Associates is not worth a hill of beans in my court.
I looked at Johnathan and I asked him "what I should do."
"Karen, you need to tell the judge what the payment was for. Larry knew this may come out during the hearing. I did my best to suppress it, but Mr. Williams just won't let it go. I the best I could to stop it."
"Stop what from coming out during the hearing?"
And then I teared up and told him the story.
"Your honor, I was drunk one night at our office afterhours party and so was Larry; Larry and I had sex. My husband found out and kicked me out of our house. Larry had me sign an a "Agreement" stating that I would not say anything that would result in Larry's wife finding out that we had sex."
"Oh, this just keeps getting better and better."
The judge didn't look happy, and I started to tear up a little. My life was a mess and all I could think about was my two little girls and what would happen if I ended up in jail. My babies would have no father and no mother.
"Mrs. Campbell, I do understand your dilemma, but you will have to tell Mr. Williams. He has the right to ask his questions, as does Mr. Campbell, so that I can make my decision whether to move forward with a trial based on the evidence presented. Mr. Campbell is there anything you would like to add."
"May I speak to Larry first and give him a chance to tell his wife before she hears it the courtroom."
"Yes, I will allow that. And Mrs. Campbell, why don't you get yourself something to eat and we can meet back in the court at 2:00 to continue your testimony.
As I said in court, this case is very unusual, and I have been very lenient as we all try to get the facts. I understand now why you didn't want to talk about the payment. And for what it's worth, I am sorry and hope things work out for you and your husband Mrs. Campbell.
I thanked the judge and then I asked Johnathan if he would let Tommy know too. I didn't want him to be blindsided either. This case had media coverage and I knew it would be all over the local news.
At this point Tommy was still asking me for the DNA test results and he hadn't pushed me to sign the divorce agreement yet. But once it comes out in trial that I had sex with Larry, everyone will know I cheated on Tommy and I imagine that Tommy will force me to sign the divorce agreement, ending what was once a happy marriage.
My sister was waiting for me when I walked out of the judge's chambers, and we went to a nearby dinner. Lisa and I discussed this whole mess of a trial, and she asked me what I thought would happen next. I told her I was going to be divorced very soon.
"Karen, what's going on."
"I'm going to have to tell the Prosecutor that I had sex with Larry and my payment was so that I wouldn't say anything and especially tell his wife. This will kill Tommy if the local media coverage gets ahold of this. Jonathan is going to let him know so he isn't blindsided."
"Oh, Karen I'm so sorry."
We drove back to the courthouse in silence. We entered the courtroom and waited for the judge.
As the judge walked in all stood, "be seated." The judge asked me to return to the stand.
"Mrs. Campbell, are you ready to continue? As we discussed, as difficult as this will be for you, you must answer Mr. William's questions."
I told the judge I understood. I looked out around the courtroom and thanked God that Tommy wasn't in the courtroom. But Larry's wife Stephanie was. At least she was still sitting with Larry and not looking for a divorce attorney.
"Mrs. Campbell, will you answer my question now."
"Yes Mr. Williams, I will."
The Judge looked at me, "go ahead Karen."
I took a deep breath and began. "WDB holds a monthly office party; at one of the office parties, I had a little too much to drink while also on medication for a cold, which contributed to my drunken behavior. Well one thing led to another, and while the party was winding down, I stayed behind and ended up on Larry's office and Larry and I had sex."
As you can imagine, the courtroom erupted, there was chatting, and the courtroom was in shock. The press was on their phones. The judge asked for everyone to column down and allow me to finish.
Did I ever imagine something like this would happen; no. Larry is very professional, and we are both married. However, we were both drunk, very drunk." I don't think Larry was drunk at all, but I wanted to help him at least save his marriage.
"A few weeks later, my soon to be ex-husband Tommy sued WDB; WDB has a strict non-fraternization policy. Larry was a partner and had sex with an employee; that led to the separation. Tommy signs an agreement that he would not discuss the matter in public or tell Larry's wife and he received a settlement from WBD.
Shortly thereafter, I was terminated I signed a similar agreement, my "Severance Agreement" For my discretion, I would receive my remaining salary for the year plus bonus and two more years salary and bonus. I could also keep my health insurance coverage until I found a new job."
The courtroom was now quiet, and Mr. Williams was also quiet for the first time since the hearing began. It was slowly making sense to me. The Prosecutor's whole case hinged on my folding and telling the judge that I knew everything that went on at the golf outings. And the money I received was a payoff. Now that he had found out why I received the money, he only had Mr. Ryan's claim of extortion. However, the other 11 clients attending the gold outing denied all of Mr. Ryan's claims.
However, Mr. Williams was not giving up.
"Your honor."
"Yes Mr. Williams."
"This is information that we were not made aware off at discovery."
"Mr. Williams, this is a Preliminary Hearing. Not all information is made available, by either side."
"But your Honor, what proof is there that this is true."
"I object."
"I thought you would Mr. Campbell."
"Mrs. Campbell has explained what took place and that WDB gave a settlement to both Mrs. Campbell and Mr. Tommy Campbell, her husband. Surely this is enough to put this issue of a payoff to rest. The payoff was to save Larry's wife from finding out of his adultery and potential divorce I might add. Mr. Williams has dragged this out long enough. It is a personal matter and should never have been of any interest to this hearing. Further, Mr. Williams has caused damage to my client, his family, and his reputation. I feel that I should tell the court that I am appalled and will recommend that my client sue for damages to his reputation."
"Your Honor, this could have been an elaborate scheme." Mr. Williams said.
"Your honor. Tommy Campbell, who is my brother, has filed for divorce based on his wife's infidelity. I can attest that this is true as I represented my brother and filed his divorce agreement on the grounds of infidelity."
"Let me get this straight Mr. Campbell. You represented Mr. Campbell, your brother, with his pending divorce. You represented your brother with his settlement against WDB. You represented Mrs. Campbell when she was questioned by the FBI and recommended that she not speak until suspended. You are representing Mr. Williams in her "ridiculous" lawsuit against the Federal Bureau of Investigation. And now you a representing WDB. Am I missing anything?"
"Well, you're honor, I may be representing a Larry Wilson in his lawsuit against Mr. Williams for the damage that he has caused today."
Everyone in the courtroom along with the judge got a kick out of that comment.
"Your honor"
"Yes Mr. Williams."
"Your honor, this is all hear say."
"Your honor if I may."
"Yes Mrs. Campbell"
"Jose Morales, the office cleaner saw us having sex. Jose's brother works for Tommy and that's how Tommy found out I has sex with Larry."
"Mrs. Campbell, did you think of offering this story to Lifetime TV, my wife loves those programs? I'm sorry that was inappropriate of me."
Mr. Williams, do you think you can fine this Jose Morales and confirm Mrs. Campbells story? "
"We will. If we are provided with his address, we will have him subpoena to appear."
"Your honor, Jose is out of the country." Johnathan said.
"Of course, he is. This is just one more game that the defense is playing."
"May I elaborate your honor?"
"Oh Yes Mr. Campbell, please do."
"Jose is from Puerto Rico. He comes and stays with his brother a few months a year, works while he is here visiting and then returns to Puerto Rico. I am told that he will return in 6 months or so. If the prosecutor wants to pay for his airfare, I'm sure he will return for the hearing."
"Your honor, this is a joke. We will be arresting Mrs. Campbell as coconspirator with WDB as soon as this hearing is over."
There was an outburst by the courtroom that the judge had to get under control. I was crying hysterically while the judge tried to console me. I calmed down and asked the judge if we could talk in his chambers again.
"We are adjourned for the day. We will meet in this courtroom on Friday morning at 10:00. Mr. Williams, Mr. Campbell, Mrs. Campbell please follow me to my chambers."
We all sat down in his office, and I spoke first.
"Mr. Williams, I had nothing to do with any illegal activities at WDB. All I ever did was screw up my marriage."
"Mrs. Campbell, I don't believe a word that comes out of your mouth."
"If I can prove that I am telling you the truth, will you stop threatening to arrest me.
? I have to girls at home that need their mother."
"What proof can you offer since Jose is conveniently missing?"
"Please Mr. Williams, I have two children and no husband. I do not want to end up in jail. I will answer all your questions, but my payment from WDB was 100% related to Larry and I having sex that night."
"Then Prove it."
I looked at Johnathan "Johnathan please tell Tommy I love him, and I am deeply sorry for what I have done. I will sign the divorce agreement if that's what he wants, and I will not fight him any longer."
"Mrs. Campbell, we are not here to discuss your divorce settlement." The judge said.
I was in tears crying harder than I have in my entire life. "The father of my two children Sara and Becky is Larry Wilson."
"Do you have proof of this Mrs. Campbell?" the judge asked me.
"Yes, I never told my husband because I was hoping he would drop the divorce when he saw that my daughters looked just like me and no one would know who the father was. But my husband stood firm that he wants DNA proof. I kept putting him off. But I already knew, I just couldn't let Tommy go.
I met with Larry shortly after the girls were born and I told him that I needed to know if Tommy was the father or not. So, I asked Larry if we could take a sample from him to do a DNA test.
"He agreed but did not want to know if he was the father or not. He told me he would pay for the girls' college whether he was the father or not. He told me "Karen, I will set up a college fund for both of your daughters. I have caused enough pain, but I do not want to know if they are my children. I can't, I married with a family of my own."
We met at the hospital, the doctor took what he needed from Larry and Larry walked out. True to his word, he said up a college fund for my children. The test came back positive that Larry was their father and I never told Larry of Tommy. "
Everyone sat back in their chairs just looking at each other trying to determine what to do next. And then Johnathan spoke. "Well, there we have it, proof that Larry fucked Karen, the payment is now explained there is no reason to let Larry's wife know in the middle of a courtroom that he has two children because of one drunken night.
Your honor, my client can careless if the Prosecutor wants to continue with this ridiculous trial or just drop it for lack of evidence. WDB is innocent and they will come out as a winner and their reputation will not be harmed either way. We just want to agree that there is no more talk of a payoff or children. Can we agree to this?"
"Mr. Williams would you like to continue with the preliminary hearing and bring his next witness on Friday?
And as for Mr. Campbell's request, I see no reason that the payments Mrs. Campbell or her husband received have any relevance to the trial and should not be brough up again.
I think there has been enough embarrassment. If we are all in agreement, Mrs. Campbell please bring the DNA proof to me Friday morning before we continue the hearing."
I walked out of the judge's office with my head down, I was in tears. I saw Tommy in the hallway, I guess waiting for Johnathan. I just kept on walking and didn't look at him or stop to say a word to him. Lisa caught up to me and we drove home.
"So?"
Once we got in the car I told Lisa, "Please don't repeat what I am about to tell you. There are only a few people that know."
"Well don't hold me in suspense, what?"
"Sara and Becky's father is Larry and I need to show the judge and prosecutor the DNA results Friday morning. Once they see the DNA results, the payment will be dropped, and Mr. Williams will also stop threatening to send me to jail."
"Oh my God Karen how long have you known that the girls were Larry's?"
"I had Larry's do a DNA evaluate a few weeks after the girls were born."
"Karen don't cry. I'll tell Jerry that I'll be staying with you for a few days. Just me, you mom and dad and the girls. I just need to swing by the house and pack a bag. Let's get some ice cream on the way to your place too."
"Ice cream is not the answer to everything."
"No, it's not, but I don't want you getting drunk. So, you're going to eat ice cream."
Friday morning Johnathan, Mr. Williams and I met in the judge's chambers, and I presented the DNA as proof the Sara and Becky were Larry's children. The judge looked at all three of us and said "no more talk of the Severance Agreement, what the payment was for, sex between Mrs. Campbell and Mr. Wilson. And nothing will be said to who the father of these children is. Am I understood? That is between Mrs. Campbell and Mr. Wilson.
We will begin the hearing at 10:00. Mrs. Campbell, I will have you return to the stand, and I will ask if Mr. Williams and Mr. Campbell have any further questions and then you may leave or sit in the courtroom and watch the rest of the show. It is up to you."
"Hi Dad, you want a piece of birthday cake and coffee?"
"No, I just came to see my granddaughters before I go to bed."
"Ok, mom went to bed a while ago. I'll see you in the morning for breakfast."
"Good night, love you."
"I love you too."
"Hey girl, what are you doing?"
"I was just thinking about when the kids were born and the crazy trial."
"Did you and dad get all the girls' toys put together?"
"We could have used a builder to get that girl house put together, the directions were like blueprints. We could have used Tommy. I'm sorry, Karen, I shouldn't have said that.
"I'm over him Roger. I knew Tommy wouldn't take me back once he found out I had sex with Larry. He was only going to except the girls anyway if they were his. So now I am all yours."
"Are you going to stay tonight or go back to your place."
"Well, your parents are going to be in the room right next to us."
"Just because you're sleeping over doesn't mean we have to fuck."
"How long are they staying?" Roger asked.
"Two weeks."
"Can't they stay at your sister's house for a few nights and visit her kids?"
"You are unreal. You can't go two weeks without sex."
"I don't want to go two minutes without having sex with you."
"I'll tell you what, if you can make it through the night without poking me with your dick, I'll give you a blowjob in the morning."
Yes, I fell in Love with Dotti's brother Roger. He waited patiently; he was always a shoulder for me to cry on. He never offered an opinion about Tommy, he just listened and let me make my own decisions. When he thought I had grieved enough he made his moved and I'm glad he did.
Epilogue
Johnathan told Tommy that the girls were Larry's, and I signed the divorce agreement. Johnathan and Laura Crown, my divorce attorney, came to terms on a settlement for my share of the business. I told Laura that if Tommy talked to me, I would not take any money for the business, and he could keep it. He still wouldn't talk to me. He said he would rather buy me out than ever talk to me again.
Tina was the only one of the Campbell family that still talks to me. She couldn't get over the fact that Tommy would just throw away five years of marriage over a horrible mistake, alcohol and drugs was a big mistake.
The Prosecutor's team got in touch with Chloe Lin, and she gave them a list of other clients who vouched for the company and services they provided is real. The Prosecutor said that they couldn't find any Federal tax returns for TeeTime. As a resulted the IRS initiated Federal Tax Audit TeeTime. TeeTime's accountant and attorney provided all the documents to substantiate the company and how tax returns were filed. I don't understand any of it, so I will not try to explain it. All I know is that the IRS auditor found nothing out of the ordinary.
Anyway, since the prosecutor only had Mr. Ryan's claim of extortion and the other 11 clients attending the golf outing denied all of Mr. Ryan's claims, the judge ruled that there was not enough evidence to continue with a trial.
Chloe Lin
I received a call from Karan Campbell; I knew her story; Karen was terminated after her husband sued WDB because Larry Wilson couldn't keep his dick in his pants. I felt bad, I always liked Karen.
When she called me, she was pretty upset. She told me that the FBI were going to arrest her. I tried her to calm down, I had no idea about what she was talking. She went on to tell me that one of WDB's clients had approached the feds with allegations the WDB supplied drugs and prostitutes at the golf outings and pictures were taken to "extort the client" if needed. I calmed Karen down and assured her that nothing like that takes place at the golf outings. A visit to a strip club or two, but that's it and extortion, it highly unlikely.
"I lied about the entertainment we provide. But the Feds should have been looking into the money we launder through the charity foundations that WDB represent, but I kept that to myself."
Karen felt better after we talked. I tried to get a little more information out of her about the Feds case. Since she was pregnant, her attorney was forcing the FBI to arrest Karen, or she wasn't answering any questions until after her babies were born. It was too much stress for a woman carrying twins.



We had a big transfer of funds going through WDB, so Karen's attorney helped us by keeping the feds away from us and WDB. You see, Karen was the only one at WDB, besides Larry, Brian, and Keith that had my phone number. Larry, Brian, and Keith told the feds that only Karen had the phone number. WDB only had invoices and the company's PO Box. Our payments are issued via wire transfers. The feds couldn't find us until we wanted them too.
Karen's attorney kept saying "arrest her or we can talk at the preliminary hearing." I love this guy.
Anyway. We just needed time to complete a transaction and then the Feds could have my phone number and I would be glad to talk to them or they could talk to accountant, Richard Tom, and attorney Joseph Keen.
We were pissed at Larry for putting our operation at risk, so we told him he had to set up a college trust fund for Karen's two children. We didn't care if he was the father or not. He knew not to fuck with Frank, and that's all you need to know about Frank. Larry set up the fund as he was told.
Frank sent Johnathan Campbell a Macallan Fine Oak 30-Year-Old Single Malt Scotch Whisky and a box of Cubans. It was sent with a card that read "I thank you for your assistance, you gave me the assurance I needed to make me another $5,000,000 richer. Enjoy my gift to you. Signed FM
Fuckin Frank, he's got balls.
I think we'll learn more about Frank and Chloe in future stories.
The End
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I just wanted to go to the opera.
I would like to thank Vintage­_DM for editing my story. If there are any mistakes, it's my last-minute changes.
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
I've heard all the stories of women that think they deserve to be with another man. "The sex is better honey," or "Now that the kids are off at college," or "I was feeling lonely," or "You had your fun, but I've only been with you," and we can't leave out "Honey how would you like to be my cuckold," lol.
Well, I never thought I would be one of them.
So how did I end up sitting home all alone crying instead of spending time with my beautiful husband, the man that I have loved, and married when I was 24, because I'm a stupid, selfish bitch.
Oh, and before I begin my story, just like the rest of us, I wanted something from my husband, and I knew he wouldn't be happy. So, we were lying in bed, and I was giving Mike a handjob. So, yes, I already started with Mike at a disadvantage.
"Mike, I have something that I would like to discuss with you, and I want you to promise not to yell at me." My husband is 6'2", a very intimidating 200 pounds of pure muscle. We own a construction company, and Mike likes to work with his guys. He doesn't just sit behind a desk and give orders. Yes, Mike is very intimidating. But to me, Mike is a big teddy bear. But I have seen what Mike can do when he's mad. Let's just say that you don't want to be hitting on me in a bar when Mike is around.
"I won't promise anything, but I will listen to you before I start yelling." Mike said. I knew what he was thinking. Every girl knows what their husbands are thinking. When A guy hears any form of "We need to talk, I promise...... or I have something important to discuss," it means we women are going to end up asking our husbands to buy something that we don't need. Well, this time it wouldn't be UPS, Fed-x, or even the mailman coming to my door. It would be my date.
Just like every other guy, Mike is going to yell and complain before he finally gives in to me. Why, because Mike loves me. Some may say I'm a slut and Mike has no balls and should kick me out. But I have a better chance than most women. You see, I'm not looking for sex or love and affection from another man. I'm looking for someone to take me out and show me what I am missing. I'll explain in a bit. But for now, let's start the negotiation process.
Mike knows if he gives in to my request, he's going to get a lot of sex. Don't get me wrong, sex between Mike and me is great, but I won't be able to use the "I have a headache" excuse for a while. Women all negotiate, and we know it. If I need something, who am I kidding? If I want something, since most times it's not a need, I suck Mike's dick and swallow like a good girl. Mike always says yes. The amazon bill comes in, and as expected, Mike yells and gets mad. I calm Mike down by sucking his dick and swallowing like a good girl. Stop, don't judge me. We all do it.
But what I wanted this time would cost me more than just one blowjob. And I was prepared to drop on my knees anytime Mike asked, within reason of course. I may even give him my ass. But that is highly unlikely. Some girls might like it, but I have no interest, and thank God Mike has never asked.
"Ok, give me your best argument for what you think you need," Mike said.
"I wanted you to agree to something that I know you wouldn't be happy with," I told Mike with a smile. So, yes, it was time to calm Mike down with a handjob that would turn into a blowjob with many more to come. I looked at Mike and said, "I have a male friend, and I have a proposal for you?"
"NO!" Mike said, as expected.
"But Mike, I haven't even told you my proposal yet."
"You don't have to Teri. Any sentence that starts with I have a male friend will end up WITH YOU FUCKING HIM."
"Mike, we've been together, and I've been yours forever. I promise you I will not have sex with him. And you know once you say yes, I will be on my knees all over this house blowing you whenever you want it."
"Yes, that's right Teri, you've only been mine forever. It also means you've never made love with anyone else, and you're thinking you deserve to see what you missed out on, so I think you can see my concern."
"Mike, are you saying that you think you no longer satisfy me and that you are afraid someone could steal me away from you?"
"No Teri, that's not what I'm saying, it's just......."
"What, Mike? What are you trying to say," I asked Mike knowing it would put him on the spot.
"Well, Mike responded, "maybe that is what I'm trying to say to say. I know you blew a few guys before we started dating, and you would have gone further, too. Take that guy Billy Hopkins; you two were always together. Everyone knows you liked him. I hated him."
"Billy was nice and smart. We were friends all throughout middle school and high school," I send in response.
"So, he helped you with your homework, and you, what?"
"Mike, Enough with Billy and your jealousy."
"Enough with any guy. I'm the only one you're ever going to have sex with until I'm in my late 80s. If you're still alive after I die, Teri can fuck anyone you want."
"Really, I responded, "will you please listen to my proposal?"
"Oh, I can't wait to hear this," Mike said.
"I have a very wealthy friend that has offered to take me to the opera." I said enthusiastically.
"Opera! Teri since when are you interested in the opera?"
"I want to broaden my horizon Mike, and there is no way in hell you would ever take me to the opera. You fell asleep at the Christmas Spectacular at Radio City Music Hall, for God's sake."
"Teri, I worked the morning before we went into the city, I was tired, and the lights went out, and so did I."
"What about when you took me to the city to see Sweeney Todd Mike? You didn't like that either. You just complained about how stupid it was."
"They were grinding people up into meat pies and eating them. That's just stupid," Mike said with a giggle.
"See, Mike you have no interest in anything unless it has some to do with sports."
"Thanksgiving Day parade," he retaliated.
"Because Mike you didn't want to go to my aunt's house."
"Tara, you didn't want to go either."
"Whatever Mike, we're getting off the subject. I want to go to the opera with my friend. I will Facetime you to show you that I am there, and I will be home right after."
"I want to meet this guy," Mike responded.
"No Mike, he is my friend, and you will have to trust me when I say that there will be no sex."
"I want to meet him," Mike said again.
"No, Mike, you'll threaten him or do something stupid, and then he'll be too scared to come anywhere near me."
"Tara, have you already made up your mind, and are we just having this conversation, so you don't feel like you're cheating on me," Mike said with anger in his eyes.
"Mike, I am not cheating on you or fucking anyone but you. You won't take me to any shows, but my friend will."
"You just said shows. Will it be more than just the opera?" Mike asked, already knowing my response.
"I don't know, Mike. But I am looking forward to going to the opera, and he said some of the plays on Broadway are a must see."
"Fuck. Fine," Mike responded "but I want you to periodically Facetime me so that I know where you are. And call me when it's over and show me the theater as you walk out."
"Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mike. Would you like a blow job now, or are you going to just fuck me?"
"Both," he said. I know he wasn't happy, but he also knew I was right; There is no way in hell he would ever take me to the opera, but he wouldn't deprive me of something I wanted. I was going to be the best wife and make sure that my outings with my friend did not interfere with our marriage and our time together.
Well, that's what I told myself.
>>>>>>>>>>>
"There is no fucking way you're walking out of this house looking like that," Mike shouted.
"It's fine, Mike. It's just a dress."
"I have never seen anyone dress like that to go to the fucking opera Teri."
"When have you ever been to the opera Mike?"
"I've seen the opera on TV shows and movies, and no one dresses like you," Mike responded.
"Name one TV show or movie." I asked Mike.
"What about the movie Lincoln with Daniel Day-Lewis; he got shot in a theater," Mike fell asleep thought that movie too.
"That was in the 1800s or something like that Mike. There were no tight dresses back then."
"You're killing me, Tara."
"I have to go, Mike; my friend is here. I'll Facetime you when I get there and throughout the performance. I'll Facetime you when I leave. Will that make you happy?" I asked Mike with a smile.
"And be sure to tell this guy no touching!!" Mike yelled as I left the house.
And that was how it all started. I never realized how upset Mike was getting at me and that I was spending more time with my friend than I was with Mike. But everyone else did. Mike would complain and tell me what his golf buddies were saying but I just blew it off.
I would tell the girls, of which most were my golf buddies of my husband, how much fun I was having with my friend at the opera and plays we attended. They intern told their husbands about our arrangement. It appeared this was a normal conversation with Mike and his friends as I heard if from Mike and what the wives told me.
"Mike, is it true that your wife is dating some guy with a bigger wallet and dick than you have? One of his buddies asked.
"Don't be so hard on Mike. I bet Mike has a hard-on watching his wife fucking some other guy," said one of his insecure friends.
"Really, is this how it's going to be?" Mike responded knowing that his friends were just kidding with him.
"Listen, Mike. We're just playing with you. Personally, I couldn't let my wife go on a date with someone else. I'm too insecure. I would be freaking out thinking she was fucking the guy." Another buddy said.
"Same with me, Mike. If my wife even looks at a guy at the bar, I get pissed. But there is something to say for your arrangement. Whom the fuck wants to go to the opera. Did you know that an opera can last as much as five fucking hours? Just shoot me know. And don't get me started on those plays." Those words of wisdom from my brother-in-law Brian.
I did feel bad for Mike, but the girls were envious of me that Mike would let me have this time with my friend, and they wished their husbands would too.
"Tara, I want you to stop seeing your "friend." Mike said.
"Why Mike?" I retaliated "if I can't spend a few hours enjoying myself at a show with my friend, then you can't spend your three to four hours Sunday morning playing golf with your friends," I said angerly.
He knew I had him. He had no proof that I was cheating on him, because I wasn't, and I was still spending time with Mike. So, he had no valid complaints. I wasn't hiding anything from him.
I had to make Mike see it my way, so I asked Mike, "have I ever denied you sex? No, I haven't. Do I initiate sex with you all the time? Yes, I do. Have I ever stayed out overnight with my friend? No, I am home with you every night. Do you know why, Mike? Because you are my husband and I love you, and I love it that you let me have this time with my friend."
My sister Jill called me one Sunday evening, and she had concerns that she wanted to discuss with me.
"Tara," My sister said, "are you sure you know what you're doing? Brian told me that Mike is upset. He feels that he is losing you and you are spending more time with your "friend" than you are with him."
"Brian says that he is so upset that even his golf game sucks. Tara, word for word, this is Mike and Brian's conversation after their game," Jill continued.
"It's Tara and her "friend." She used to like to catch a game whenever I got tickets or watch the games with me at home. She used to be fun to hang out with but not anymore. Last week, the guy I'm doing a big renovation for gave me tickets for the Knicks. I asked Tara if she wanted to go, and she turned me down. She said she already had plans. So, I went with my dad instead." Were Mike and Brians conversation.
Jill continued, "Brian told Mike to tell you to stop seeing this guy if it bothers you that much. But then Mike told Brian that he had tried to talk to you, but you blew him off. Tara, what's going on with you?"
"Jill, I have had this discussion with Mike many times. I tried to tell him about the shows and how much fun they are, but he gets mad and shuts me out. Then he has the nerve to tell me, I don't talk to him. Then I get mad, and I tell him, "Mike, this is your ego talking. If I were going out to these shows with one of the girls, you wouldn't care, and you would be glad it wasn't you taking me."
"You're right," Jill responded "but Mike is not happy. That's all I'm saying."
"I'll make him a nice dinner and cheer him up with sex tonight," was my response as always.
"Tara, sex doesn't solve every problem," my sister's words of wisdom now.
Mike seemed to be a little better this past week. I tried not to talk about my time with my friend, but it was hard; I wanted to be able to talk to Mike and tell him how happy I was. But Mike still seemed distant toward me.
"Hi Mike, how was your day? Dinner will be ready in a bit," I said.
"Tara, can we talk after dinner?" Mike statement started angry me.
"Mike, I hope you're not going to start in with me again," I responded.
"Tara, if I promise to take you out and do things with you other than sports stuff, will you stop seeing your friend?" Mike's words just pissed me off.
"Fuck Mike, I'm enjoying myself, and it has not affected you at all. One time, one time, I had other plans, and I didn't go to a basketball game with you. One time. And you went and had fun with your dad instead. So, no Mike, I don't want to go to a Broadway show with you, just to watch you suffer through the night. It will make my night just as miserable as yours."
"You know what, Mike; I am starting to get pissed off. Why are you trying to stop me from having fun? Most of the time, we go out on weeknights anyway. What would we be doing, sit home and watch TV," Mike's complaining was getting old.
"Yes, we would sit home and talk to each other, and we wouldn't argue like this. Now I feel like all we do is argue. You bring up all the fun you're having with this guy, and that's not what I want to talk about that. We don't talk about anything else anymore. So, I'm getting just get pissed off too," Mike said with anger.
"I don't see why you're get so pissed at me?" I replied.
"Because he's having fun with you, and I'm not." It's all about Mike.
"Really, Mike. You don't have fun with me? You didn't have fun with me this past weekend when we all went out for dinner and the bar after? Is my friend really taking your fun time away? I only see him during the week?" I tried to reason with Mike.
"Tara, we went out last Saturday night, but you went out twice with your "friend" last week. I'd like you to be home with me. And Tara, I want to meet him," Mike could not be right.
"You know what, Mike; I was going to let you meet him. I have thought about it a few times, but now I don't want to. I don't like that you don't trust me and that you are trying to control what I can and can't do," I said as. "I have had enough."
We ate dinner in silence. We sat down and watched TV and didn't say a word to each other. We didn't say a word to each other all week. Mike finally sucked up his pride and apologized. Things started to get a little better. I completely stopped talking about my nights out with her friend. But I could see the look in his eyes when I got a text. I would walk away and come back with a happy grin on her face. I wanted to talk to Mike and share my happiness with him, but I knew it would just piss me off.
Well, the shit hit the fan, and Mike really got mad at me. We had plans to go see Mike's sister Karen, her husband Brian, and their girls at their beach house on Thursday for a long 4th of July weekend. Mike gave all the guys a long weekend off too. "Tara, I'm looking forward to relaxing on the beach and just spending time together. It's been a little tense between us lately," Mike said to me. I looked at Mike, and he knew something was wrong. "Mike, I totally forgot, and I have plans for Saturday. It's not worth it for me to drive back and forth...."
He stopped me mid-sentence. He didn't even want to know what my plans were. He walked to our room and started packing.
"Mike, I'm sorry, but we have dinner plans, and the tickets for the show were very expensive, and I promised him I would go." He just kept on packing. "I'm just going to my sister's tonight, Tara; you can do whatever the fuck you want." And he left.
I tried to talk to him before he left. I call him and text him throughout the night. He wouldn't respond. He just ignored me. I started to cry and didn't know what to do. I loved Mike. Why didn't I cancel my plans and we could have just gone with Mike on Thursday morning like we planned? Because I'm a stupid selfish bitch. I was so confused and didn't know what to do. I finally fell asleep. I woke up Thursday morning and just showered, ate a little breakfast. I had the day off, but I went into the office anyway. I needed to do something to take my mind off Mike. He still wasn't responding to my calls or text, so I figured I would give him some space.
Mike
I had no interest in talking to her. I got to my sister Karen's beach house on the North Carolina coast 10 hours later. It was 6 am Thursday morning when I got to my sister's house.
"Hi, Mike." I gave my sister a hug. "I wasn't expecting you until this evening, and where's Tara?"
"Who the fuck cares," was my response.
"Mike, what happened?"
"There's this fucking guy she calls her "friend." He takes Tara to all the places I have no interest in taking her to. I should have never agreed to it. I thought it would only be a onetime thing. How naive of me. This friend was going to take her to the opera. Now it's whenever this fuckin guy calls or sends her a text," I explained to me sister.
"I told Tara I was looking forward to going to the beach house for the 4th of July and just relaxing together. She told me she forgot and had other plans for Saturday. I was done; I just packed up and drove off."
"Mike, you better not be thinking divorce. You two have lover each other since you were kids?"
"Who the fuck knows Karen." I said "she keeps telling me she's not fucking him. I believe her, I guess. But she's spending so much time with this guy instead of me. Who knows, maybe she is fucking him too."
"We used to go out just for the sake of going out. We would talk at night while we watched TV. Now I must work around her schedule. There's so much tension around the house and she just doesn't see it my way." Karen looked at me with concern.
"I've had to turn down Mets and Yankee tickets, Karen, because it didn't fit into her and her friend's schedule. She leaves me home watching a game on TV and she runs off to meet this guy."
"Is she withholding sex, Mike?" Karen asked.
"No, sex is still great" I told Karen with a smile, "but I don't know if it's guilt sex. Shit, we always had great sex, so I can't tell one way or the others. I'm just getting tired of this guy. It's getting more often, and it's been going on for like three months."
And Karen, don't tell me this guy is going to spend this much time and money on Tara and he isn't expecting sex in return? Or maybe he's already getting it," I said.



"Mike, please just relax and enjoy yourself this weekend. Talk it over with Tara when you get back home. Sit her down and have a serious conversation. Threaten her with divorce if you have too. I'm not saying divorce her. Just let her know that there will be consequences if this continues."
"Mark and the girls are still sleeping I know they'll be glad to see you when they wake up Mike."
"I'm sorry for showing up so early Karen."
"It's fine. Do you want something to eat Mike?"
"No, I just need a bed and some sleep. And Karen, if Tara calls or texts you, don't respond. I just want need time away from her, and if you do, I'm leaving."
"Ok, Mike."
I couldn't fall asleep, so I just walked into the kitchen once I heard voices.
"Hey Mike, how are you, buddy?" my brother-in-law Mark asked.
"I'm good, Mark. It's nice to see you. Where's my nieces." The twins, Mary, and Sara came charging at me with smiles on their faces. "Uncle Mike, Uncle Mike, where's Aunt Tara."
"She couldn't make it," I told the girls. "I'm sorry, girls. But hey, you still got me." They would rather have it had been Tara than me.
"Mike," Mark suggested, "let's get something to eat, and let's get ready to get on the boat. Karen should be back soon. She had to pick up a friend at the airport." Karen returned with a friend, all right. It we her college remate Wendy. I haven't seen her in years, but I never forgot her.
"Hey Mike, remember me?" Wendy said with a smile.
"How could I not?" I said with a grin.
"I wasn't sure since we were drunk the night you fucked me." Now she said with a grin.
"I remember the night well." Wendy gave the best blowjob I'd ever had, even better than Tara. Honestly, I think the last time we saw each other was when my sister graduated from college. Wendy was working overseeing when Karen got married so I didn't see her at the wedding.
"Don't get mad Mike, but Karen told me about your wife and that you were here along."
"Karen never could keep her mouth shut." I said as we both laughed.
"I am also here alone Mike."
"No kids?" I asked.
"I have two, but they're home with my mom and dad. My husband and I are also having problems, and we both needed some time alone. But I will tell you right now, I am trying to work things out with my husband, so no, you're not going to get me drunk and fucking me this weekend.," that's what Wendy said with her mouth, but not with her eyes.
"If I recall correctly," I said to Wendy, "you were the older college girl that took advantage of me." I visited my sister at college one weekend, and Wendy was the last girl I was with before Tara and started dating. We did everything you can think of that night. She was a nymphomaniac.
"Well, it didn't take much effort on my part, that's for sure," Wendy said as we both laughed.
Wendy and I spent the rest of the day together. Wendy told me that her husband wanted to try something new to spice things up. So, they tried swinging. Wendy enjoyed herself just a little too much, and her husband just lost it.
"Mike, can I be honest and not have to watch what I say to you?" she asked, already knowing my answer.
"Tell me whatever you want; I won't judge you," I couldn't wait for her story.
Wendy went on to give me the details. "Mike it was incredible and felt so good. It was a wild party, too much for our first swing party. Two guys were fucking me at the same time, and I loved it. I never saw my husband leave the party. I stayed all night thinking he was there having as much fun as I was."
"That is until I looked for him to go home. I found out that he had left hours ago while I was fucking like a 19-year-old back at college. My husband took it hard. He watched me, and he knew I loved every dick slamming into my pussy and mouth. I don't know what came over me. But I genuinely thought my husband was enjoying himself too. My husband moved out, and now we're going to therapy," Wendy said sadly.
"I remember how good you were and vocal too, as I recall. I can only imagine how your husband would feel watching you in action." Wendy gave me a little slap in the chest when I said that.
"Mike," Wendy asked with a smile, "was I your first?"
"I'm not one to kiss and tell," I just looked at her Wendy with a smile.
"Well, I hope I made your first experience memorable. Because I know you did for me," Wendy said as I noticed her eyes look down at me crouch.
"So, Wendy, if you enjoyed swing so much, are you going to be able to go back to being a one-man girl, or do you think you'll want to try it again?"
"Why, Mike, are you thinking about giving it a try."
"No, that's not for me. But I'm not judging you," I looked at Wendy hoping for more.
"I know you're not Mike. But that is my husband's fear. I keep telling him that I would never do it again. If he is not comfortable with it, we won't do it again. It was supposed to be an experience for us to enjoy together. Would I like to do it again? You better fucking believe I would. But my marriage and family mean more to me."
"Mike," Wendy continued, "I've learned a lot from going to a therapist. It's all about open, honest communication. My husband and I never talked about sex. He thought I was content. Hell, I thought I was too. But the more we talked with the therapist, I came to understand that I needed more than just straight up vanilla sex. Not that I would go out and fuck any guy I met at a bar. But I needed change, different position, shit just fuck me hard, cut out the passion and love, and just abuse me. That's what I need."
"The problem is, I don't know if my husband is comfortable giving me what I need. So now we go a wonderful therapist that is trying to help us work things out."
"It sounds like your husband opened up a can of worms when he brought up swinging with you," why would he want to share Wendy with anyone I thought to myself.
"Probably so," Wendy continued, "but our sex life had been missing something after ten years together."
"You and your wife should think about seeing a therapist too Mike. Your wife may not be cheating on you sexually, but she is emotional. She may not even realize it."
The rest of the day, we spent time on the boat, swimming, and tanning. I was also checking out Wendy in her little two-piece bikini. Even though she had two kids, she looked incredible.
Beth went up to the house for a bathroom break and to blend up a few pina coladas when my sister came over to check up on me.
"Mike," with a smirk on my sister's face, "you better find a way to make that dick of yours shrink, there's kids around. Maybe go in the water for a while." She giggled as she made fun of me. "Put those eyes back in your head, too, and stop drawling over Beth; I'm going to tell her the same thing too. You are both still married even if you both have marriage problems right now."
"I'm just looking I'm not touching, and we've been having a good time talking to each other," I responded, but my sister had her doubts.
"I can see that," as my sister gave me that look, "and I've been taking a lot of pictures too. The two of you are together in all of them. Give it a break and go play with your nieces or build a sandcastle."
"You and your pictures. I suppose they are all over Facebook and Instagram by now." I was wondering if Tara had seen any of them.
"And Mike, Wendy already promised me that she wasn't going to fuck you like she did at college when she stole your virginity." As my sister laughed at me, "You know she kept telling me that you were incredible and there was no way you were a virgin. She wanted me to have you come back for another visit."
I looked at my sister with disbelief, "so why didn't invite me back?"
"Because" my sister reminded me, "you started dating the love of your life. The woman you are married to do you remember her?"
Tara
I know Mike was mad, but I didn't think he would completely blow me off and not answer my calls or texts. I had just gotten home from work when my sister Jill called.
"Tara, what the fuck is going on with you and Mike?"
I asked Jill, "what did Mike call you? He won't respond to any of my calls or texts."
"I don't know anything about that but Karen's posting pictures on Facebook and Instagram, and Mike is all over some girl."
"What. I'll call you back Jill." I when on Facebook and looked at the pictures Karen had posted. Fuck that girl is hot as hell, and can her bikini be any smaller. Who the hell is she, and why is Mike all over her? I called my sister back.
"So, who the hell is she, and what's going on with you and Mike? And why aren't you there with Mike?" I could tell my sister was not happy with me.
"I'm supposed to be going out to dinner and a show on Saturday, so Mike when by himself." Now I'm regretting not going with him, I thought to myself.
"What show?" Jill asked, "I thought you guys had plans to go see Mike's sister."
"Well, we did, and now he's mad at me, and he just left."
"Tara, what's going on? Are you still seeing that guy?"
"Jill, I'm not seeing anyone. He's just a friend."
"Tara, I don't care what you call him, you are married, and you're dating another man. I told you to be careful."
"Jill, we only get together and do things Mike won't do with me."
"Like what? You two fuck like rabbits. I'm sure if you asked Mike to spank you, he'd do that too," said my jealous sister.
"I'm not talking sexual things, Jill, and yes, for your information Mike does spank me on occasion."
"I knew it. I wish I had your life. Mine is so vanilla." Jill loves Brian but wishes he would be more dominant in bed.
"Let me get back to my problem" I said to Jill, "My friend...."
"Stop with the "my friend." Who the hell is he? Is it someone I know?" Jill shouted.
"Jill, do you remember Billy Hopkin?"
"Yes, he was the kid that thought he was gay, and you used to hang all over him."
"That's what you remember?" I asked.
"Yes, you slut, because you told everyone how great he was and you were with him all the time," Jill reminded me.
"Billy was a nice guy Jill, and I felt bad for him. He was shy, and kids made fun of him all the time. He really needed a friend, and I liked him, not to date, just as friends. One night we were talking, and he told me that he thought he was gay," Billy and I were awfully close in high school.
"Right, so, you thought you could turn him straight?"
"Can I finish?" I asked Jill, "Billy just felt an attraction to some of the boys in our class. Anyway.......
"That's the stupidest thing I ever heard Tara. Straight guy, gay guy, or even Furries it wouldn't make a difference."
"We were young," 18 or 19 I reminded Jill again, "who knew? Anyway, it worked. The kids at school stopped making fun of Billy. It also helped boost his reputation. And he even got a date for prom because of it. I was proud of myself too."
"Oh, pat yourself on the back Tara and add it to your list along with all the many others that you bragged about, you slut."
"Fuck you, Jill." We both laughed.
Jill is two years old older than me, and she would always try and look out for me. She acted like my mother and was always getting in the way while I was trying to have fun. Well, once she went off to college, all that changed. She turned into a little slut during her freshmen year. By the time she was a senior, she was in love with Brian, and they married two years later.
Me, I had all my fun in high school. But as soon as Mike asked me out, I was all his. I went away to college, and Mike went to a local trade school while working construction. By the time I graduated college, Mike had already started a small construction business. We married a few years later.
"Tara, I thought Billy went off to LA for college, and his parents moved shortly after."
"They did but Billy called me unexpectedly to say he was in the city and would like to get together. We met for lunch and had a fun time reminiscing. Billy looks great, rich as hell, and had a nice partner. I met his partner, Perry, when he was up for a visit. Billy and I told Perry about Mike, and that Mike didn't care for Billy and Billy was afraid of Mike. He suggested we double date. Me with Billy and Perry with Mike. Perry said if he had one night with Mike, he could steal him away from me."
"Tara, Mike used to ask me if there was anything going on between you and Billy. He would see you two together a lot. I always assured him that you two were only friends. I never told him that Billy was gay, I kept my mouth shut and told Mike you loved him."
"Right Jill, and that's why I didn't want to tell Mike I was getting together with Billy. He would have said no way. And then when I thought about telling Mike, he pissed me off and start trying to control me and tell me I couldn't see Billy."
"No, Tara, he didn't want you to see your "friend." He didn't know it was Billy."
"Tara, Mike just misses you and feels like your "friend" is spending more time with you than he is. You should have told him right off the start that it was Billy, and you also should not have been alienating Mike like you have."
"I didn't think I was. Am I a bitch Jill?"
"No Tara you're not. You just lost your way. But Tara, based on the pictures Karen has been posting, it doesn't look like Mike is thinking about you."
"Who is that girl anyway?" I asked Jill, "Maybe she's one of Karen's married friends."
Jill read the post, "it says her name is Wendy, Karen's old college roommate."
"Oh fuck." I said, "I knew who she is."
I went on to tell Jill about Wendy, "Mike went up to visit Karen at college before we started dating. They got drunk together, and she stole Mike's virginity before we lost ours together. And now she's separated from her husband. They tried swinging, and Beth took on two guys right in front of her husband. Karen said her husband moved out."
"Karen told you this?" Jill asked.
"Yes, Karen and I talk all the time, and she can't keep secrets."
"Jill, I need to talk to Mike, but he won't talk to me or return my texts. What should I do?"
"Tara, you have to tell Mike what's going on before he goes too far with this girl. Call Billy and tell him you can't make it. Tell him you're sorry and send him a fruit basket or something."
"How am I going to get to North Carolina Jill? How can I get there before he does anything with her if he hasn't already?" I was in panic mode now.
"Tara, you need to just get on a plane and fly to the closest North Carolina airport and ask Mike to pick you up or take or Uber if he won't return your call."
And this is where I started this story. I hung up with my sister and just started crying. I was going to lose my husband because I'm a stupid, selfish bitch.
Okay, Tara pull yourself together. You got this. Fight for your marriage, I told myself.
I went on Expedia and found a last-minute, expensive as hell flight to Norfolk International Airport, but I didn't care. I had to get to Mike before that bitch steals him away from me. The only available flight was tomorrow at 11:00 am from LaGuardia Airport.
I kept calling and texting Mike with no response. I texted Karen, "Call me please," but she wouldn't respond either. Maybe they don't get a good reception by the shore. But she is posting pictures. Does Karen hate me too?
Next, I called Billy. "Hey, Billy, it's Tara."
"Hi Tara, what's up?"
"Billy, I'm going to have to cancel for tomorrow. Mike's not happy with me, and I need to make things right between us before he divorces me."
"I understand Tara. He's getting a little jealous of the gay guy that's stealing his wife from him." We both laughed. "Can I do anything to help smooth things over?"
"No Billy, I just need to fly to North Carolina and meet Mike at his sister's beach house, and hopefully, he'll talk to me. Billy, it was great seeing you again. We need to keep in touch now that we've reconnected."
"And Tara, and next time I'm in New York, ask Mike if he wants to join us for dinner."
Mike
"Beth, you feel like taking a ride with me into town, Karen asked if I would pick up some ice, and we're out of Pina colada mix?" I was hoping Wendy would say yes.
"Sure, Mike, let me put some shorts on, and I'll take a ride with you."
"I would put a top on, too, or you might get arrested for indecent exposure," I said as I was checking out her tits.
"I have a bikini top on Mike?"
"But it's not covering much," I was still checking out her tits.
"And all this time I thought it was my intellectual conversation that's been holding your attention. Now I know that it was only my tits," Wendy said with a smile.
"And your ass Wendy, your ass too."
"Fine, Mike, I'll put a top on." What are you laughing at now?" Beth asked as we were walking to the car."
"My sister just sent me a text as a reminder that we were both married, and I am not allowed to fuck you."
"Well, I didn't get a text from her, so I guess.... Nope, hold that thought. I just got a similar text," Beth and I both laughed. ""So, I guess a blowjob is out of the question too," I got a harder hit for that one, but Beth didn't say no.
Tara was still calling and sending me texts, but I just deleted them all. I didn't even bother reading them. I was having too much fun with Wendy to care.
The Beach House
I was walking through the airport to catch my flight when some guy staring at his cell phone walked right into me, knocking me on my ass. He didn't say a word. He just kept walking. Could my day get any worse? Yes, of course, it could. I was put on standby. Standby, I yelled at the poor lady at the ticket counter. "I need to get to North Carolina."
The flight was delayed like every other flight out of LaGuardia Airport on a beautiful sunny day with no clouds in sight. But at least I had a seat.
Once we landed, it took forever to get a car at the rental, and I ended up with a FIAT. There was barely enough room in this clown car for me, let alone my luggage. Well, at least the car was peppy. It was two hours from Norfolk International Airport to Nags Head. It wasn't a bad ride. I only got pulled over once for speeding. The cop couldn't stop staring at my tits and let me go with just a warning. When I finally got to Karen's house, it was 8:00 pm. I could have driven and gotten here quicker.
"Tara, oh my god, it's so good to see you." said Karen "Come in, come in. Tara, before you say anything, Mike told me not to respond to your calls and texts, or he would leave."
"Karen, is Mike going to divorce me?"
"No, Tara, he loves you. You just need to listen to Mike and understand how he feels. He feels cheated. He doesn't want to share you."
My nieces ran over and gave me a hug. I chatted with Karen and Mark and then looked around and asked, "Where is Mike?"
"Um, uh, Karen, where's Mike?" Mark asked.
"They were, I mean Mike was just ...., um......, maybe they went, Mike went for a walk on the beach. They should. I mean, Mike should be back soon; it's starting to get dark. Tara, let me get you a drink or something to eat?" Karen asked me.
The sun was just starting to set, but it was still light as I walked along the beach. Not more than 50 feet from me, I saw that slut straddling my husband as he lay on the sand. They couldn't even wait for it to get dark out. They're still people walking on the beach.
I took off in a quick sprint I went flying through the air like Supergirl and took that bitch out. "Get off my husband slut!"
We were rolling in the sand and pulling hair. That bitch had the upper hand until I ripped off her bikini top and twisted her nipple. She let out a cry and grabbed her tit. But with her free hand, she grabbed me by my shirt and ripped it off, exposing my tits too. She tried to stand up, but I slammed her down. I would have made Hulk Hogan proud, "I'm not a big wrestling fan, so that's the only name I could think of at the moment." She went down hard like a sack of potatoes, and I was grinding her face into the sand. "Take that, you slut." She tried to scream, but she had a mouth full of sand as I kept lifting her head up and pushing it back into the sand. The adrenaline was pumping, and I was fighting this slut to protect my marriage, but then I was thinking that I missed something. And that's when it hit me.



You know when you look at that picture that everyone posts on Facebook and Instagram, 'Do you see a bird or a rabbit?' Well, that's the mental image I had in the back of my head. No, not the rabbit, but a girl fucking a guy on the beach. I went with the first thing I saw, which was the slut bitch fucking my husband. But as I reached back into the mental image in my brain, I started thinking, and as I was grinding this bitches face in the sand, 'I don't think he was my husband.' And now that I think about it, this girl eating sand while having dark hair, doesn't look like the girl in the pictures with Mike either.
All my fears came true when two big hands slipped under my armpits and picked my 5'4" 115-pound body up like I was a little child.
"Tara, why are you rolling topless on the sand with this woman?" Mike asked me.
I wrapped my legs around Mike's waist, my arms around his neck, and squeezed as tight as I could. "Mike, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I was so caught up with the fun I was having that I didn't notice how much I was neglecting you." "Mike" as I placed my hands on his big shoulders, looked at him straight in the eyes. "I should have been honest with you from the start. I was going to the opera, plays, and dinners with Billy Hopkins."
"Billy Hopkins!" Mike dropped me on my ass. "What the FUCK" Mike yelled. I jumped back up into his arms and wrapped my legs back around his waist again. I held on for dear life this time. "Mike, I never had sex with Billy. And Mike, Billy is gay anyway."
"What do you mean he's gay? You were all over that guy in high school until we started dating."
"It was only once; I just told the girls I was doing it all the time. But we can talk about it later."
"Tara, back to my original question. Why were you wrestling with this woman in the sand?"
"Because I thought it was Karen's slut friend Wendy and she was fucking you. I didn't want her to steal you away from me." I started crying now.
"That's your husband bitch?" The girl I was wrestling with said. "If that were my husband, I'd be fucking him every chance I could to make sure that he was too tired to look for sex somewhere else. And since you just kicked my ass for fucking your husband, which I haven't, I think it's only fair that I at least get the chance to actually fuck him." I gave her a dirty look and apologized for what I had done and said, "sorry he's mine, and I don't like to share."
"You're a crazy bitch, and you need to see a therapist." Maybe she's right.
"Mike, do you forgive me?" And then Wendy cut it.
"Hi, Tara, I'm Wendy, the slut that you thought was fucking your husband. Do you want my sweatshirt, or do you want your tits on display for everyone walking along the beach to admire?"
"Thank you. And I'm sorry, I'm sure you're not a slut."
"Oh, I don't know. My husband thinks I am."
Five months later
"Mike, I just got a text from Billy, he's going to be in the city next week, and he wants to take us both out on a double date. His partner Perry is going to be the city too."
"I'm not going to the opera; I'll do a Broadway show but no opera. If you want, you can go with them alone. I trust you. Have fun, and you can tell me all about it when you get home."
"He has tickets for the Pittsburgh vs. Giants."
"What the Steelers, I'm in."
I can't wait to watch Perry hit on Mike.
The End
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Frank said NO!
The Girls in the Office - Just a short story series for a little lighthearted fun.
>>>>>>>>>>
We've heard all the stories of women that think they deserve to be with another man. "The sex is better honey," or "Now that the kids are off at college," or "I was feeling lonely," or "You had your fun, but I've only been with you," or "Honey I'm getting old and," and "Honey there's this guy at work."
I fell under the "Honey there's this guy at work" category.
Bob is who I want to have sex with. Well, I should clarify, the girls in the office said I should have sex with Bob. Bob is a partner at B&B and Associated, the law firm I work for. I'm one of the secretaries in the secretarial pool that work for B&B. We answer calls, take care of visitors, and type-up documents for the junior partners and partners. Bob comes into the secretarial pool shared office, gives us his work, and flirts with us.
Bob's a nice guy, but he is very arrogant, and he thinks he's god's gift to the women of the world.
Bob is about 5'10", handsome, in great shape, intelligent and wealthy. Bob has propositioned me as well as the other secretaries for sex many times. Right now, he is up to $10,000 for a weekend with me. No strings attached, just a one-time thing.
Bob is married with no children and claims he is in an open marriage. Bob is about 15 years younger than me. I'm 45 but most people think I look younger. He's not looking for a relationship with me, at least I hope he's not.
Bob and the girls are starting to wear me down. I'm not interested in his money, although I know a few other girls that have taken Bob up on his offer. The girls in the office told me that he was 100% worth it. They've told me Bob is great in bed, and he was a nice big dick just waiting for me. They say Black men have big dicks; but the girls say that Bob, for a white guy, is huge.
I'm happily married, but yes, I am getting older, and I like that a younger man finds me attractive. So, I figured, what the hell, I'll see if Frank, my husband of 20 years, will let me have sex with Bob. If Frank says no, then the conversation is over.
So, I asked Frank. "Frank, there's a partner in the office that has propositioned me for sex. He is offering me $10,000 to have sex with me for a weekend..." I couldn't finish the sentence before Frank started yelling. Frank was not happy.
I thought he might just say no or maybe toy with me a little and tell me I'm worth more the $10,000. That's not how it went. Frank said NO! and he told me to move my things into the guest suite. I was not expecting that at all. But I was not about to question Frank. Frank is 50 years old, 6'2", and easily 220 pounds of construction worker muscle. So, I just packed a few things and made my escape.
I hid in the guest suite for the rest of the evening. I hadn't bothered to go to the kitchen for dinner either. I woke early the next morning, as I always do, to make Frank breakfast and his lunch for the day. Frank was up already making his coffee and buttering a bagel.
"Frank, can I make your lunch for you," I asked.
"Get the fuck away from me," those were the only words spoken. So, I walked back to the guest suite to shower and get ready for work.
Once I returned to the kitchen, Frank had already left for work. I just hope I hadn't screwed up my happy marriage. 'Why did I listen to those damn girls in the office?'
Next, I went to work, and Bob was waiting for me. "So, what did he say?" Bob asked. I told Bob it hadn't gone well, and Frank was extremely disappointed with me.
"Fuck him," was Bob's response. "The offer still stands, $10,000 for one weekend," I told Bob it wasn't going to happen. But he wouldn't let it go.
The girls in the office ask, "What did Frank say, what did he say?" They asked like immature little kids.
I told them that the answer was "No!"
They proceeded to tell me that Frank was being selfish, and his ego was the problem; that I should just have sex with Bob and not say anything more to Frank. "He'll never know," they added.
First, I would never do anything like that to Frank. Second, I would feel so guilty that Frank would know something was wrong. No, whether I want to have sex with Bob or not, which I didn't want to, it will never happen.
When Frank returned from work that evening, I tried to talk to him and smooth things over. I tried to tell Frank that it was just office talk; I told Frank that I was never actually going to sleep with Bob. But Frank came back with "There never should have been a conversation. The only conversation should have been between you and HR." I hoped with a little time Frank would forgive me.
Well, it was about a month later before Frank finally forgave me, and I moved back into our master suite together again.
That night, I got on my knees and apologized by giving him the best blow job I could. Frank isn't a small man, he's a solid 7 to 8 inches. I give a good blowjob, Frank tells me. But I could never deepthroat him. Well, this time I didn't have a chance to object. It was my punishment. Frank facefucked me hard, I had to learn fast, or I would have choked to death. Frank didn't apologize for being so rough either. I must admit, I like Frank being so dominant.
Franks was not young at 50, so it took him a little time to recover after shooting a load of sperm down my throat. He just left his dick in my mouth, and I knew my job was to get him hard again. I knew what was coming next too. I don't like it up the ass, but that would be the continuation of my punishment, I'm sure. And I was right. Frank told me to get undressed and he threw two pillows for me to assume the position. He fucked me hard, at least he used a lot of lubricants, and he spanked the hell out of my ass too.
He told me to go clean my ass and get him a wet washcloth. I did as I was told.
It was like this was a new Frank, and I was going to be sure to tell him how much I loved him dominating me. "Kelly," that's my name if I hadn't told you already, "After you clean me, go get me a bottle of water, I'm not finished yet."
I did what I was told again, but to be honest, I wasn't sure if Frank could manage a third time. Frank could when we were younger, with a little break in between. But again, at 50, I wasn't sure. So, I came back with water for both of us and Frank took some time but drank it all down. Next, he put me on my back, and he went down between my legs. I don't know why I let those girls convince me Bob would be worth it because no one can be as good as Frank when he goes down on me.
Frank brought me to orgasm two times and wouldn't stop in between. I love that man. To my surprise, he got hard one more time. I could see that he was a little tired and trying his best to compete with what he thought Bob could do. I gave Frank a break and I rode him. When he came, I thought he was going to have a heart attack. How would I have explained that to family and friends? Well anyway, Frank lived. We lay in bed and fell asleep.
The next morning, we woke up and my ass hurt, inside and outside.
Frank and I were back on the same schedule. I made Frank his coffee, bagel, and lunch for the day. When he came into the kitchen, just to show him how sorry I was and that I loved him dearly, I dropped to my knees and gave him a blowjob before I went off to take my shower. I tried my best to deepthroat Frank before he started facefuck me like last night.
As I said, it had been a month since I broached the conversation with Frank, but Bob was still propositioning me. Now he was up to $15,000. "I'm going to make sure Frank understands that you are going to be mine for a weekend and he'll take the $15,000, you'll see." That's what Bob said as I laughed at him. The office had an upcoming BBQ that Saturday and that was Bob's big plan. He was going to talk with Frank. "Bob," I said, "you better watch yourself because I'm Frank's property and only his. I am not stepping into calm Frank down if he gets pissed."
Well, let's just say Bob didn't listen to me and the BBQ ended shortly after the fight. Bob will no longer be propositioning me.
The End
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Just a short story and a little lighthearted fun continued.
There's never a dull moment at B&B and Associated the law firm, where I'm one of the secretaries in the secretarial pool. We answer calls, take care of visitors, and type documents. I've worked at B&B for over 10 years, but just under a year ago, there was an incident at the office BBQ and that's why I was transferred to a new secretarial pool and working for a new group of partners now.
I say transferred, but it was part of a deal to keep everyone happy. You see, Bob Barns, the partner I formerly worked for, had to apologize to me in front of my husband and HR for offering to pay me $15,000 to have sex with me. I was given a nice "bonus," they called it, which was more than the $15,000 Bob was offering, but it wasn't millions of dollars. It was enough to go on an expensive vacation with my husband Frank and our two daughters. We also had a few dollars left over after the vacation to put toward the girls' college. For my part, I promised not to go public if Bob would agree not to press charges against my husband for sending him to the hospital.
Why did I stay? Because I like my job and the people I work with. So, I just asked to be transferred to a different secretarial pool.
As for Bob, he brings in a lot of revenue so all he got was a slap on the wrist. I've heard from the girls that he's back to it again; "discretely;" propositioning the secretarial staff. But I am proud to say that I, the elderly secretary in the office, was offered more than the other younger girls for a weekend of sex. (Bob has a fantasy of doing a MILF).
Bob's not the only oversexed employee in this office either. But I guess it might be a common theme. There was a law firm, oh must be about five or so years ago, that had to settle a class action suit filed by the company's secretarial staff. The case "alleged" that the law firm would higher hookers to take care of their client's needs as well as the partners. They called it the Boom Boom Room. Well, things got out of hand and the secretaries started being sexually harassed.
Anyway, to a degree that goes on here too. B&B has an archive room where all our paper files are stored along with office supplies. It's a large room with a few comfortable couches, chairs, and tables to sit on when looking through files. It also has an oversized bathroom with a shower and changing area too. The secretaries are the only ones that go into the archive room, and that's where all the sex takes place.
The Fed-x guy, for example, loved making deliveries to our building. His name was Mark, he was a young guy right out of college, I would guess. Well, the girls would always flirt with him, and his face would turn red. He was such an innocent kid. That was until one of the girls found out that shy Mark had a nice size dick. After that, all the girls were fighting for their turn to take him to the archive room.
In the last secretarial pool that I worked in, where Bob would proposition me, the girls would feast on Marks's dick. I saw one of the secretaries, Caroline, on her knees deepthroating this boy's dick. Caroline was just one of many being fucked by Mark.
Mark eventually moved on and all the girls were disappointed that a female replaced Mark. Except for Tina. But that's a story for another day.
But there were others. There was Ronnie the UPS guy and Jerry and his team that took care of all the electrical problems throughout the building. Jerry was one of five guys that service the building and the secretaries.
Now, I share an office with four married oversexed women, and we laugh every day. I should also add that Karen and Tina enjoyed Mark regularly before they got married. Karen and Tina are two of the four girls I work with now.
Karen is 27, 5'8" dark hair and light brown eyes. She has a nice body and enjoys the gym. Karen's fantasy is to fuck a Black man.
Tina is 26, 5' 6" blond-haired blue-eyed beauty. I don't need to say anything more. Tina has fucked a Black man, well actually a few, and she's currently married to a Black man.
Tina is constantly egging Karen on about how great a big black dick feels.
And there's shy Jenny; Jenny is 30, about the same height as Tina, with dirty blond hair, and light brown eyes. She has a pretty face. It's hard to tell what Jenny's body looks like because she wears frumpy close. We know Jenny enjoys all the daily sexual conversations, but she is hesitant to share her experiences.
Karen and Tina do their best to pull Jenny out of her shell and encourage her to embrace her sexuality.
Somehow the subject of getting fucked up the ass came up one day and Jenny said that her husband would never do anything like that to her. Well, that's all Karen and Tina needed to hear. Now it's their mission in life to get Jenny fucked up the ass.
Laura is 32, with strawberry-blond, green eyes and a body that makes men drool. Laura has been with B&B for eight years or so. Even though we weren't originally part of the same secretarial pool, we were very friendly with each other and occasionally got together with our husbands for a night out. Laura is in an open relationship with her husband. She too has been with Black men and a few at the same time, I might add. She has also been fucked up the ass many times.
The girls go to Laura with their questions since Laura has seen and done it all.
Me, I'm Kelly, I'm 45. I'm the monogamous vanilla mom. I have had two girls, twins, and beasts fed. So, my tits aren't as firm as they once were, but I was lucky that my body snapped back into shape after the twins were born. They're 18 now and in college. I'm a dirty blond with hazel eyes. I've put on a little weight, but I've been told that I don't look 45.
I did have a little slip-up once when I was considering Bob's proposal, but my husband reminded me that I was a happily married woman with two daughters, and he made sure that I would never think about straying ever again. My ass hurt like hell for a week.
For the past month, the girls have been on the topic of the infamous "Hall Pass" and how could they persuade their husbands to agree to let them have one night to do anything they like.
Tina wants to have sex with women. She says she wants to try "Lesbian Love."
Karen, as I said, wants to have sex with a Black man. A big Black man!
Karen and Tina have finally convinced Jenny that she needs to get fucked up the ass. I don't think Jenny has agreed to it yet. But if Karen and Tina had their way, Jenny wouldn't have a chance to say no.
As for me and Laura, we just sit back and laugh.
So how did the topic of discussion come up? It was Karen who started it.
"Tina, I can't take it much longer; what's wrong with me? I see a Black guy and I want to see how big his dick is. This is all your fault."
"My fault," Tina responded, "it's not my fault you're a dick-hungry slut." The other girls all laughed.
"I never thought about what a big black dick would feel like until you started telling me what I have been missing out on all these years."
To our surprise, Jenny asked, "Have you talked to your husband yet, is he open to giving you a hall pass?"
"No, I haven't asked him yet. Have you asked your husband for a hall pass to get fucked up the ass," Karen asked sincerely. Cute shy Jenny shook her head no.
"Karen," Tina asked, "if your husband said no to a hall pass, would you go behind his back and fuck a Black guy anyway?"
"I Don't Know!" Karen pouted, "I'm just hoping he will say yes."
"Karen, I'm sure my husband's cousin Ty would fuck you. He loves white women. And I know his dick is big too."
"How do you know that?" Karen asked, "Did you fuck Terence's cousin Ty, you little slut?" Terence is Tina's husband.
"No, I didn't fuck Ty. We were at the beach one day and he was standing in the water talking to his girlfriend, I swam up to them, not realizing that his girlfriend was jerking him off. Well, there it was in all its glory, right in front of my face. Good thing we were in the water because he erupted right in front of my face. I would have had a mouthful of his love juice if it weren't for the water diluting it." We all laugh.
Laura throughout an idea to the group, "We should measure all our husband's dicks and see who's the largest after Terence."
So that's what we all did.
The next morning, we showed up for work and Karen was the first to ask. "So did everyone get the tape measures out last night?"
We all laughed but yes, we all measured our husbands' dicks. Bob gave me a hard time because he thinks all the girls act like children. But he finally gave in, and I sucked his dick to get him to a full 7.5" and then I rode him to exhaustion.
7.5" I told the girls.
"A solid 7" for my husband," both Tina and Karen shouted.
"7 and three-quarters of an inch for my husband," Laura said, "but he knows how to use it!"
"And if he doesn't, please you, you can just go out and find someone bigger," Tina said, and we laughed knowing that Laura has an open marriage and has had more than one Black man in the past.
"Jenny, how big is your husband's dick," Karen asked as we all stared waiting for a response."
"6" inches, but I don't have any complaint with his size."
"Jenny, there is nothing wrong with 6" is above average," I let her know.
Tina is relentless and doesn't hold back. "Jenny, I bet you love to deepthroat your husband's 6" dick. I'll lend you my husband's big black 10" dick if you need more practice."
That was all it took, Karen got excited by the topic of deepthroating a black dick and started a Google search 'BBC,' and the following stories came up.
"My husband likes to watch me fuck my Big Black Bull."
"My husband encouraged me to bring home a Black man."
"I left my husband to be with my Black lover."
I feel like I work with two oversexed 19-year-old kids. I hope my two daughters away at college aren't this bad.
We made jokes and laughed the rest of the day.
As the day ended, we all said good night and headed home. I told Bob I was going to Laura's and would be home around 11:30. I followed Laura back to her house, and she grabbed a bottle of wine while I grabbed two glasses and followed Laura to her bedroom.
"It's been too long Kelly," as Laura pulled my top over my head and removed my bra.
Yes, I discovered shortly after Laura came to work at B&B that I found myself very attracted to her. Laura knew it too. It only took a few months, and I found myself on my back with Laura between my legs. It was wrong for me to consider having sex with Bob, I know. But Laura, I will never give up having sex with Laura.
Laura has an open and honest marriage, but she has never told her husband about us, and I have never told mine either.
The End - for now.
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Just a short story and a little lighthearted fun continued.
>>>>>>>>>>
"Kelly are you okay," Laura asked me.
"I'm fine. It's those migraines. I went to my doctor, and he ran some tests, and she says I'm fine. She says I'm getting older, and my body is changing. She gave me some pills and they do help, but they make me very drowsy. I guess I fell asleep," I thanked Laura for her concern, but I didn't tell her that while I dozed off, I dreamed we were having sex. I don't know where that dream came from but thought it would be best to keep it to myself.
We all said good night and went our separate ways for the weekend. Monday morning I'm sure a new adventure would start. And I was right.
Monday morning while we were having our coffee break together, Karen started us off.
"I think I solved our hall pass dilemma," Karen said.
"Okay, Tina responded, "let us hear it."
"Here me out before anyone says anything. Tina, I'll take one for the team and I'll go down on you. And in return, either your husband Terence, his cousin, or any other one of Terence's family fucks me. My husband in return gets to fuck Jenny up the ass and Jenny's husband fucks Laura. Sorry Kelly, I left you out because I didn't think Tom would let you play with us."
"Oh, I'm sure you're right about that," I responded.
And then Laura asked, "Whom does my husband get to fuck."
"Anyone he wants that's why this will work," Karen wasn't wrong. Laura and her husband have agreed that they can go off and have sex on their own as long as they let the other know.
"Can I just throw something out there," I said, "Let's assume that all your husbands agree. Let's say Jenny didn't like how rough Karen's husband was; Jenny didn't like getting her ass slapped by Karen's husband the way Karen likes it. Now, Jenny is going to be mad at Karen. And Tina, what if Karen sucks at lesbian love? Now you wasted your hall pass."
"Also, you need to be careful what you wish for," Laura said to Karen, "you know what they say, once you go black, you never go back." It was for Tina.
Tina had been dating a guy named Barry for three years or so. They met in college and started dating in their junior year. Tina and Barry had an open and honest discussion one day and they each wrote down on a piece of paper what sexual fantasy they wanted to fulfill before they graduated and eventually got married. Tina thought Barry's fantasy was a little far-fetched.
"Barry, do you really think you can find two girls that will have sex with you? I'm not saying you're not a good-looking guy, if you weren't, I wouldn't be dating you. But Barry, have you thought about this? We have four weeks until we graduate. Do you think that in four weeks, you can find two girls to have a threesome with you and not just any girls either, you want two blonds?"
He thought he could. Tina warned him that once they agreed, she was going through with her fantasy. "Barry, promise me that you won't resent me if I achieve my fantasy and you don't."
Tina told us that Barry became obsessed with finding two girls that would have a threesome with him. Tina said it was an embarrassment watching him hitting on girls. He could have easily picked up a drunk girl and done whatever he wanted to her, but Barry wanted two "hot" blonds to share in your threesome. Tina and Barry graduated but Barry's fantasy never came true.
Tina's did. Tina's fantasy was to have sex with a Black man. She even knew who it would be. Tina met Trevor one night out at a college bar. He was handsome, very polite, and big. Trevor was 6'5", and Tina was 5'6". Barry wasn't there the night she met Trevor. Tina was at the bar, a little pushing and shoving for a spot, typical for any college town bar. Tina was not having any luck. Trevor noticed her struggle and offered to help, or rather took charge so that she could get her drink.
Trevor took Tina by the hand and said, "Come with me." Tina had never met this boy before, but his hand was so big, she couldn't get away even if she wanted to. They walked right up to the bar like the parting of the Red Sea. And that's how it started.
Tina and Trevor had a fun time at the bar. They danced a little and had a few drinks. It ended up that they did have a few friends in common. Tina made it clear that she was in a committed relationship and Trevor respected that.
Tina would run into Trevor on campus and at the bars on the weekend. Trevor was always appropriate and respectful when Tina was with Barry. There would just be a simple, "Hi Tina how are you?" Tina told Barry the story, there was no secret to keep. But when it came time for Tina to tell Barry her college fantasy, Tina slipped a paper across Barry and it said, "Sex with a Black man."
"You mean sex with Trevor," Barry responded.
Well, Barry was upset that he didn't get his fantasy fulfilled, but Tina did. He was getting angry. But Tina had told Barry that his fantasy was not realistic.
After college, Barry continued to argue with Tina that he never fulfilled his fantasy, but since Tina did, he should still be allowed to keep trying. Tina finally had enough and gave him one month to get it out of his system. If he couldn't find two girls for his threesome within one month, it was done and would never be discussed again.
Tina even tried to help him find two girls. It didn't happen. Barry had no luck.
One Friday night, while out at a local bar with friends, Tina caught Barry still trying to pick up two women for his threesome fantasy, even after his month was up.
Tina approached Barry and told him she had had enough, and she would be moving out of their shared apartment. Of course, Barry tried to convince Tina not to move out, but Tina made her decision and moved out the next day.
Tina was told by friends that Barry was still hitting on girls. He was obsessed and finally hired two prostitutes to have a threesome with him.
He tried to get back with Tina, but she was disgusted with him, and the relationship was over.
No, Tina didn't marry Trevor, he lived too many states away, and she was only looking for a one-night fantasy with Trevor.
Tina dated a few guys, and others were just one-night stands. Color didn't matter to Tina, but most of the men she was fucking were black. Tina eventually was introduced to Terence, a very handsome Black man who was an executive at a local bank. Tina often tells us about her sex life and that her husband has a 10-inch pleasure pole. That's what Tina calls it. But it took a while before Tina got to ride it. Trevor was looking for a relationship, not some little blond trying to piss her parents off by bringing a Black man home for dinner. Terance told Tina that he wanted to meet her parents before they had sex. Tina's parents loved Trevor.
Terance made Tina wait six weeks before they had sex. Tina was 23 at the time, and having to wait six weeks to have sex was like a lifetime for her. Tina couldn't take it anymore. "Terance, it has been six weeks since the first night you took me on a date. Why haven't you tried to have sex with me; are you gay?" She asked.
"No Tina, I am just looking for a committed relationship. I want one woman that wants to be with me and eventually have a family. My days of having fun and having tons of sex are over. I've grown up. I believe in traditional family values.
But you're right Tina, I think six weeks has been long enough to trust that you are looking for more than just a big black dick. I hope you have plenty of lube," Terance responded. One year later they were married.
According to Tina, it was the best sex she ever had, and it was worth the wait. But now you understand why Tina is hesitant to ask Terance for a hall pass. He made it clear that he wanted traditional family values, which means no sex with another person, man, or woman.
"Karen," Tina asked, "have you talked to your husband about your great idea yet?
"No, I haven't asked him yet."
As the week continues, we laugh at the things Tina and Kelly come up with.
"My dad told me a joke the other day," Karen said.
A guy says to his doctor, "My girlfriend is pregnant, but we use a rubber all the time, how is that possible?"
The doctor responded, "Let me tell you a story, there was once a hunter that always carried a gun. One day the hunter went out carrying his umbrella rather than his gun. A lion jumped out in front of the hunter and the hunter shot him dead with his umbrella."
"Nonsense," the patient responded, "someone else must have shot the lion."
"Good," the doctor responded, "you understood the story. Next patient, please."
Karen and Tina always have corny jokes.
It was Friday and the hall pass conversation was put on hold. To our surprise, Jenny said, "Did you know that one of the top five fantasies that a man has is to be with another man."
"What did you say?" Tina asked.
"Holly shit, she's right," Karen had already been googling the topic. Threesome, Bondage, sex in public, roleplay, and same-sex encounter.
"I've been with a few bisexual men," Laura said, "and it is hot as hell to see them suck each other's dicks. I like to encourage them, stroke their ego, and tell them that they are the best cock suckers ever, and then I push his head down jamming the other's cock down his throat like men do to us." We all laughed in agreement.
"I need to google this," Bisexual cocksucker was Karen's search word.
"Oh, my God! This guy is deepthroating an 8-inch dick."
"Karen," I asked, "You're not looking at porn on a company computer, are you? You know HR can see the sites you visit."
"They what"
The End - for now.



        Girls in the Office - Tina cont.

        “Oh my God, don’t stop.”

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/girls-in-the-office-tina-cont

Title: Girls in the Office - Tina cont.

Author: StoryTLR

Category: Loving Wives

Description: “Oh my God, don’t stop.”

Tags: 




Girls in the Office - Tina cont.
"Oh my God, don't stop."
Just, a little more girl in the office lighthearted fun continued.
I wasn't sure what category to put this story under since some have commented my last story should have gone under Lesbian. But since the rest of the series is under Loving Wives, I just decided to be consistent.
Also, you're gonna find typos, spelling errors, and other shit that just isn't right for an educated person.
In the words of a great storyteller, "If I fuck up the punctuation, get over it."
Happy Reading.
>>>>>>>>>>
Sex with my husband is fantastic, but I wanted something more; "no" I needed something more, I needed to be with a woman. Why did I want or need to be with a woman, I'm not sure. Look don't get me wrong; I love a big dick. Shit, I can't go a week without begging to be fucked and my husband's big black dick.
I don't think I'm bisexual, maybe a little bicurious. I even thought about going to a therapist to see if there was something wrong with me.
When I was younger and watching TV shows, I was focused on the girls as much as the guys. Smallville for example, I was like 15 maybe. Tom Welling was hot as fuck. But when I got older, I mean 18 and older, and watching reruns, I found myself fantasizing about Lana, played by Kristin Kreuk; and that other one, Chloe. You remember her, Allison Mack. I think she's still in jail. She was the one recruiting girls for some sex cult so she and the "leader" could fuck them. Anyway, I wouldn't have minded if she recruited me.
And then there saw Supergirl, Laura Vandervoort. How did I miss her in Smallville? I guess I was too young at the time but thank God for reruns. My pussy still gets wet just thinking about her.
When I was in college, I made a deal with my boyfriend. Before we graduated, we could have fantasy sex. I wanted to have sex with a Black guy. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I should have gone for sex with a woman. Now all I do is think about the gentle touch of a woman, a woman sucking my tits and licking my pussy.
So, I started looking online for women for a one-night stand and I found Mona. Her website was very simple, it just said "I have what you need." There was a two-question questionnaire to complete and submit along with a few pictures of myself. I figured what the hell do I have to lose? I filled out the questionnaire.
Are you interested in a Man, Woman, or Both? I responded, woman.
Do you like it gentle, rough, or both? I responded, both.
That was it. And some sexy pictures. No nudes, just sexy shots of myself.
The next day I received an email response from Mona with a time and place to meet. I had no idea what to expect. Was I crazy did I want to go through with this?
Mona had a big house with a long driveway. It was very secluded. I knocked on the door and a tall man answered, later came to find that he was Mona's husband Brian.
"Tina, please come in. You look more attractive than your pictures." He placed his hand on the lower part of my back which then slipped down to my ass as he escorted me into the sitting room. "Mona will join us in a moment," he said as he offered me a drink. "Just water please."
"We have flavored water would you like that," he asked. "Sure," I replied. I was thinking Polar water or something, but no, it was water with fruit in it; like when you stay at a fancy hotel. I had cucumber water, and it was delicious.
I was on my second drink when Mona walked into the room naked, and I dropped my flavored water. Good thing the cup was plastic. "Brian, go get Tina a new drink and put a shot of vodka in it too," Mona insisted I have vodka even when I said just water would be fine. "Brian, I'll take one too but make mine a double," Mona commanded.
Mona is beautiful and domineering. With her long dark hair, bright smile, and a figure to die for. Her husband Brian was a tall well-built man. I would say 45 or so compared to Mona at around 40.
"Tina, take off your clothes!" "Excuse me," I said to Mona. Not that it matters, I found myself stripping naked as I was told. Then Brian came back with another fruity drink. I found that I did need the vodka and asked for another.
"Tina," Mona said, "I love your body and especially those perky titties of yours." She slowly walked up to me and started kissing me, fondling my "titties" and I liked it. It was the gentle touch I had always dreamed of. And the next thing I knew, she was squeezing and biting my nipples. "Owe that hurts," I said. "It's pleasure not pain," was her response.
"No, I think it's pain," I said but Mona was in her world as she twisted and sucked and even left bite marks on my titties. I found I could work through the pain and started to enjoy it. A little I enjoyed it a little. I wish she had focused more on being gentle and loving.
"Turn now let me see that tight ass. What do you think?" she asked Brian.
"I'd love to take a bite out of that ass," He responded as Mona pushed me forward over the armrest of the couch. The next thing I know, Brian is kissing and licking my ass. I tried to stand up, but Mona must work out, I couldn't move. Anyway, it was starting to feel good, so I just went with it. I never had a tongue up my ass before.
"It feels nice, doesn't it?" Mona asked, what else could I say, "Yes it does and please don't stop." I plan on putting this on the list of things I wanted my husband to do for me.
"Does your husband pleasure like this?" It was like Mona was reading my mind. I said, "No, but I've told my husband to kiss my ass a few times," I don't think Mona got the joke.
Between those two drinks with the vodka, I was starting to feel good.
"Brian, why don't you show Tina how big you are," Now Brian was naked too, and he was stroking a 10-inch pleasure pole. It was close in size to my husband's, but I didn't want to say anything. Mona walked away and came back with another vodka and fruit water while Brian was back to tonguing my ass and stroking his dick. This was getting to be a strange afternoon, but I felt like I had to stay and see it through. Or rather, something was making me stay.
"Enough!" Damn, that felt good, and Mona made Brian stop. "Tina, would you like Brian to fuck you in your pretty tight ass?"
"What the fuck Mona," I said, "I just met Brian, do I at least get a dinner and dance first?" Again, no sense of humor.
"Maybe you would rather I fuck you up the ass with my strap-on," Mona said as she was holding a dildo from hell.
"I'll tell you what Mona, what say you fuck Brian up the ass with your strap-on first." She ignored me.
"Would you like that Tina, or do you want me to fuck Brian in his tight ass and you can imagine it's your husband?"
"You're not fucking my ass or my husband's ass with that thing," I said. That's when something suddenly came over me. It was like I was under Mona's spell. Mona took me by the hand and led me down the hall into this big room. There was a king-size bed in the middle of the room with four posts. There were sex toys, whips, paddles, chains hanging from the ceiling, and cages. There were also what looked like board horses set in a row. There were some other weird sexual devices that I had never seen before but wouldn't mind trying.
"Tina, would you like to try this one?" Brian asked me.
"No, I'll pass for now, maybe my next visit," I responded. Brian had this mad scientist look on his face when I mentioned "my next visit."
Mona then steps up in front of me, "Look at me, hold your hair off your neck." Mona put a collar around my neck. The collar was chrome in color with a rod on both sides. At the end were cuffs. Once my neck was in place, my wrists were cuffed at each end placing my hands about eight inches from my head.
'That's it, I'm helpless and Brian is going to put me on the weird devices, and I'll be Mona's little sex toy forever.'
"Is this supposed to be so uncomfortable Mona," I asked, as she slapped my ass with a paddle. Not once, it continued for a while. Just one more thing to put on the list of things I wanted my husband to do for me.
"Brian put Tina on the bed." I was lying on the bed while Mona and Brian chained my ankles to the posts. At least I was on my back so I didn't think that monster black dildo would be going up my ass.
"Tina, have you ever been with a woman?" 'Like lesbian love,' I thought to myself.
"Nope," I said.
"Would you like to?" Like my answer would matter. I just said, "Yes, I would like to be with a woman."
Mona started working my pussy like no man has ever done before. "Your once, twice three times a laddddy and I lovvvve youuuu. Yes, your once, twice three times a laddddy and I lovvvve youuuu!" What was Lionel Richie doing in my head and who knew I had such a nice voice?
"That's it, Tina, move that tongue up and down nice and slow, you are doing so good at this," Mona and I were doing 69 on each other; remember, I was on my back with no use of my hands. Mona was just sitting on my face slowly sliding across my tongue and lips. Once she had enough, which was a good thing because I was drowning, she climbed off me and there was Brian with a video camera.
"Brian is videoing your experience so you and your husband can watch it together," Mona said to me. Brian had one hand working the video with the other working his dick.
Suddenly, Brian had enough with the video camera. He walked up to me stroking his 10-inch dick with both hands close to my face. I was ready for Mount Vesuvius, to erupt. "Enough," Again bossy Mona with her "Enough," let Brian have some fun too. Anyway, Mona yelled and scared the shit out of me and Brian.
"Did I say you could cum yet, Brian?" Mona wasn't happy and Brian looked like a little kid that was about to be spanked with that paddle Mona used on my ass.
"Would you like another drink," Mona said all calm and sweet, "get us more drinks Brian, and put your dick on ice." I giggled at that. But Mona wasn't laughing with me.
"Are you enjoying yourself, Tina," Mona asked me.
"God yes," I responded and then Brian was back with the drinks.
"Mona why can't I cum too," Brian was almost begging for relief, and I don't think he listened to Mona because his dick was still big and hard just waiting to explode.
"Because this isn't about you, it's about Tina and Tina wants a woman, not a man." Mona was right and that's when I realized how I responded to the damn question.
Do you like it gentle, rough, or both? I responded, both. 'Fuck, what was I in for next.' I thought to myself.
Mona propped me up so I could drink my fruit water and vodka. Then laid me back down and poured her drink over my chest and started licking it off my titties. She was sucking and biting hard. Fuck I loved it. I loved it almost as much as, what felt like, three fingers exploring my pussy. My eyes rolled back in my head, "I need it deeper and harder!" I yelled. And then the strap-on dildo was back again. Brian had brought that monster dildo back, with the drinks.
Mona strapped that black mamba on and told Brian to get on his knees and suck it. 'What the fuck' I said to myself, 'is that thing going up Brian's ass next?' Nope, Mona just made Brian suck it to show that she was in charge.
Mona was shoving that big black dick down Brian's throat. How he wasn't choking on it was beyond me. But I was getting excited just watching. Then Mona turned her attention to me. She was between my legs working that magic tongue of hers again. I was trying to squeeze my legs together but had no chance in hell. I was strapped in place, and I was in heaven.
Then Mona stopped and before my eyes rolled back into place, they were rolling back even further now, and I was going into convulsions. Mona was fucking me with the big black mamba. She was fucking me hard and I was squirting everywhere.
Mona pulled that dildo out of me and grabbed Brian by the hair, "Back on your knees Brian, and suck my dildo clean." Mona was shoving it down Brian's throat again. It was so hot I started yelling, "TAKE THAT DOWN YOU THROAT DICK SUCKER!" Oh fuck, Mona didn't like that. She pulled it out of Brian's mouth and back into me.
"Brian Is My Cuck Sucker," Mona said, and I tried to apologize, but "OH FUCK!" was all that came out of my mouth.
I thought Terance was big, but this thing was crazy big. It took a while, but Mona got it all to fit. "Oh my God, don't stop," I begged Mona. And then Brian untied my legs, Mona pulled that giant black dildo out of my dripping pussy, and I was flipped over. Brian tossed me around like a rag doll. He dragged me down the bed, so my ass and legs were hanging over. Brian held me down while Mona spread my legs and tied them to the bottom of the bedposts.
Brian started tonguing my ass again and then Mona was working some lube on that giant mambo. I knew what was coming, and I wasn't ready for it. Mona slapped my ass hard, "Relax that tight ass," she said, and Fuck if I didn't do as I had been. But not before Mona was back with that damn paddle again.
Then, I felt that Big Black Mamba from hell sliding in my ass.
"Stop, please stop!' I yelled," Mona didn't care, she just kept working that big monster up my ass and I was crying like a baby; it hurt like a bitch, but I was Cuming like never before.
"Tina, Tina, wake up."
"Who what? Where did you come from?" I asked Terance.
"Tina, you were screaming and squirting like Old Faithful. There is no way we can keep this mattress; we need to run out to Sleepy tomorrow and get a new one."
"Terance, was I dreaming? It felt so real."
"Yes, you were Tina and it looked like you were enjoying your dream a lot!"
"Damn! I wish it were real; I want to go back and do it again," I whined.
"Do you want to tell me about it?" Terance asked.
"No, it doesn't matter. It was just a dream. I haven't been able to sleep lately so Karen, you know Karen from work, gave me a migraine pill that she said would make me drowsy. Well, it did, and I had an incredible dream. Confusing as hell, but incredible."
"Tina, come on, I need to know how this dream could have gotten you so excited that you could ruin a perfectly good mattress."
"Terance, promise you won't get mad at me,"
"I would never get mad at you Tina."
"I dreamed that I was tied to a bed, and I was having sex with a woman. She was licking my pussy, slapping my ass, and fucking me with a giant black dildo, and I loved it," there I said it.
"Tina, is this a fantasy of yours, do you want to be dominated?"
"I never thought I did, I just wanted to be with a woman, but that damn questionnaire."
"What questions?" Terance asked.
Terance, I'm sorry baby but it's a fantasy of mine. The girls in the office and I talk about our fantasies and "What if our husbands gave us a hall pass?" Just a one-time thing baby. I always fantasize about being with a woman. I'm sorry Terance it's only a fantasy, I would never do it for real."
"Tina, based on the dream you're describing, it sounds like you want more than just to be with a woman."
"But Terance, you already have the big Mambo," "What?" he asked as I continued, "So you can tie me to a bed and fuck me all you want."
"And I get to use a paddle on you too?" he asked.
"If that's what you want then yes."
"Do you promise that it would be once and done?"
"Oh my God Terance, yes once and done!"
"Okay Tina, then I will give you a hall pass to be with a woman, on time!"
"Karen, Karen," I screamed as I ran into the office Monday morning. I screamed so loud and scared the shit out of the girls. "Terance gave me a hall pass!"
The End, but there's more to come.
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Tara's adventures.
Chapter 1 - Introduction
Hi, my name is Tara Donnelly and I'm dyslexic. It sounds like I'm at an AA meeting. Lol
I was just reading through some of my old school stuff, this was my last presentation, just a little 10-minute talk followed by Q&A that I had to do for my speech class. They said to talk about something at which you are good. I decided to talk about being dyslexic because I'm good at that.
So, what does it mean to be dyslexic?
Signs of dyslexia can be difficult to recognize, but some early clues may indicate a problem. Once your child reaches school age, your child's teacher may be the first to notice a problem. The condition often becomes apparent as a child starts learning to read.
Dyslexia signs in teens and adults:
 Difficulty reading, including reading aloud.
 Slow and labor-intensive reading and writing
 Problems with spelling.
 Avoid activities that involve reading.
 Mispronouncing names or words, or problems retrieving words.
 Spending unusually long-time completing tasks that involve reading or writing.
 Difficulty summarizing a story.
 Trouble learning a foreign language.
 Difficulty doing math word problems.
I would also add that a dyslexic person can get distracted very easily. I don't know why, maybe there are just too many thoughts going on in our heads at one time. At least I get distracted a lot. I'll start talking about one thing and then off to something else and back again. Maybe I'm dyslexic and I have ADHD.
I always wanted to be a writer, my teachers told me "Tara, you have great ideas in that head of yours, you just have problems putting them on paper."
Did you know that a person with dyslexia doesn't need all the background to enjoy a good story? If it's too long and wordy, a dyslexic person may get lost and confused. I think a dyslexic person may have coined the phrase "Make it short and simple stupid" or not. I don't know.
But do I know that a dyslexic person sees things differently than a "normal" person? It can be a gift too. We, the dyslexic people, can read a word, a sentence, fuck it, even a whole paragraph with missing letters or words spelled backward. We often spelled words backward ourselves, "I was a tac" I mean "I saw a cat." I learned to say the whole alphabet backward before forwards.
I didn't get discuraged, that doesn't look right. Us dyslectics also write fineticly, I mean phonetically. Anyway, I didn't get discouraged growing up, my mom was always their, I mean "there" for me.
Dyslectics aren't stupid but we do frustrate others that think things should only be done one way, the correct way. I'm not complaining or looking for sympathy.
My dad makes good money at his job, and he can't spell worth shit. His spelling is so bad, he confuses Spell Check. Forget trying to understand a text when he sends one. He would rather you just pick up the phone and call him. And we do, otherwise, we don't know what he wants.
Anyway, this little speech got me an A+.
'Shit, what day is today? And where's my phone?' I thought to myself as I looked around my bedroom.
My phone is dead as always. I'm on it 24/7 but never near a charger. So, I picked up my mom's phone to see what day it was. Not what "day" it was, I'm not stupid, I wanted to know what the "date" was.
Both I and mom, or is it my mom and I, have Grandma's schedule on our phones, and I wasn't sure if today was Grandma's appointment at the salon or if it was tomorrow. I put Mom's password into her phone. Mom's an 80s girl and her name is Jenny, so the password is pretty easy to remember, it's 867530. Yup, if it were seven digits the last would have been a 9. Her phone opened to her text message conversation with a guy named Jack. He sent my mom a picture of his dick. And it was big too. "This could be yours if you want it." That was all the text said. My mom responded where and when. Then Jack responded with an address, 225 Maryville Lane.
I'll tell you what, I don't think getting a dick pic will end well for Dad, especially one that big. So, it's my job to make sure nothing happens to break up my family.
And speaking of family, I'm 22 and I live at home with my mom and dad in a small suburb on LI. That's in New York State for those of you that don't know. But don't say New York State to my dad. He thinks Long Island (LI) should be its own state. Something about our high tax dollars goes to pay for things upstate rather than here on LI. Maybe when I'm older I'll care what he's ranting about.
I also have two older sisters, twin sisters. Did you have Barbie dolls growing up or did you play with your sister's Barbie doll as a kid? If you're like me, you put Barbie and Ken in sexual positions and your mother came in and took the dolls away from you. No, you never did that when you were little, or you just don't want to admit to it.
Anyway, that's what my sisters look like. Even after having kids, they're both back to a 22-inch waist with 36C boobs. And they both have happy husbands, as you can imagine. Do you know what they say if twins run in the family, and they usually skip a generation? Well, not in my family. Both my sisters have twin daughters. Blond hair and blue eyes just like my sisters and my mom. Did I get blond hair and blue eyes, you ask? No. My hair is darker, but depending on how I feel, it could be any color. I'm not homely or anything. I'm just saying I'm not a 5'8" blond bombshell like my sisters. I don't have blue eyes, but they are hazel. I'm about 5'6" my boobs are smaller not too small, just smaller. But I have been told by both men and women that I have a perfect ass. "So, yeah I got that goin for me." That's a line from one of my dad's 80s movies.
We're a regular middle-class family. Mom's retired, at least we think she is. She's still a personal assistant for Mr. Corey (Tom Corey), her old boss. I guess she still books flights, schedules appointments, and stuff like that for him. But really, she just runs around with my nieces all day and watches Disney movies. Once or twice a month she meets with her "boss" and they go out for lunch. Mr. Corey pays Mom a lot of money for doing nothing. Mr. Corey is 60 or close to it now, a good 10 years older than Mom. But looking at pictures from when Mr. Corey was younger, he was hot as fuck. Me and my sisters think they had an affair, or maybe they still are. Who knows? I don't know if they're still having an affair or if the money mom gets for doing nothing is because one of us is their love child. And, most likely it's me.
Mom is like 50, but when she goes to the bar or the beach with the Barbie twins, Mom gets a lot of looks too. My Dad is a little older than my mom and has a family construction company with his two brothers. Dad's a big guy and working construction and all.
And then there's Grandma. My mom's mom. She lives with us since Grandpa died two years ago. Grandma is my best friend. We even go to the bars together, but don't tell Mom.
So now that I'm out of school, what do I do for money, I get gas money from grandma. She pays me to be her schoffer. That's a fancy-sounding word that I can't spell. I know it has two ffs in it. Google says I should spell it "chauffeur." Anyway, Grandma pays me to drive her to get her hair done and take her to see her friends at the senior center. Old people are funny. This is a joke one of Grandma's friends told me.
I was out walking with a friend one afternoon when it started to rain, I pulled out a condom and put it over my cigarette. My friend Mary asked, "Karen what are you doing?" I responded, "Keeping my cigarette dry." The next day, my friend Mary stopped at a drugstore and asked the clerk for a condom. The clerk asked, "What size condom?" Mary responded, "I don't know, but just make sure it'll fit over a Camel."
They also love Little Jonny jokes too.
And, besides getting money from grandma, when my dad needs me, he wakes me up at some ungodly hour and pays me to go to work with him and hold the "Slow" sign. That's right, it's 90 degrees out and my dad makes me stand in the heat holding a slow sign wearing jeans and Timberlands. I start out wearing a Donnelly Brothers Construction long-sleeved shirt, but once Dad is off to another job sight, that shirt comes off and I'm in a bikini top. All the guys know to keep a lookout for Dad. I told them, "Listen, you can look at my tits all you want, but you have to let me know if you see my dad so I can put my shirt back on before I get caught." I haven't gotten caught yet. I also have one other job, that we will discuss later.
Anyway, I'm getting sidetracked again. I wanted to check out the place this guy Jack was meeting Mom at, 522 Maryville Lane. I hope it was at least a nice hotel and not some cheap motel, "Hotel, Motel, Holiday Inn." Lol. Not Pitbull's song, this is one of my dad's songs from the 80s, Rappers Delight by the Sugar Hill Gang. I love my dad's old music.
So, I wrote down the address from my mom's phone, 522 Maryville Lane. It's only Monday and my mom isn't meeting this guy Jake until Thursday night. Pretty convenient since Thursday night is Dad's night out with the boys. They say they go out "bowling," but we know that's the code word for the strip bar across the street from the bowling alley.
Chapter 2 - How I met my new friends
I left the house and hopped into my red convertible Mini Cooper S, that Grandma bought me for graduation, typed in the address into the GPS and I was off.
I don't know who this guy Jack was, but he was taking Mom to a shady part of town. 522 Maryville Lane was a hole-in-the-wall bar. And the name of the bar was actually "Shady Corner." Anyway, I parked in front of the bar and walked in. Mind you, it was only 3:00 in the afternoon, so I didn't know what to expect. But based on the neighborhood, I wasn't expecting too much. And I was right.
It was a small place, dimly lit, with a bar and a few tables and chairs, a pool table, and a few dartboards. As I walked in and looked around, all I saw was six Black men. As I stepped further into the bar, the door behind me closed; it was me and six big Black men that looked to be in their 30s. Was I nervous, yes! But I didn't want to show it. So, I walked right up to the bar and ordered a piña colada.
The bartender was a pretty woman that kind of looked like Zoe Saldana from the Guardians of the Galaxy movies.
Anyway, the bartender looked at me like I had two heads. "Are you sure you're in the right place honey?" she asked.
"Yes, this is the right address, I wrote it down." The bartender, Rose was her name, gave me Watermelon Vodka and Club Instead, it tasted surprisingly good.
"So where are you from and why are you here?" Was all she could ask before two men flanked me at the bar.
"What's your name, little girl," One of them asked.
"Tara," I responded, and what are your names?" I asked.
"I'm Ty, and he's Terence."
"Well, I'm glad to meet you," I said as they, along with the others in the bar, gave me a strange look. Next thing I knew, a big Black man walked up and grabbed my hand as "One Margarita" came on the radio.
"Dance with me," he said.
I didn't have a chance to object, not that he would have listened to me anyway.
"My name is Tiny," he said.
"Hello Tiny, my name is Tara." He proceeded to practically molest me on the dance floor. He pulled me close, and I could feel his dick, which must have been at least twelve inches long, pushing against my stomach, no it was closer to my chest. After a few songs, Terence cut in.
"My turn to dance with the pretty white girl," Terence was tall, but not as tall as Tiny. I danced with Terence to slow music, and he was messaging my ass. Fast songs or slow songs, he held me tight with his hard dick pressing against me.
"Time to drink," Terence said as he led me to the bar, still palming my ass. I kinda liked it.
Once at the bar, I was introduced to PD. "You mean PD like Police Department?" They all laughed at me.
"No PD and in Pencil Dick," Ty said.
By this point, I had had a few drinks and I was feeling pretty good. "Why do they call you Pencil Dick," I asked, "I thought all Black men had big dicks." Again, I got a few laughs.
"My dick isn't small," PD said, "it's just not as big as theirs. T gave me that nickname in high school."
"PD," I asked, "why do you call Ty "T"?
"It's short for Ty," Tiny chimed in."
"But his name is only two letters long, why bother making it one letter shorter," I slurred. "For example, Richard is Rich or Dick, but I never understood where you get Dick from Richard. But anyway, Richard has seven letters, so when calling Richard Rick or Dick, there are only four letters. See that makes more sense."
"Terence? Terence, where's Terence?" I asked.
"He went to the bathroom," Ty I mean T said.
"Well," I said, "I have an idea that I want to run by Terence."
"Well tell us your idea and we can fill in Terence when he gets back," T said.
"I think Terence should be T and Ty, you should just be Ty."
"You know T, I mean Ty, that does make more sense," Tiny said.
"I've been T all my life, you can't just change my name because the white girl thinks it makes more sense."
"T," I asked, "are you sure your name isn't Tyrone? Because if it were, then T or Ty would make sense."
By this point, we were all having fun and they were laughing at everything I said. I really liked these guys.
"Hey," I got distracted and forgot what I wanted to say.
"Listen up," PD said. "Tara has more to say."
"So, PD, in inches what are we talking about," I asked.
"Eight inches," he said.
"I'd love eight inches, Tiny's footlong would be too much for me."
"Really," PD said with a smile.
"PD, based on your dick size, I would imagine you get more women than the other guys do. You see, women don't like dicks that are that big; especially because we can't fit it into our mouths. Right, Rose?"
"Honey," said Rose, "you do realize you're talking about sucking dick in front of four big-ass Black men."
"It's only a conversation I didn't say I wanted to suck a black dick."
"Girl, I think you better slow down on your drinks before you talk your way into trouble."
"Let's do some shots," Ty said.
"Oh, I like shots, do you have Fireball and RumChata?" I asked.
"What the fuck is RumChata?" Tiny said.
Rose didn't have Fireball or RumChata, so she gave us Jack Daniels Cinnamon and Bailey. It was close enough. By this point, I had danced with my new friends and drank straight into evening, and I was buzzed, but the drinks kept coming.
"Hey, do you guys want to hear a joke I heard the other day at the senior center," I asked.
"Go ahead Tara," Ty said, "Tell us your Joke."
"Wait. Terence, I need to talk to Terence." Terence," I said, "going forward, you are now T and Ty is just Ty because it makes more sense T would be a better nickname for Terence than T would be for Ty, and Tiny agrees too."
"Girl," Rose was looking out for me again, "you better watch yourself."
"Tara no one is changing my name," said T, I mean TY, now tell us your damn joke."
Terence said, "If we don't laugh, you have to suck each one of our big back dicks."
"Terence, I already told you it's too big. I would only suck PD's dick, the rest of yours are too big for me." I was spinning on the stool as Tiny caught me before I fell.
"Fine if we don't laugh you can suck my dick," PD said, "and I'll tell the guys how good it was."
"Tara let's hear this joke, PD can use a blowjob, it's been a while for him," Ty said, and we all laughed.
"PD, you don't have a girlfriend?" I asked.
"Never mind him, just tell us the damn joke," Ty said.
"Ok, the teacher asked the class, "What do you want to be when you get older?" Little Jonny was jumping up and down "Pick me pick me." "Fine," the teacher said, "go ahead Jonny, what do you want to be?" Little Johnny responded, "I wanna be rich, and own a big house, and fancy car, and big boat, and a bunch bitches to share it all with as they'll suck my dick and me fuck um." "Oh my god." The teacher said. "Johnny, go sit in the corner!" Next, the teacher asked Sally, "Sally, what do you want to be when you grow up?" Sally responded, "I want to be Johnny's Bitch."
All the guys laughed. And Tiny told PD, "A deal is a deal, you ain't getting your dick sucked tonight." All the guys laughed again.
We were having so much fun at the bar, I don't know what time it was, but the little place was getting packed, and I was still the only white girl. Then suddenly four more guys showed up and they weren't as nice as Terence, TY, PD, and Tiny. They walked straight up to me and stared in my face as one of them said "Who owns the white bitch because I'm gonna fuck her."
Tiny had walked over to the jukebox to put some coins in to play more music and he was talking to two other men that had been playing pool. I hadn't met them. Anyway, those four pushed Terence, TY, and PD out of the way and started grabbing my tits and trying to kiss me. Terence, TY, and PD were trying to push them off me.
Well, shit, I was sober enough to know that I was Tiny's white bitch tonight, so I called his name, "Tiny a little help please."
"Get the fuck away from my white girl."
Well, you never saw four guys back away so fast. No punches had to be thrown either. "Thank you, Tiny," I said as I jumped up into his arms and kissed him. I gave him a real kiss too. No peck on the cheek either, I had my tongue down his throat. I wanted those four guys to know I was Tiny's white bitch and they needed to stay away from me.
We had a few more rounds of Jack Daniels Cinnamon and Bailey and danced some more, but I was ready to go home to bed. "Rose how much do I owe you," I said.
"We got you covered," Ty said.
I gave each one of them a kiss and thanked them for such a wonderful time. As I was walking for the door, Rose yelled out, "Stop that girl, she ain't in no condition to drive." So, my new friends drove me home.
They made Tiny drive my car with me and the others followed in one of their cars. It was funny watching Tiny driving my Mini Coop.
When we pulled up to my house, we were a little loud and the guys were laughing at Tiny as he fell over trying to get out of the car. I was drunk and laughing at Tiny too. But I was having my own problem just trying to stand up without falling over. Tiny, that big teddy bear, he just picked me up, held me in his arms, and carried me to the front door of my house. Well, it was later than I thought, and my mom had stayed up waiting for me to get home. My mom opened the door and saw Tiny holding me.
My mom just stared at me and Tiny and shook her head. Next, she leaned to her left to look around Tiny and saw my other friends. Mom just shook her head again, "Well bring her in and put her to bed." With that, my new friends said good night and mom tucked me into bed.
>>>>>
I hope you enjoyed reading my first two chapters but I'm tired and calling it a night.
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My twin brothers (Jimmy, and Timmy) and I own a construction company. We started out doing home improvements, but over the years the business has grown and now we build homes and other large construction projects. We're still a family business, we employ 10 guys, and my sister Tina, who is our secretary. Jimmy's wife Connie does payroll, taxes, and things like that for The Brothers. That's the company's name, The Brothers Construction Company (aka, The Brothers). We also have one more brother who went in a different direction, but still helps us out, Johnathan who is a lawyer.
Anyway, I was married, but my life fell apart when my now ex-wife got drunk at an office happy hour, had sex with her boss, and get pregnant. I hadn't dated anyone seriously after that. That is until I met Kristy, whom I married 15 years ago.
A couple of the guys and I were building a big awning to cover the outdoor kitchen, bar, and seating area for a client. The backyard was spacious with a nice pool and patio around it. Kristy, the youngest daughter, was out by the pool tanning while wearing a black string bikini like she did most days, when her asshole boyfriend shows up, drunk. I say asshole because he's treated my guys like shit whenever he's around. He just says stupid shit and tries to show off.
Well, as I said, this time he showed up drunk and Kristy's parents were out running errands. Kristy and Robby, I think that was his name, must have had some arguments because Kristy told Robby to leave, but he wouldn't listen. Then he started yelling and cursing at Kristy. When he raised a hand and slapped Kristy, that's when I had to step in. He got one slap across her face before I grabbed him. The little fuck was only maybe 5'8" and 160 pounds. Not much of a match for me at 6'2" and 220 pounds. I just grabbed him by the throat and dragged him through the side gate and down the driveway. "Get in your car and just drive away," I told him. But he didn't listen.
"I'm gonna kill you, you mother fucker." He said he came back from his car carrying a baseball bat. I don't know if it was just trying to scare me or if he was going to hit me with it. But it didn't matter either way. As he pulled the bat over his shoulder, ready to swing it at me, I took a few steps forward and hit him with an uppercut and he fell to the ground. Kristy's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Johnson pulled up to see Robby staggering to his car and drive away.
Kristy, who was standing behind me through all of this, ran to her mother in tears as she explained what had happened. I got a handshake and a thank you from Mr. Johnson and a hug from Kristy's mom. Me and the guys went back to work and as we were wrapping up for the day, Kristy came out to thank me with a hug and kiss on the cheek.
We were at the house for the next two weeks working on the project and Kristy would always have cold drinks for us. And a nice view as she lay out by the pool in that little black bikini.
One afternoon, Kristy came over and started talking to me. I had never really talked to her before. In addition to being attractive, she was smart and funny. A few days later, Kristy asked me if I would like to take her to dinner. Well, normally I would say yes in a heartbeat. Kristy is gorgeous. But I did the right thing.
I walked into the house through the French doors into the kitchen and asked to speak to Mr. Johnson. "Mr. Johnson," I said, "I would like to take your daughter out for dinner tomorrow night but would like your permission." Mr. Johnson looked a little shocked that I asked his permission. It wasn't like I was asking for his approval to marry his daughter.
"Mr. Johnson," I said, "I think I might be eight to ten years older than your daughter; you understand my concern." I didn't get another word before Mrs. Johnson gave her approval. Kristy was 24 and I was 34 when we went on our first date. Six months later we were married. A year later, our daughter Meg was born.
Well, I thought our life together had been wonderful. But one evening while lying in bed, Kristy sprung it on me. "Tommy, I have something I would like to discuss with you." With a ten-year age difference between us, in the back of my mind, I had always known that one day we might have this conversation. I am now 50.
"Tommy, you know I love you" ...... and I cut her off right there.
"Kristy, just say what you want to say," and she did.
"Tommy, I want to have sex with another man."
"Why," I asked.
"I don't know how to say this without hurting you."
"Well, it's too late for that now isn't I," I said. I didn't know if I was going to say yes or no to her, but I wasn't going to make it easy for her.
"Is it my age Kristy, Am I not able to please you like I once did? Are you planning on leaving me for a younger man?"
"No Tommy, it's not like that. It's just that Bob has asked me ...."
"Bob Barns?" I asked.
"Tommy, there's just something about him. He's handsome, in great shape, intelligent and wealthy. He is also very nice. He notices everything and always has nice things to say to me. For instance, last week I had my hair done and he noticed it and told me how nice it looked."
"Of course, he noticed everything, he wants to fuck you."
"Tommy don't be like that."
"So how long has this been going on and have the two of you fucked yet."
"No, I would never cheat on you. I told Bob I had to talk to you. All I have done is gone out to lunch a few times with Bob. I have never kissed him, held his hand, or let him touch me. We sit on the other sides of the table when we are out at lunch."
"So, the seed has been planted. It starts with flirting, maybe a gentle touch, and then lunch together."
"Yes Tom, Bob has been flirting with me for a while. At first, it was just innocent comments but lately, I've started to enjoy his visits when he stops in to see me."
"So, what are you expecting from me Kristy; am I supposed to just say "Have fun and tell me all about it when you get back? Am I your cuckold now?"
"Tommy, don't be like that."
"Kristy, I had always expected that one day, when I was older like I am now, you would tell me you wanted to have sex with someone younger. I was expecting it to be some one-night stand with a 20-year-old kid or something that could last longer and recover sooner than I could. But no, you are going for the rich arrogant prick. Yes Kristy, he's a prick. He pulled the same shit on Kelly, Frank's wife. I'm sure you know the whole story."
"I do know what happened and that Frank and Bob got into a fight too. Look, Tommy, I'm turning 40 next month. I'm getting old and I like that Bob flirts with me. I don't know, he makes me feel sexy again."
"Kristy, he walks around like he is God's gift to women. He flaunts his money and talks about everything he owns. He talks about his houses, his cars, his boat, all the events he attends, and he looks down on everyone that is not like him, wealthy."
"Tommy, are you jealous?"
"No, I'm very happy with my life. At least I was until you sprung this on me."
"Tommy, let's just go to sleep and we can talk more tomorrow."
"No Kristy, we'll talk now. You are turning 40 and I love you. You look better than women in their 30s."
"You're just saying that because you're my husband and you have to."
"Kristy, are you looking for my approval? Does it matter if I say yes or no?"
"Well, I would like you to say yes. But I don't want this to affect our marriage."
"Oh Kristy, it already has. I think I'll sleep in the guest room tonight."
"Tommy, no, come back."
The next morning, I was up and out of the house before Kristy was awake. She tried to call and text me throughout the day and I just ignored her. I was glad our daughter was off at summer camp for two weeks and wouldn't have to hear what was going on. I expected our life to be back to normal before she or I would be filing for divorce.
When I got home from work that night, I showered and just left. I completely ignored Kristy. When I returned it was midnight and Kristy was there waiting for me.
"Tommy, we need to talk, you can't just ignore me."
"I think I can," as I walked into the guest room and called it a night.
The rest of the week was the same. I would be out of the house before Kristy woke up and I would just eat out. Friday evening, I got home around four-thirty; Kristy doesn't work on Fridays, so she was waiting for me when I walked in. "Tommy, please can we talk," Kristy asked.
"Kristy, what does Bob's wife have to say about you two fucking?"
"Bob and Carol have an open marriage," she said.
"Well, we don't, unless you want me to fuck Carol while you're off with Bob." Kristy looked surprised at my comment.
"Tommy, why would you want Carol when I am he for you whenever you want to make love to me or for just a good fucking if that's what you want?" I just looked at Kristy and shook my head.
"So, what time is your office barbeque tomorrow, Kristy?" The BBQ was at one of the partner's homes. Kristy works at B&B and Associated, a big law firm. She's a secretary in one of the secretarial pools.
"I didn't think you would want to go," Kristy responded.
"So, you were planning on going without me? Were you going to make plans with Bob and get together with him behind my back?" I asked.
"Tommy, you know I would never cheat on you. Your first wife did that, and I swore to you that I never cheat on you."
With a smirk on my face, I looked at Kristy and said, "Oh I'm going to the BBQ all right."
Kristy knows what happened with my first wife Karen. I like to think that over the years I've changed a little. I don't fly off the handle any longer and I talk things through before I make decisions. I even talk to my ex-wife now without getting into an argument. Sometimes I look back and wonder if I made the right decision, I love Kristy and Meg, but did I abandon my ex-wife? My ego told me that I couldn't stay married to a woman and raise two kids that weren't mine.
My sister Tina wouldn't talk to me for months unless it was business related. She keeps in touch with my ex-wife regularly. She was even a bridesmaid at my ex-wife's wedding. My ex married a nice guy. I really can't say anything bad about him. He along with Tina were the ones that pushed for us to reconcile, which we did maybe two years after the divorce was final. I hated what she did to us, but it was just one drunken night and she hated herself for what she had done, but she now had twins to take care of and marriage was no longer her main concern.
I don't know, is sex really just sex? In my ex's case, she ended up getting pregnant. But could I get over a one-time sexual encounter if Kristy asked? Maybe, but not with that prick.
Kristy knows the whole story about my ex and that if she cheats on me, I will throw her ass to the curb. Yes, she wants to have sex with someone else, but she came to me and asked first. I'm not going to let her because I hate that prick and it would never be a one-time thing, I'm sure of that. That prick would rub it in my face at every company event that Kristy and I attended.
"Tommy, please don't start a fight with Bob."
"Kristy, you never answered my question the other night, what if I say no?"
"I would be upset, but our marriage means more to me than sex with Bob." I heard her say that she would be upset, and I didn't hear her say that she was going to tell Bob that I said NO to sex. I'll have to make that point a little clearer.
So, I ordered pizza, and we talked, but mostly about Meg and how the camp was going. We watched TV together and Kristy snuggled up close to me. Nothing more was said about Bob. But I found myself getting very excited when Kristy unzipped my fly and put my dick in her mouth.
"Tommy, will you sleep with me tonight, please, I miss having you next to me?"
"Yes, I will sleep in our bed tonight," I said with a big smile on my face.
"Don't expect to get much sleep," she said as she held my hard-on like a leash and led me to the bedroom. "I have a lot of apologizing to do," Kristy said. As she was done riding my dick, I thought I was going to pass out. Remember, she is ten years younger than me.
Saturday morning, I woke to Kristy's warm mouth sucking my dick. She was either very sorry for this whole sex with Bob thing or she was working me to keep me happy and bring it up again in the future.
I was up and showered and ran out to the deli for bacon, egg, and cheese sandwiches while Kristy fell back to sleep. When I returned, Kristy was making fresh coffee as she walked into the kitchen.
"Kristy, I don't want you having sex with anyone but me do you understand me?"
"Fine," with a deep sigh, "I'll tell Bob no."
"I wish you were saying no because you loved me and would never want to be with another man, not no, just because I told you no."
"Tommy, I love you more than anything in the world. If you say no, then no it is. But Tommy, please don't say anything to Bob or get into a fight with him, okay."
"I won't as long as you tell him that you will never have sex with him."
Again, I got "fine," from my wife.
I did a few things around the house as Kristy showered and got ready for the BBQ. It was at one of the partner's houses, about an hour's drive. He has a big house on over three acres of property with a big pool and outdoor kitchen, a bar, five TVs, and a fireplace/pizza oven. I've been to a few parties over the years and it's always a fun time, but this year, I hoped it would be this year too.
Kristy came walking into the kitchen where I was drinking a cup of coffee while waiting for her to get ready. "No," was all I said as I stared at her in the bikini, she planned on wearing. "Go change into a one-piece bikini." For an almost 40-year-old woman, Kristy looks incredible. If we were around our pool, the beach, or on vacation, I would be fine with Kristy in a bikini but not in front of that fucking prick.
"Fine," she said with a huff and walked off to change. Again, with this attitude. When she came back, she had shorts and a shirt on so I made her lift her shirt so I could see that she was wearing a one-piece.
"Tommy, please, please, please, promise me you aren't going to start a fight with Bob."
"Kristy, if you tell Bob NO then there will be no fight." For some reason, Kristy gave me a look like she didn't trust me.
We got to the house at around 2:00 and there were already a lot of people there. Thank God I saw a few husbands I know. There are five husbands that I like, Jim and his wife Laura are good friends of ours. Frank, who works for me, is married to Kelly. The other three, Jerry, Trevor, and Chris are the husbands of the girls that work with Kelly and Laura. Frank says their wives are crazy. His wife Kelly told him that the girls in the office, Tina, Karen, and Jenny were all asking their husbands for a hall pass to have one night with another man. In Tina's case, she wanted sex with a woman. She calls it "Lesbian Love" lol, and Trevor recently agreed to it. Trevor agreed to it because he wants to watch them, but he hasn't told Tina yet.
I've asked Frank about the other two and if their husbands agreed. Frank said that Trevor told the other guys what was going on and Jim, who is in an open marriage with Laura has been bushing to just let the girls have their one night. He has also gone as far as to offer up his wife to Jerry if he lets Karen have sex with a Black guy, that's her one-night fantasy.
As for Jenny, Frank says there is no way in hell that Chris is giving her a hall pass. Jenny wants to get fucked up the ass or at least Tina and Karen have convinced her that she wants it. These girls are a mess. Chris is grossed out by the whole idea of ass fucking, but he loves Jenny and will probably fuck her up the ass to make her happy.
Back to the BBQ. It didn't take long for that prick to spot Kristy and strut his arrogant ass over with his wife Carol.
"Hello Kristy," the arrogant prick said as he kissed Kristy. At least Kristy had the decency to turn her head and give him a cheek instead of full-on lips like the prick was trying for. "You remember my wife," the prick asked.
"Of course," Kristy said as they chatted a little.
"Hello, Tommy, is it?" what a prick.
"Hi, Pri... Bob. Sorry just got a little confused there for a minute." That got a dirty look from Kristy. "Bob, are you going to play horseshoes this year? I'm looking forward to winning some of your money again." And I got another dirty look from Kristy.
"Look Tommy," Kristy said, "Frank, Jim, and the other guys are waiting for you to join them at horseshoes."
"Yes Tommy, why don't you run off to be with your friends? I'm sure you have more in common with them anyway," said the prick.
"Is that what you would like Kristy, do you want me to leave the two of you alone?" She had better give me the correct response or a fight might break out today.
"Tommy, I promise I will come find you shortly I just need a moment to talk to Bob," That was an acceptable response.
"Nice seeing you again Tommy," the prick reached out to shake my hand like he was saying goodbye to me and taking my wife away. Then he tried to squeeze my hand and the tough guy match began. I've worked construction all my life and this prick thinks he can squeeze my hand. Did he really think that gym muscle is the same as construction muscle?
"Bob, have you been hitting the gym? You have some grip." I said as I showed him no mercy.
"Tommy, please go see the guys." Kristy was getting a little concerned for Bob, not me. And Carol, poor Carol looked like she had no idea what was going on. I wonder if Carol knows she is in an open marriage.
"Bob, how about we try arm wrestling?" I must have said that a little louder than I thought as people around us turned and were now egging Bob on and placing bets. Bob, the arrogant prick couldn't just walk away, he had to show off and talk shit.
"No, there's no need for embarrassment," Bob said, "you do realize that I am 20 years younger than you, old man." And that was when Roland, the partner whose house we were at, spoke up.
"Bob, I have five grand that says you have no chance in hell of beating Tom." I like that he showed me a little respect and called me Tom instead of Tommy. Tommy is what my friends call me.
"Come on Bob, the bar over here is a perfect height. You're both about 6' or so, this should work fine." I love this guy, Roland.
Well, Kristy was giving me the look again, but everyone else was getting in on the action. Believe it or not, most of these clowns were putting their money on Bob. Frank, Jim, Trevor, Jerry, Chris, and their wives were right by my side pooling their money.
"I guess it's your turn to humiliate Bob like Frank did last year," Kelly said.
"Bob, how about best two out of three?" I asked. By this point, that prick was so hyped up with all his buddies egging him on, he couldn't back down now. And that's when Roland stepped in again.
"Tom, I'll cove you for a $5000 bet. I think you can win all three matches," And then he looked to Bob, "Will you take his bet?" Roland asked.
Bob was fuming that Roland thought so little of him. And again, I was getting the look from Kristy. But there was no way in hell I was going to back down.
"Yes, I'll take the bet!" Bob replied.
"Bob, are you sure? That's $10,000," Carol said.
All bets down someone shouted; as Kristy whispered into my ear, "Tommy, please don't break his arm," and kissed me.
Three up and three down. It was the fastest $5000 I ever earned.
I reached out my hand to shake Bob's, but he just slapped mine away. There were a few boos about his bad sportsmanship attitude. So instead of a handshake, I gave him a big old bearhug and whispered in his ear. "Bob, if you ever fuck with me again or hit on my wife, I will put you in the hospital. You will not be fucking my wife either do you understand me?" I squeezed a little harder waiting for his response.



"Fine," Bob said, and the defeated arrogant prick walked away in shame.
"Tommy, what did you say to Bob?"
"Fuck with me again or hit on my wife, I will put you in the hospital."
Overall, it turned out to be an enjoyable time. I had fun with the guys, and I did play horseshoes with Bob, and I took more of his money too. I even made a few new friends. As we were saying our goodbyes, my new friend Roland pulled me aside.
"Tom,"
"Please call me Tommy," I responded.
"I just want to thank you for teaching Bob a lesson in humility. He is a......"
I cut in. "Arrogant prick."
"Yes, I guess that works," Roland continues, "Your wife Kristy is a great girl and I know she loves you very much. The girls in the office talk and I do listen to my employees. Go easy on her, people make mistakes. I'll speak with Bob, and make sure he never bothers Kristy again, I can promise you that.
As we drove home that night, Kristy again told me she was sorry for being so stupid and that she decided to just age gracefully, and she again begged me to forgive her. She also told me that even at 50 I was still her strong confident man and that she will always respect and love me. Then Kristy did something she hadn't done in years. she gave me a nice blowjob on the ride home.
The End
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Just a fun little story.
"Honey, I'm gonna cut the grass."
That's my husband Don or Donnie, only his mother calls him Dominick. Every Saturday it's the same thing. Don showers, eats breakfast, and cuts the grass. It takes him three hours to cut, weed whack, and blow the walkway and deck. Everyone else in the neighborhood has a landscaper so they can enjoy the weekend with their family. Not my husband. No, he won't pay anyone if he can do it himself.
After he finishes the lawn, he'll be in his garage working on his 68 Camaro, which he has had forever, but has never had the time to complete. I can't fit my car in the garage because there are parts and tools everywhere.
Don and I have been married for 20 years and dated for two before getting married. We have two daughters, twins, in their freshman year at college. When we were young, oh the sex was great. I was 27 when the girls were born and that's when it all changed. Don't get me wrong; I love my girls and wouldn't change anything for the world. I just mean that's when sex changed.
You know what it's like when you have kids, you're busy all day taking care of them and the house, the shopping, you get what I'm talking about. I had to stop working when the girls were born so Don started working overtime at the plant. By the time Don got home from work and me taking care of the kids and house, we were both too tired for sex. Sometimes Don would have to work a half day on Saturdays too.
Sunday was our special day. Don has a great tongue; I call it his magic tongue and loves to please me. He would get me off at least three times before he worried about himself. Don was not a selfish man. We would have sex and while I cleaned up, Don would make breakfast and get the kids up.
But all good things must come to an end. As the girls got older, we had less and less privacy. Even if we locked the bedroom door, the girls figured out how to open it with a plastic knife. So, the sex started to slow down. Sure, there were always vacations, little weekends away when the grandparents would watch the kids. Those were fun trips, and we would have sex all weekend long if we could.
The girls were getting older, and we learned that they both excelled at Lacrosse. They're both away at college on Lacrosse scholarships, so at least it paid off. Anyway, between school Lacrosse, Travel Lacrosse, Box Lacrosse, and practices, we were never home. And when we were home over the weekends, Don had to cut the damn grass and work on his car.
Well, things did change. Don was promoted to Forman and his hours were reduced and he hardly ever went to work on a Saturday. His pay was more too.
Don was no longer tired; the kids were a little older and would leave us alone if the door were locked. The only problem was that while Don was all in and wanted sex all the time, I didn't. I don't know why. The doctor told me "Hormones." Hormones, shit I was only in my 30s.
As time when on, we would still have sex once or twice a week or every other week. I know Don was upset with me, but I would give him a blowjob to keep him happy. But he would get mad when I would tell him "I'm gonna do this for you, but don't take forever." Thinking back, I was a bitch.
Well, now Don is in his 50s and I'm in my 40s. My body is going through some kind of changes again, and I need sex all the time. The only problem is Don works and he's tired when he gets home and he's in his 50s. When we have sex, he can't get it up three times like he used to, and he isn't interested in having sex four days a week. So, yes, we needed to have "the talk."
"Don honey, can you get cleaned up for dinner?" Don honey, where the hell did that come from? Maybe I'm pouring it on too thick.
I made Don's favorite meal, sausage, meatballs, and pasta. Don says my meatballs taste as good as his mom's but he's full of shit and just says that to make me feel good.
The only thing missing from this meal was the homemade sauce, which ain't gonna happen. Look I'm Irish, we don't make sauce. We make brown gravy. Tom has learned that the closest he's getting to homemade sauce is RAO's and I add garlic and red pepper. It tastes just like your mom's I tell him, and I get the eye roll and the head shake.
"Honey, sit down and eat while it's hot," Then I broke out the parmesan and a grater. I had to buy a cheese grater just for tonight. I usually use Kraft parmesan Romano; you know, the one with the green top.
"What the fuck is going on Bridget? Freshly grated parmesan cheese real Italian bread from a bakery instead of frozen garlic bread from the grocery store?"
"I just wanted to make a nice meal for you Don that's all."
"You're full of shit Bridget, I know you. You what something."
"Don, I do want to talk to you, but eat first."
"Bridget! Did you hit the car again?"
"No, Don the car is fine." Well, I did put a dent into the car, but I'm hoping Don doesn't notice it. Next time he drives the car, I'm gonna ask him what happened to the car and I'm gonna blame it on him this time. Hearing him yell at me the last four times was enough.
"Bridget, are your parents coming to stay with us? It's not Christmas so why are they coming for a visit."
"It has nothing to do with my parents." However, my mom did talk about coming up for Thanksgiving this year. But now's not the time to break that news to Don.
"Don, please just eat and we can talk later."
"Fuck is it the girls? Did one of them get pregnant?"
"Of course, they didn't get pregnant, the girls have been on the pill since they were fifteen."
"Fifteen," My husband still thinks his girls are virgins.
"Don, we put them on the pill at such a young age because the pill helps reduce acne."
"Are you lying to me, Bridget?"
"No Don it's true, the pill really helps reduce acne." Well, it does according to the Planned Parenthood website.
"I'm not stupid Bridget. I don't believe that for one second."
"Don, I'll show you on the Planned Parenthood website later and you can see for yourself."
Well, we finished eating and I cleaned up the dishes while Don sat at the table drinking some homemade red wine that would put hair on a woman's chest. But that's just my opinion.
"Bridget, what do you want to talk about? And just get to the point. I don't want to spend the whole night trying to figure out what the hell you're trying to say.
"Fine. Don, I want to have sex with other men."
Don spit his wine out of his mouth. "What the fuck did you say?"
"Don, just calm down and let me explain."
"Explain what? You want to fuck other men. What more is there than that? If that's what you want, go ahead."
"What," I said to my husband in disbelief. "You would be fine with me going out and fucking random men that pick me up at a bar?"
"Listen, Bridget, for years I thought you were having an affair anyway. I thought at least someone was having regular sex with you because I sure as hell wasn't."
"You thought I was having an affair but never said anything to me?"
"Oh, calm down, I talked to your sister, and she made up some excuse for you and bought it. I don't know anything about women. Your sister told me to just be nice, buy you flowers, shit like that. I was supposed to keep you happy."
"I never got any flowers from you!"
"Listen that's not the point," my romantic husband. "The point is you weren't cheating on me, but now it seems like you want to,"
"And you seem to be okay with it?"
"No, I'm not fucking okay with it," my husband was yelling now.
"Don, just like my body was going through changes before and I lost my sex drive, now I can't get enough sex. I want the sex to be with you, but you keep turning me away and the batteries for my dildo are costing me a fortune to keep replacing."
"Turning you away, when do I turn you away?"
"Don, I always ask you to come to bed and you stay in the den watching a game on TV or watching TikTok. What grown man watches TikTok as much as you do?
I go to our bedroom, without you, and I pull out my vibrator and I please myself because you won't. And when we do have sex, it's not long enough. You get me hot and excited and then you fuck me once and we're done. Don't get me wrong Don, I love sex with you, but I need more than one orgasm."
"Back up there Bridget. I'm not some kind of mind reader. I'm just a simple man. If you want something, you need to tell me what you want. If you said Don, I need your magic tongue and your big dick in me, I'd be naked and, on the bed before you made it up the stairs.
And who are you planning on fucking, just some random guy at a bar? Or are you thinking about fucking Brian Thomas? That prick is always flirting with you, and it pisses me off."
"Don, how come you're never told me that Brian's flirting with me bothered you?"
"I didn't want to make a scene, that's why Bridget. You see, I always trusted you and thought nothing would ever come of it. But now, I'm gonna rip his dick off so he can't fuck you."
"Calm down big boy, no one is ripping anyone's dick off."
'This was not going the way I planned. But it can still be salvaged, I thought to myself.
"Don, I'm not fucking anyone but you. I only told you that I want to fuck someone else so that I could get you motivated to fuck me more."
"Bridget, that's the stupidest thing I've ever heard you say. Look at me right now because I know when you're lying to me. Just like that acne load of shit. Tell me you're not fucking anyone but me and that you don't plan on fucking anyone but me."
"Don, you are the only man I have fucked in 22 years, and you are the only man I will ever fuck. Unless you die. If you die, I'm going to fuck Brian Thomas because I hear he has a big dick.
Look, I'm sorry Don, but a vibrator isn't gonna cut it anymore."
"Fine if I die, you can find someone else to fuck you. But not Brian Thomas. If you fuck Brian Thomas, I'm coming back from the grave and I'll rip his dick off."
"Don, do you think you can still get it up three times like you used to?"
"Fuck Bridget, I'm not in my 20s anymore, but I'm not 70. I'll use the magic tongue and get you off as many times as I can, and I'll get it up twice for you. I'm sure I can still do that."
"Okay, I can work with that Don."
"I saw some whipped cream in the fridge Bridget."
"Yes, that was for the dessert I made for us."
"Well go get I'm going to eat my dessert in bed."
"And Bridget, one more thing, how did you put another dent in your car!!!"
Good night
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It was 9:00 Saturday morning when I was awoken by one of my favorite songs being played much too loud, but that's what it's like when you have kids. The song was "Jump" by Van Halen. My kids will never admit to it, but they like my 70s and 80s music.
Van Halen was a great band and Jump was on the album 1984. It was the last Van Halen album that included David Lee Roth. It was also the year I graduated high school. Yes, I am getting older. Not old, just older. Once you hit 50, it's all downhill from there. That's when all the aches and pains start. So, at 57, most mornings I feel like shit. For me, the aches and pains are a little worse. I've done construction all my life. But I would never change it for a moment.
The other thing that I would never change is my life, my wife, my daughters our family, my friends, and the memories that we have shared. I'm getting older but looking forward to spending every minute I have left with my wife and children. Are we perfect? No; but we learn from our mistakes and move on.
So, it was 9:00 am, and I was still lying in bed, partly because my back was hurting so bad this morning that I didn't feel like getting out of bed. That's when I heard my bedroom door open. I kept my eyes closed as I heard my wife shut and lock the door. I assume it was to deter the girls if they came looking for my wife. We have twin 17-year-old girls, Tina, and Gina.
My wife slips her hand under the covers and starts giving me a handjob. "Are you getting up this morning, I was going to start breakfast." I knew I wasn't getting laid, because my wife Laura was already up, showered, and dressed for the day, but maybe she would finish me off with a blowjob.
"I'm already up and you have me standing at attention," I said and with that, I received a morning blowjob to start the day.
"Hurry up and take a shower Jim and come down for breakfast."
I slowly got out of bed and did that back stretch that old people do thinking it might jar all the muscles and bones back into place and headed for the shower. As I got undressed, I looked at myself in the full-length mirror attached to the bathroom door. I was getting older. The grey hair was showing, I had more wrinkles than I would like to see, and while I was still in decent shape, I could see that the chest, arms, legs, and abs weren't as toned as they once were. 'I may need to start working out again.' I thought to myself.
I strolled down to the kitchen for breakfast and there were the girls with my wife talking about some girly thing that didn't pertain to me and my opinion was therefore not required. I was only summoned into the conversation when there was a need for money.
"Honey," my wife says to me, "the girls need money to go shopping, there are big sales this week. Which credit card should I use?" That's why I received a blowjob this morning.
"Use the Chase card," was my response.
After we finished breakfast, my wife asked if I could do the dishes while she went off to the stores with the girls. I did as I was asked, still moving very slowly, my back was hurting more this morning than usual. But I knew it would pass, it always does once I start moving around.
I've done construction since I was 15 years old. I went to a local college for landscape design and business management. I started with a small landscaping route, and it grew from there. I now own one of the largest landscape design businesses in our town. I have built a reputation for being fair and honest. If a client wants to haggle my price, I show them the numbers, so they understand my pricing plan. My company's projects range from lawn care, and landscape design, to patio installations. We do decks, patios, and outdoor kitchen design and installation. If it's outdoors, let us do it for you.
I've hired a lot of characters over the years. Some have been good workers while others just needed a little chance to prove themselves. I have never fired anyone without giving them a chance to show me they could do better. That doesn't mean I wouldn't cut them loose if I weren't happy.
I do more managing of the business now than actual labor. I talk to the clients and make sure they're happy, I drive to all the worksites wearing my Timberlands, jeans, and my "Let us do that for you," tee-shirt. The company's name is Island Design. I like to go with a lot of tropical theme designs, it's kind of my trademark look.
I'm a big football fan. My team is the Pittsburgh Steelers. I was lucky to see them at Super Bowl XLIII against the Arizona Cardinals. And, besides winning, the halftime show was Bruce Springsteen and the East Street Band. Truly a great band and Springsteen is such a great storyteller. My wife, being 10 years younger than me, and my kids don't appreciate his music like I do. One of my favorite songs is Born to Run from his 1975 album, also called Born to Run. It also featured Thunder Roads, Backstreets, and Jungleland.
My wife and I have stadium field tickets too. Jerome Bettis, who is one of the all-time best running backs had already retired, but he was on the field shaking hands and giving out autographs along with other former Steelers. Well, he saw me wearing my number 36 and he walked up to me and signed it. One of the most memorable days of my life.
Now I have it hanging in a Steelers memorabilia case, with a few signed footballs and autographed pictures. The case sits in my den on display. But the signed jersey is my prize position, and my family and friends know it, and no one touches that jersey.
But sadly, it appears that someone had.
When my wife and kids came back from their day shopping, I asked if anyone had been in the memorable case, I got a bunch of laughter out of the three of them.
"No Dad," my daughter Tina said, "Gina and I don't feel like being grounded for life."
"Honey, I don't even dust in that case unless you are there to put everything back in its proper place," my wife shared. "Why do you ask?"
"Some things look out of place," I responded, and I saw a look of concern on my wife's face. I let it go, for now. But I did reach into the case and rehung my Jerome Bettis signed jersey. The only way it would have been skewed in such a way is if someone had loosened the fastener that holds it in place.
I just played the happy father. "So how was the shopping today, do we have a second mortgage on the house now?"
The rest of the evening was normal, we watched TV, some comedy special and the girls were out with their friends, teenagers.
That night, my wife 20 years treated me like I was a God. First, she messaged my shoulders and back, and then there was the sex. Sex is good between us, but tonight I thought the sex was going to kill me.
Laura is 47, but you wouldn't think it looking at her. She takes care of herself and hits the gym at least four days a week. She has much more stamina than I do, which was so noted as she was riding me like a stallion in the Kentucky Derby.
"I love you, Jim."
Sunday morning, I was up early, doing the same back stretches.
"Do you want me to fix you a quick breakfast, Jim?" Laura asked.
"No, I'll just grab a bacon, egg, and cheese sandwich on the way to the course." A bacon, egg, and cheese sandwich are a staple for anyone living on LI.
I was on the way to the club to play a round of golf and have lunch with a few buddies. It's our Sunday thing unless we have other plans. Family always comes first.
Every Sunday, we meet at 8:00 am and draw straws to see which foursomes play against the other. Me and my friend Tom play together. We all meet at the club restaurant after and compare scores, laugh at each other, and listen to each other's stories. How many balls did you lose? is always an amusing one. It doesn't matter how many times we play this course; we are always bound to lose a ball or two in a water feature.
I like all the guys except for Jerry. Most of the guys are in their 40s and 50s. I'm the oldest at 57. Jerry is the youngest at 32. He's a good-looking guy, he's in sales and does well for himself. He has a nice house and a few sports cars. But I guess when you're single with no kids, you have money to buy toys. The thing that pisses me off about Jerry is that he always had something to say, old man this old man that. Jim has to get home for his nap or needs Bengay for his pains. He also talks down about women and tells us how he is fucking club members' wives.
"It's like a meat market here," Jerry would say. "Right now, I'm fucking a hot MILF. She got a hot body for a 40-something-year-old lady."
I was wondering which MILF, he was referring to, and it got me questioning Laura. Laura and the kids said that they weren't in my memorabilia case, but if not them, then who had messed with the jersey? I don't know if I was being paranoid, but Jerry was talking about a hot MILF which could be Laura. Jerry is always flirting and hitting on Laura when we are all together too.
I'm not naïve. They say a woman wants an older more mature man, but as a woman is getting older, she starts looking at the younger man.
So, on my way home from golfing, I made a quick stop at an electronics store and picked up a few surveillance cameras to put around the house.
Once I returned home, I had to take a quick shower and we went off to Laura's parents for dinner, which is always a fun time. Laura's dad is a retired electrician and now he plays around with computers and software. He's a smart old guy. He helps me out by wiring accent lighting, which is a big thing these days. Laura's dad is also a big cigar and whiskey guy, which I enjoy as well.
The girls are older now so they get bored at grandma and grandpa's but tough it out as best they can. Laura's mom is a retired high school teacher with a lot of stories that she shares with the girls.
It was 9:00 when we said our goodbyes and headed home. We watched the news while the girls finished the last of their homework. I had no proof that Laura was screwing Jerry, so I didn't act any differently toward her. It was close to 10:30 when Laura and I went to bed.
Laura works for a title insurance company and has always had flexible hours as we had the girls. She was always there to put them on the bus in the morning and get them off the bus at 3:00. Laura's hours have always been 9:00 - 2:00. I asked her if she wanted to work more hours now that the girls were getting older, but I guess five hours a day is enough work for Laura. It also gave her the afternoons free once the girls were older and into after-school activities.
Monday morning, the girls were off to school and Laura was off to work before me. I told Laura I was moving slowly today, swinging the club may have been too much on my back.
Once they left, I got up, showered, and had my coffee as I walked around the house looking for the best places to hide the surveillance system. It was a nice little system. They are motion activated and have a long battery life. I just had to link it to my computer, and I can view it in real-time and the video is also saved to my hard drive. It didn't take me too long to place the recorders around the house.
It was a normal day for me, I stopped at the job sites to make sure they were running smoothly and answer homeowners' questions or deal with other builders on the bigger jobs. I used my phone as a hotspot a few times to check on the activity going on at my house and my suspicions were correct. Jerry stopped by that afternoon to see Laura and was in my memorabilia case again.
He was taunting me.
Was I mad and feeling sorry for myself knowing that Jerry was fucking my wife, yes, I was mad, but I wasn't going to start crying or get drunk.
I swung by the office so I could watch the recording and listen to the audio.
"Jerry, not today, please. I think Jim knows something is going on. He was acting strange this weekend."
"He probably noticed that I moved his stupid Steelers jersey around to mess with him."
"Why would you do that Jerry?"
"Because I can. Now get on your knees and suck me off."
And she did as she was told. As I listened to the recording, I heard Jerry bad-mouthing me, as I would have expected, and Laura was standing up for me.
"Jerry, please stop saying things about Jim. He is not a cuck and we are not cuckolding him either. This has nothing to do with Jim and you know it. One more word and this ends now."
"Shut up and turn around," Jerry lifted my wife's skirt, pulled her panties down, and just started fucking her. I heard the cries of discomfort and pain, but that soon turned to pleasure. But she did force Jerry to wear a condom even though he protested.
'Well, I guess I have a few options to think about,' I thought to myself. The first and most obvious is to confront Laura. I'm not going to sit back and plan some elaborate revenge tactic. But I had to decide if I could live with her or if we would divorce. 20 years is a long time to just throw away a happy marriage. I printed out a few still shots and it was time to confront my wife.
I left my office and got home around 5:00 to my wife cooking dinner. "Where are the girls?" I asked.
"They won't be home until around 7:00 tonight," Laura responded.
"Laura, can you sit down and talk, please."
"What is it Jim, you look concerned."
Laura sat down at the breakfast table across from me as I slid a manila folder to her. I could see the concern on her face and a tear in her eye. She knew something was up.
Laura opened the folders and gave a deep breath. "I knew you would figure it out. Jerry was so arrogant, he had to move those things around in the memorabilia case."
"Neither you nor the girls admitted to moving anything in the case and Jerry was talking about a MILF he was fucking, so I put a few cameras around the house," I said.
"You watch us having sex; oh my god Jim I'm sorry. But I'm also glad you found out. It was let Jerry tell you what he knows about me, and I live with the consequences, or let Jerry fuck me and he wouldn't say anything to you, the girls, or my parent. I am truly sorry,"
"Laura, what's going on."
"I guess it doesn't matter anymore," she said as she started to cry, "as I suspect you'll be divorcing me anyway."
I was expecting more remorse and begging me not to divorce her, but I wanted to hear where this was going.
"Jim, when I was in college, money was tight. Dad didn't always have work, so I found a job to help pay for college. My parents knew I was working but not what I was doing. I worked in a strip club Jim."
"Who cares about that? And how did Jerry find out?"
"Jim, I was an escort at college too."
"How can Jerry have pictures," I asked, "he's 15 years younger than you, he wasn't even there."
"I don't know, maybe they were old pictures that ended up on a porn site and he recognized me."
"Laura, I think your looks have changed since you were in your 20s."
"Jim, he said he has videos of me having sex. There were a few guys that would pay me a lot of money to record me fucking."
"Have you seen the pictures?"
"No, but he knows the truth about me, I'm sure he has pictures too. Jim, I'm sorry." Laura was in tears again and battling to get her words out.
"Laura, I don't care what you did before we met, started dating, and got married, all I care about is what is going on now. Give me some time to think about this."
I knew the only way to stop this was to turn the table on Jerry. I needed incriminating information on him.
"How often does Jerry come by and make you have sex with him?" I asked.
"He just sends me a text and shows up after I get home from work," Laura responded.
"And how long has this been going on?" I asked.
"I've only been with Jerry three times Jim. I'm sorry. Please don't divorce me."
"Okay Laura, just stop. Listen next time Jerry comes over I want you to tell him that "it's over and you will not be blackmailed any longer." I'm sorry to say this, but we need him to be forceful with you. We need non-consensual sex on tape."
"I can do that Jim, and please forgive me."
"It's okay Laura. I wish you had just come to me first, but we'll be fine. And one more thing Laura, you will never again have sex with anyone but me or I will divorce you. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Jim. I understand and I will never chea.. I love you."
Laura texted me and told me that Jerry was on his way over and our plan worked. We now had Jerry on video. "Jerry, I can't do this any longer, I can't do this to Jim. Show the pictures to whomever you want, but I will not let you blackmail me any longer."
"Shut up you stupid bitch, you'll do what I say. I don't care if Jim knows or not. But I will let your children and family know. Now, suck my dick."
Laura tried to fight Jerry, but he was too strong. Laura sucked him off and then Jerry dragged Laura into our bedroom and fucked her like an animal. But I could see the pleasure on Laura's face, which concerned me a little.
"Jim, do you think we can get Jerry to stop blackmailing me? Can we stop him from sending the pictures and videos to the kids and my mom and dad now?"
"Yes, we have what we need to go to the police and have Jerry charged with rape."
"Jim, you know we can't go to the police with this. If we file rape charges against Jerry, he will still be able to send the pictures and videos to the kids and mom and dad. There would no longer be a reason for him not to. And I doubt he would even give us the pictures and videos."
"You're right. All we can do is threaten him. He either stops or we take the go to the police and live with the consequences."
"Thank you, Jim. I just want this to be over so we can move on with our lives. Jim, I will always tell you the truth and never again keep anything from you."
Epilogue
It's been a year now and Jerry has left us alone. I still have the surveillance system throughout the house. I told Laura I took them down and just left the few cameras outside the house and around the yard, I lied. The other thing I left in place that Laura didn't know about, was the tracker in her car and the software on her cell phone that allows me to read her texts and listen to her phone conversations.
I've learned a lot about electronics over the years from Laura's father. He's into all kinds of gadgets. He's the one that told me you could hack into anything nowadays. I saved this conversation that Laura had with Jerry.
"Jerry you arrogant bastard. Why did you have to move things around in Jim's memorabilia case and why would you tell him you were fucking a MILF."
"Calm down Laura, he doesn't know about us."
"Yes, he does Jerry. I should never have let this start in the first place."
"Listen to you. You may have been drunk the first time we fucked, and I may have taken advantage of you, but Laura you never complained when you came back for more."
"Well, it's over now Jerry; I can't believe I had to lie to Jim. I'm not losing my husband and family over sex with you. I may have discovered that I enjoy rough sex, but it won't be with you. I don't even like you."
"I know you hate me Laura and that's what makes it so much fun."
Laura went on to explain that she had lied to me and that I had a plan in place and begged Jerry to play along and never bother us again and he agreed.
Why didn't I just divorce Laura? Because I didn't. Laura and I are happy together. Sex is fantastic. Sometimes we make love and other times, I give Laura the rough sex she found she desires. Maybe one day I'll let her know that I'm not dumb and that I knew there were no pictures or videos. Or maybe I won't. Who knows.
Look she made a mistake and she worked with me to fix it. We're happy together and there was no reason to ruin a perfectly good marriage and family. And besides, I'm too old to start all over again.



If, however, I find out that she is cheating on me again, I will divorce her.
I did do one thing to Jerry to get even with him. I had one of my cement trucks dump a load into Jerry's new $272,300 Porsche 911 Sport Classic coupe. It was an honest mistake. But Jerry couldn't sue me. I made sure he understood that no matter what he said, I would not believe him, and I made sure he understood that I held the video with his confession to blackmailing Laura and raping her. I could give it to the police and just make it public and ruin his reputation and life. Laura and Jerry never thought about this when they agreed to go along with my plan.
The End
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I know it's been a while and I'm sure everyone has missed me.
Just another fun story
If your wife of 20 years all the sudden told you she loved you and in the same breath also said, "But something is missing," what the fuck would you do? Well, let me tell you, my story.
I met my wife, Kelly, at college. I'm not going to bore you with details, it was college. We got high, drank too much, and fucked like rabbits. I had been fucking Kelly off and on since our sophomore year; along with fifteen other guys that I know of. Hey look, to be fair, I was fucking any girl that would say yes to me too. And some said yes at the same time. High-five, that's right, I had a few threesomes at college.
Once Kelly and I got all the sex out of our system, we started dating exclusively. After college, we both got jobs pretty quickly and moved in together.
Unlike most of the kids that go to college, I took it seriously, and after college, I started working at an investment firm. I was doing well for myself and learning a lot. Kelly was interviewing for a teacher's position and working at a retail store temporarily.
When I was 23, my grandmother passed away. Jenny, that's my sister, and I didn't know that our grandmother was rich. But once we turned 25, we got a call from her attorney. Grandma left each of us five million.
My sister wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed. When she was at college, she fucked more than Kelly and I combined. I don't even think she graduated college. But if she did, I'm sure she did it on her knees.
Jenny had issues too. She couldn't focus on shit for more than five minutes. One night I made her sign documents, turning all her inheritance over to me. No, I wasn't stealing her money. She just couldn't be trusted with that much money. Anyway, what should have taken a half hour, took three hours.
My sister was watching TV while I was trying to talk to her. She was walking around her apartment looking for something, for what, I don't know what, and apparently, she didn't know either or just couldn't remember. Then she was back to watching the TV, "What did I miss?" she said. She was watching "The Simple Life" for God's sake. "That's Hot," How many times did we have to hear Paris Hilton say her famous line?
Look, my mom and dad thanked me for stepping in before Jenny blew all her money. Jenny was an impulse buyer. There's no thought put into it, Jenny sees it and buys it. Giving Jenny money is like giving a kid a hundred dollars in a candy store.
As soon as the five million dollars were deposited in Jenny's bank account, she bought herself a Corvette. One day while driving down the road, Jenny turned to look at the cute dog or the cute guy walking the dog, either way, the outcome was the same. Jenny blew a red light, and the Corvette was totaled.
But maybe it was fate. The guy with the dog ran to see if Jenny was okay and it was love at first sight. They married a year later.
Jenny is now all grown up, but she's still fucked up. I know that's mean, but it's true. She's on some meds now so I guess she's a little better and she's married to Jim and he's a nice guy and he does a good job keeping Jenny out of trouble. They had a daughter too; her name is Beth and seems to be normal. I think she takes after her dad's side of the family.
So, like I said, I took my sister's money, and we became partners in an investment firm. Once she met and married Jim, who is an accountant and very good with numbers, I hired him to handle our books.
Enough of that, let's move on.
Kelly and I moved in together right out of college and eventually got married. We had twin girls (Sara and Tara). Our life was great for 20 years. Until that one night, Kelly wanted to have that conversation.
Kelly never saw that one coming. She thought I loved her enough to let her just go out and fuck any guy she picked up at a bar.
"Tom, you know I love you, but something is missing." That's what she said. And being the nice guy that I am, I asked Kelly what was wrong and what I could do to help. I was really thinking to myself, 'I hope she doesn't want another kid. Our daughters are freshmen this year and I didn't feel like starting over again.' Anyway, that's not what my wife wanted; my wife wanted to fuck another guy or guys.
She pulled out the whole lame excuse, "The girls are off at college, and I miss them. My whole life has revolved around them and now that they are gone and you are at work all day, I'm lonely and bored."
"So, let's go on a vacation and we can do fun things together. I don't need to be in the office every day," I said, still thinking about how this mess could be salvaged.
"Honey, you know Jerry from the club...." "Jerry!" I cut her off, "Don't tell me you're fucking Jerry, that pompous ass."
"No Tom, I'm not fucking him yet. I would never go behind your back."
"Yet!" Oh, how nice of my wife. She was so courteous to ask for my permission first. "Kelly, if you want to fuck Jerry then pack your bags and get the hell out of my house."
Of course, the waterworks started, don't they always? I don't know if she was crying because she was truly sorry or crying because I wasn't going to let her fuck, Jerry. Either way, I didn't care.
And then I get the famous, "But if you loved me."
So yes, I threw Kelly out and she moved in with her parents.
What did Kelly think I would say? 'Okay Kelly, you can fuck Jerry, do whatever you want, I'll just be waiting right here for you,' I don't think so.
Let me tell you a little about Jerry. Jerry is a pompous ass. He comes from money. He's a trust fund baby and has never worked a day in his life. Jerry lets everyone know he has money. He wears expensive clothing and drives fancy cars and always talks about the 20-something-year-olds he fucks on his boat.
I have money too, but I don't rub it in everyone's face; I earned my money. Sure, it started with ten million from my grandmother, but I invested it and watched it grow and from there, I got into investment properties and funding construction projects. Now Jenny and I are set for life.
Kelly would have been set for life too, but she suddenly got stupid.
Did you ever hear the expression "fell out of the stupid tree," Well that's Kelly and she hit every branch on the way down.
More about Jerry, he's like 35 I guess, a good-looking guy and he's a smooth talker. All the girls at the country club say, "Jerry, he's the best!" Kelly isn't the first wife he's hit on or fucked. And let's be clear, I don't know if Jerry had fucked Kelly yet. But I told Kelly when I threw her out, "If I find out that you have already fucked Jerry or that you are fucking Jerry or you would like to be fucking Jerry, I will divorce you and ruin your life."
Did I send her off to her parent's house crying? Yes. Did both my daughters call me and ask me, "Dad, how could you throw Mom out of the house? She didn't cheat on you, that's why she wanted to discuss it with you." Yes, they did.
Did my mom and dad think I should work things out with Kelly? Yes. And somehow felt it was my fault that she was not happy and wants to fuck other men. My dad and his advice, "Are you taking care of her need's son? You know what I mean right Jim, cause me and your mom............" I had to cut him off. I didn't want to hear about my 75-year-old parents fucking each other.
So, like I said, I threw her ass out and she's living with her parents.
Did I have a prenuptial agreement? Yes. Is my business protected so that my wife can't just take half of everything? Yes. Whose idea was it to protect my assets? It was my fucked-up sister's idea. It was the only time in my life that I ever listened to her. I remember the conversation.
"Tommy, if you're going to marry Kelly, you need a prenuptial agreement.
"Kelly loves me I don't need a prenuptial agreement."
"Tommy," my sister said to me as she stared me in the eyes, "A man gets bored he looks for a hobby. A woman gets bored she looks for excitement. A man gets excited over a new golf club. A women get excited over a new dick."
"Jenny," I said, "that's the stupidest thing I ever heard."
"But if Kelly really loves you then she will have no problem signing a prenuptial agreement."
So, Kelly signed it.
Let's get back to the present.
I cut Kelly off. I left that bitch broke.
I changed the passcode on all the doors and the garage of our..., I mean, my house. The company owns the house and I make minimal rent payments to my company each month. I had her car taken away; it was leased through the company. I also emptied the checking and savings accounts and transferred the money into a new account under my name only. I canceled our joint credit cards and only left her with one credit card. Let her figure out how to pay off her Amazon balance.
Over the next few months, I received calls and texts from Kelly, Sara, Tara, my parents, Kelly's parents, and Kelly's stupid friend Laurie from the club, whom I'm sure had something to do with this mess too.
Laurie has an open marriage with her idiot husband Henry. I say open marriage, but I've never heard that Henry is fucking anyone but Laurie. Laurie on the other hand is fucking any guy with a pulse.
Kelly's club membership was paid for the year, or I would have stopped those payments too. I'm sure Laurie was telling Kelly that I would eventually give in as Henry did. That stupid idiot.
Of course, Kelly is sorry now and wants to talk to me and my family wants me to work things out.
"I don't know if I want to "work things out" with someone who wants to be with another man," that's what I told all of them.
As for Kelly, I haven't spoken to her since I kicked her out. The twins call me every day to tell me how sad their mother is and that all she does is cry to them on the phone.
Sure, they're getting tired of hearing her. They want me to take her back, so they don't have to listen to her any longer.
My sister was the only one on my side. "Tommy," she still calls me Tommy, her little brother. She's only three minutes older than me, "you need to teach that bitch a lesson!" my crazy sister's words of wisdom. "I told you 20 years ago that this would happen. Kelly got bored and found a new dick. You need to break that bitch and show her what she will lose if she ever fucks up again."
I did feel bad for Kelly's parents, I heard they were supporting her, so I gave them some money to cover Kelly's room and board.
Now that I think of it, Kelly hasn't worked a day in her life since I received my inheritance. We weren't even married yet when Kelly quit her job and I've supported her ever since.
Well, Kelly was penniless now, so she had to find a job. It took a while, but she got a job working as a hostess and a very nice restaurant.
Let's call it even four months since I kicked Kelly out and I still haven't talked to her. I haven't filed for divorce yet either. And to be honest, I probably won't but I need Kelly to see what life would be like if she ever says or does anything stupid ever again.
I did hire a PI to periodically follow Kelly to see if she meets Jerry or anyone else. So far all she does is go to work and back to her parent's house and cry on the phone to our daughters.
So, what did I do next, I went out to dinner at the restaurant where Kelly works.
"Table for two, the reservation is under Tom Williams," I said. As I stood there looking at Kelly, I was holding the hand of a beautiful blond-haired, blue-eyed 30-year-old woman named Lisa. I thought Kelly was going to pass out, but she had to do her job, so she walked us to our table.
"Tom, can we please talk," Kelly asked me.
Before I could say anything, Lisa asked Kelly for a Martini and then gently took my hand and started talking to me. Kelly walked away with tears in her eyes.
It was a beautiful evening and as Lisa and I started to walk out of the restaurant, Kelly approached me again, "You had a good man, but he wasn't enough for you, you just had to have more. Well, now he is mine so please leave us alone," Lisa said to Kelly.
Lisa is my secretary, and Kelly has always thought that Lisa had a crush on me. 'Someone will be getting a very big Christmas bonus this year.' I said to myself as we walked away leaving Kelly crying.
I was still ignoring the calls and texts from Kelly, but not my daughters. "Dad," it was Tara, "you're dating your secretary! Mom didn't cheat on you, all she wanted to do was discuss it with you."
"Oh sweety, your mother just felt guilty and was looking to me for my approval. She already had that arrogant prick ready and waiting for me to say yes.
No sweety I'm not playing that little game. I think they call that a cuckold husband. A husband that lets his wife fuck other guys. Next, she'll want to make me watch."
"Mom would never do that to you!"
"Maybe not, but that prick Jerry would. I know he would be bad-mouthing me in front of others," and I was right.
My sister and Jim stopped by one day to see how I was doing.
"I spoke to Kelly, and she was in tears," my sister said, "seeing you with your secretary has pushed her over the edge. Tom, I think she's learned her lesson and it might be time to forgive her."
And then Jim said, "But there is one more matter to take care of first."
"Talk to me Jim," I said.
"Jerry is talking shit at the club. He's telling everyone that Kelly left you to be with him. And there was some talk of you begging Kelly for another chance. He said you could no longer give Kelly what she needed so she left you to be with, a real man."
"Oh, that prick needed to learn a lesson too," I said.
I had to make a few phone calls and spend a pretty penny on what I had planned for Jerry.
Jerry loves the woman, and for some reason, the women, single or married, love Jerry too. And I found a 25-year-old woman that Jerry would find extremely attractive. I had to pay off a lot of people to get my plan to work. I needed to get my girl to be the cart girl at the country club while Jerry was playing 18 holes. Well, my plan came together one Saturday afternoon. I had my beautiful cart girl flirting with Jerry and waiting at every hole with a drink for him. "Can you show me how I should hold your club," she asked Jerry.
Jerry had her hold the club as he stood behind her bushing his dick against her ass. "I'd rather play with your balls than golf balls," she said.
Mindy, that's the cart girl's name, texted me that they were on the 10th tee, "Jerry is all over me and looking forward to getting his dick sucked." Mindy sent me a video of Jerry on the 12th tee. Jerry was so drunk that he fell over when he tried to swing his driver, so Mindy offered to take him back to the clubhouse.
On the way to the clubhouse, Mindy was stroking Jerry's dick. Mindy told Jerry she wanted to suck his shaft and play with his balls.
Mindy made a little detour on the way to the clubhouse.
There's an open field by the cart storage that no one goes to. It used to be a range, but now it's just an open field, covered by trees and bushes. Mindy took Jerry to the field where I was hiding ready to video the action.
I was close enough to hear them talking too.
"Jerry, I need that big dick of yours in my mouth," Mindy opened his fly, pulled his pants down, and started stroking his dick. "Jerry, my god it's so big." And down she went on him. At the same time, Mindy had taken her clothes off and was playing with herself. Jerry was too drunk to notice, and he was enjoying the blowjob he was getting. Now came the fun part, Mindy took Jerry's dick out of her mouth and was jerking him off while at the same time, she was jerking herself off all over Jerry.
Yes, Mindy was a transvestite. And I had it all on video. Mindy gave Jerry a passionate kiss, got up, dressed, and took off in the cart while Jerry was still trying to figure out what the hell had just happened.
The next day, I sent the video around to all my golf buddies at the club. Jerry is no longer a member.
So, what did I do about Kelly? I let her sweat it out for another month and thought about holding out longer, but I hadn't had sex in a while. You can only jerk off for so long.
So yes, I let her off the hook and told her that this was her one and only lapse in judgment, and if it happened again, well she saw what her life would be like. I also showed her the video of Jerry and told her I could ruin anyone's life if I put my mind to it.
I don't ever want to hear, "I'm lonely and bored," ever again so I told her to keep her job at the restaurant.
The End
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It was a beautiful warm spring evening as I sat at a bar alone. Why was I alone? Because my husband was working late again. My husband is a senior partner at a law firm in the city; he has a lot going on and people depend on him. He tells me it will not be like this forever, but it has been like this for the past 15 years.
My husband Tom is 10 years older than me, and he assures me that he is retiring at 55, "Just another five years I promise," he says. Do I believe him? No. He loves his job, especially his pro bono cases. He loves to help people who can't afford an attorney, "Public Defenders are court-appointed monkeys," Tom says.
I met Tom at my court date 17 years ago. I was in court because of a speeding ticket. It was my 3rd. My ticket was bad, 60 in a 20 in front of a school. I was worried that I might get my license taken away, so I ended up with a court-appointed attorney to plead my case. Well, I thought I had an attorney. Something happened and I found myself alone trying to figure out what to do.
The judge asked me, "How do you plead?"
Of course, I said, "Not guilty," and then followed that up with "but my attorney isn't here."
"That's not the court's problem," the judge said.
"Your honor," Tom came from out of nowhere, "traffic, you know how Long Island can be." I'm going to need a few minutes with my client, and I don't think we need to waste the court's time to resolve this matter. I'm sure we can resolve it with the Assistant DA."
"Tom," the judge said, "work it out with Brian," Brian was the Assistant DA.
"Thank you, your honor," Tom said.
The judge then looked at Tom and shook his head, but I didn't know why at the time. A few years later when Tom and I were married, the same judge told me that Tom was a ladies' man, and he knew that Tom wasn't my court-appointed attorney. He also told me that I was the only woman that was able to tame Tom.
Back to my evening alone at the bar. It was my 40th birthday and Tom planned a nice evening out with no kids. We have twin girls that my mom had for the weekend.
So, I was sitting at the hotel bar where we were spending the night, and I was drinking much too much while I was waiting for Tom.
Tom promised me he was going to leave work early. Tom works in the city, and the train ride takes over an hour to get home. Tom said he would be home by 5:00 pm, I laughed when he told me. "Kelly I'm leaving early today." Okay! I responded.
Well, Tom called me, and said "I'll meet you there at 5:30," which then turned into a text, not even a call, telling me "I'm running late" duh!
Well, it was 7:00, and I was pissed at Tom and had been drinking martinis since 5:30. That's when a very handsome man approached me.
"What's a pretty woman like you doing drinking alone?" I knew a pickup line when I heard one, but I didn't care.
"Mind if I sit here," he asked, and I gave him a nod of approval.
"My name is Jerry," he said. I saw the wedding band on his finger, so I didn't know if that was his true name or not. I just shook his hand but didn't give him my name.
Jerry, who should have gone with Ken, as in Ken and Barbie because that's who he looked like.
As we sat and talked, there was just something about Jerry. I found Jerry to be handsome, witty, and very confident. Those are three things that a drunk girl loves in a man. And a stupid drunk girl named Carol, that's me, fell for it.
I got another text from Tom, "Carol, I'm so sorry. I will be there by 9:00; I'm on the train now," I didn't even bother responding.
Jerry bought another round before telling me what he wanted to do to me. I was a little shocked at how forward he was, but I had to see if he could, and the alcohol made my decision much easier. At about 7:30, I was on my way to Jerry's hotel room.
I don't know if it was the alcohol, me being pissed at Tom, or both, but I found myself in bed with Jerry. Was I thinking about Tom, did I feel guilty? I don't know if I felt anything but Jerry's 8-inch dick in me. So, no, my drunk ass was not thinking about Tom.
Look Tom has a nice six to six in a half-inch dick and I love it and I love Tom; but do you know how big eight inches is and what it feels like? Jerry's dick was hitting spots that my dildo doesn't even reach.
But as good as it felt, I did keep an eye on my phone to see what time it was, and at 8:30, I told Jerry, "We're done here If you haven't cum yet, too bad."
I got up, went into the bathroom, cleaned up, fixed my hair, and checked on my makeup. I had told Jerry, "No glove no love," so he made sure to use a condom, which was good since I was going to be fucking Tom tonight, even if he had pissed me off, I loved him and I was not going to give my husband sloppy seconds.
Saying that just sound stupid since Jerry did just fuck me. But there's no mess to clean up. Fuck, I'm drunk and babbling, you know what I mean.
By the time I got back down to the bar, Tom was just walking in.
"Where did you come from?" Tom asked.
"The lady's room," I responded.
"Carol, I'm sorry, there's just so much going on at work."
"I forgive you, Tom. You love what you do and I'm proud of you."
We ended up skipping dinner and just had dessert and a few more drinks.
"You sure you want another drink, Carol?"
"It's my birthday and you only turn 40 once." I said slurring my words, "After I finish this drink, we're going to our hotel room, and you are going to lick my pussy and make love to me."
"You are drunk aren't you," Tom said with a smile.
Once in our room, I had Tom's pants and boxers off and his dick in my mouth. Tom's dick was DEFINITELY not as big as Jerry's, but I already knew that Tom's tongue would do a better job than Jerry's, and I wasn't disappointed. Tom is not a selfish man. He always takes care of my needs first. And since it was my birthday, my needs were satisfied over and over all night long.
The next morning, I wasn't feeling well; I felt as guilty as OJ Simpson and hoped I would get away with it too.
Tom and I walked into the dining room for brunch holding our mimosas that we were handed as we entered.
You probably saw this one coming didn't you, "Tom how are you?" a man asked. As I turned to see who it was, I choked and spit up my mimosa.
"Are you okay," Tom asked.
"I'm fine, it must have gone down the wrong pipe."
Holy fuck! What's the chance Tom would know the man I fucked last night?
"Jerry," I guess that was his real name. "This is my wife, Carol," Tom said as I was about to pass out.
"Glad to meet you, Carol," as he shook my hand. "This is my wife, Tina. Tina, this is Tom and Carol."
"Jerry, please join us for brunch," Tom said.
Oh my God! Could this weekend get any worse?
"So, what brings you to the Island? Tom asked.
"I had business on the Island yesterday, so I stayed here last night, and Tina drove out this morning to meet me for brunch. We're looking at a few areas to buy in. We're tired of living in the city."
"And it's time to start thinking about a family too, right Jerry!" Tina said.
"Yes, dear."
Oh, this guy is good. I'm nervous as hell and he's acting like it's the first time he's ever met me. He's talking about having kids with his wife after fucking me just last night.
Was I Nervous? Nervous is an understatement. Nervous is when you cheat on a spelling test, and you hope you don't get caught. I was beyond nervous; I was at that point where you're on death row, knowing your life is over and they're just testing the electric chair to make sure it works on the first try.
I must have thought I did enjoy talking with Tina. She was younger than me, maybe in her late 20s. Jerry looks like he's in his late 30s, maybe even 40. He was robbing the cradle just like Tom did with me.
Tom would always refer to me as his trophy wife. He wasn't wrong. I keep in shape, and I drive a Mercedes convertible. When Tom and I married, I was pregnant within six months, stopped working, and I have never worked a day again in my life.
I'm spoiled. The girls go to school while I go to the country club. I play pickleball with the other spoiled wives or we go to the spa. Fuck, why did I let myself be seduced by Jerry?
"Look at you two getting along so well," Tom said.
"If you guys find a place out by us, Tina you have to join the country club; we can have so much fun together," Join the country club, have fun together, what the hell did I just say? I just had sex with this woman's husband and now I was telling her we could have fun together.
"Do the two of you have plans for the rest of the day," Jerry asked.
This guy is killing me. I'm about to have a nervous breakdown and he wants to spend the day with us.
"I'd love to go to the wineries," Tina said. Of course, she would.
We finished breakfast and like a caravan, we drove to our house. Jerry in his car, me in mine, and Jerry and Tina following behind.
So, could this day get worse? Of course, it could.
"Carol, your house is beautiful," Tina said. Then Tom stepped in.
"I'll give you a quick tour and show you to your room."
YOUR ROOM!
"Honey," Tom said, "I told Jerry that he and Tina could stay with us for the rest of the weekend,"
"Tom that's a great idea; I wish I had thought of it." Just put the bullet in me now.
"Does anyone want a drink," I guess I was in a mimosa mood because I made a big one for myself and my new friend Tina was right by my side asking for one too. I did like her. She was fun and full of energy.
"Are you okay Carol? It's not like you to be drinking so much."
"I'm good Tom, just enjoying our company."
Tina and I were well on our way to our happy place when Tom said, "Carol, we need a cheese and cracker plate for the wineries."
You see, visiting the wineries on Long Island is an all-day event. You drive to each of the wineries, do some samplings, and sit out on the lawns eating cheese and crackers and fruit.
Once you're out east, that's what it's called, "out east" eastern Long Island, there are all kinds of fresh fruit and vegetable stands and little shops to visit. Those are all stops that need to be made on the way home.
"Tina come help me," I said." Being a mom, I have all kinds of snacks in the house. But daughters are only 10. "Look in the fridge and see if we have any cheese."
"There's American cheese," Tina said.
"That'll work. Just cut the slices into four pieces each."
"I found Cheese-Wiz too," she said, and we both giggled.
"I have Animal Crackers in the cabinet," This girl was jumping up and down with excitement. "I love animal crackers," Tina said.
I had a cooler with ice packs, and I told Tina, "Grab those snack pack puddings too."
"Are you girls ready yet," Tom asked.
Tina and I looked at each other, it was like I had just made a new friend for life. She was me when I was 25 or so.
Tina and I walked out to the car with sippy cups filled with mimosas.
"Really Carol," Tom said.
Well, we did have fun at the wineries. Especially the looks we got as Tina, and I were trying to do whippets with Cheese-Wiz.
"Taste this one, Jerry, I like it! And buy me all these bottles too." Tom was looking at an easy $500 for the bottles Tina wanted.
We hit five wineries, and next, we were off to the farmstands. Tom told us no to the little shops and made us stay in the car at the farmstand too. "We need fresh corn for dinner," I said.
"Tom, Tom, we need to stop for pies." Out east there is a great-tasting overpriced pie shop. The pies are homemade, and everyone knows this place.
We told Tom what flavors we wanted, and Tina and I shared a pie on the ride home.
It was late afternoon or maybe early evening when we returned home from the wineries and of course, Tina was off to her room to put on her bikini. She had much more energy than I had left in me, but I guess that's to be expected when you turn 40.
Was I jealous when I saw Tina in a bikini? No, I wasn't jealous; well maybe a little. There was a time when I looked as hot as Tina in a bikini. But now I'm a mom. I'm a good-looking fit 40-year-old mom, but I don't look as good as Tina anymore. Look at the tight ass on her and her tits don't sag like mine. I just sat down sulking.
"Tom," I said pouting, "my tits don't stand up like Tina's anymore. Do you still like mine?"
I looked at Jerry with squinted eyes as he was first to respond, "Carol, I'm sure your tits look fantastic."
"I hope my whole body looks as good as yours when I'm older," Tina said trying to be nice, but all I heard was that I was old.
Tina and Jerry were in the pool kissing each other and I think there was more going on under the water than I could see.
Tom was cooking steaks and sausage. I had some salads from the store already, so I didn't need to do anything, and I was too drunk to boil water for corn. So, I just sat there drinking, thinking about this weekend and how stupid I was last night. Would Jerry screw up and say something or would I. I was also trying to remember if I signed a prenuptial agreement. Tom was well off when met.
"Come in the pool Carol," Tina said.
"Come on Carol," Jerry was loving this.
I took off my coverup and walked to the pool. "Damn, you look good; doesn't she Tina," Jerry said.
"Yes, she does," Tina said, "and you still have nice tits doesn't she Jerry?"
"They look fine to me," Jerry said.
"And she has a hot ass too," Tom yelled.
Well, I may be wrong, but I felt "I want to fuck you" eyes looking up and down my body, but they weren't just Jerry's.
I jumped in the pool and Tina was right by my side. We were splashing and laughing telling jokes about our husbands, and girl stuff. But I still felt like a piece of meat and Tina was ready to pounce on me.
Jerry was off with Tom, "Dinners ready," Tom yelled.
Half a pie filled me and Tina up, so we opted to keep on drinking. "Fuck It," Tina said, "Let the men do the dishes today let's go back in the pool."
Tom cleaning up the dishes means that they'll just be piled in the sink until tomorrow morning.
"Honey, can I just leave the dishes in the sink for tomorrow," Tom asked. See, what did I say?
Tina and I were beyond drunk by this point, and I knew I would be feeling like shit tomorrow, but my guilt for cheating on Tom was gone for now.
It was time for dessert, so I stumbled into the house and returned with a bunch of ice cream sandwiches, Fruit Roll-Ups, and other assorted sucking candies and snacks. What? I have kids.
"I haven't had an ice cream sandwich in years," Jerry said.
"I used to love to suck on Blow-Pops," Tina said. And Jerry didn't miss a beat.
"You still love to blow pops."
"Shut up Jerry, you're not that old," Tina said.
"Tom is," I said.
Tom and Jerry both laughed, as Tina said, "Can I blow your pops?!!!"
That's when the night really got out of control.
Tina took off her bikini top and bottoms, "Who wants to join me in the jacuzzi?"
Tina had a firm set of breasts and perky nipples and was clean-shaven with a landing patch. I looked at Tom and I thought his eyes were going to pop out of his head and I'm sure I saw his dick stirring in his shorts too. And that's when it came to me.
Fuck it, I cheated on Tom, I have no excuse for what I did, and I will never do it again. I couldn't believe what I was about to say.
"Go ahead, Tom! Get in that jacuzzi and show Tina what an old man's blow pop looks like."
I looked at Jerry and he just said, "Fine with me."
Tom looked at me like I had lost my mind and Jerry gave me a little smile because he caught on to what I was offering to my husband and why. I had guilty slut written all over my face.
"I'm not doing anything that's gonna get me into trouble once we all sobber up," Tom said.
"Guys," Jerry said, "Tina and I we kind of um swing. We swap and share and sometimes we stray and tell each other of our adventures. So, Tom, if it's okay with Carol, it's fine with Tina and me."
"Tom," I took a deep breath, "would you like to have sex with Tina?" We were beyond drunk at this point, and I was hoping Tom would just go for it. "Tom, I am not a lesbian or Bi, but I'd like to do her." I don't know where that came from.
"Carol, are you sure? I mean we're fucked up right now but sex with someone else could ruin our marriage." As Tom said this, he was already in the jacuzzi. Yes, he still had his swim trunks on, but it was as if he was looking into the sun, and I thought he would go blind if he stared much longer at Tina's tits.
"But If I said yes Tom and gave you permission, one night only, would you?"
I already knew Tina was stroking his dick under the water. But Tom was standing firm that he would not do it. Any longer and Tina would have had Tom coming in his shorts.
"If you promise not to divorce me tomorrow, I might consider it," Tom said.
That's what I was hoping to hear. What 50-year-old drunk man was going to say no to having sex with a girl half his age, when he had his wife's approval?
Now that I was comfortable Tom would go for it, it was now time to come clean, save my marriage, and clear my conscience.
You thought I wasn't going to tell Tom, didn't you?
"Tom, I have something to tell you and please promise not to get mad at me," I said with tears in my eyes.
"What is it, honey?"
"I was drunk and mad at you last night and Jerry didn't know who I was when he approached me." I was starting to sob as I spoke, "And, and, last night before you got to the restaurant," I breathed in and let out a drunken sob, "I had sex with Jerry. I have felt guilty all day. I will never let it happen again. Please don't divorce me."
I had my head down and slowly lifted it with a sad face as I looked at Tom to see if I was forgiven.
"I'm sorry to Tom," Jerry said, "I had no idea that Caol was your wife. She was sitting at the bar so lonely and she was complaining about her husband not being there on her birthday. Well, we were talking it up, had a few more drinks together, and I convinced Carol to join me in my room."
Tina looked at Tom, "It looks like you and I were left out last night. I would love for you to fuck me."
"Please, please Tom, have sex with Tina so I can stop feeling guilty for what I did to you. Think of it as a hall pass weekend. Please do this and we will be faithful to each other for the rest of our lives. I promise!"
And then Tina, that lovely girl said, "Carol, as long as it's a hall pass weekend, can we play after I ride Tom into an early grave?"
"That sounds like fun to me," Tom said, "but only one time, and then our life goes back to normal."
What a fucked-up weekend this turned out to be. Tom took Tina to our bedroom while I did my best to have an intelligent conversating between two drunk adults, while our spouses were fucking each other. Jerry just laughed at how nervous I was.
"It'll all be fine Carol. Trust me, Tina will make sure Tom forgives you."
About an hour and a half later, Tom came walking out to the pool area and Jerry handed him a cigar.
I looked at Tom and asked, "Are we good Tom?"
Tom kissed me on the forehead and said, "As long as it never happens again. Now get up to our bedroom, Tina's waiting for you."
Well, this weekend was a first for everything. I cheated on my husband, and I told my husband he could have sex with the wife of the man I had cheated on him with and now I was going to have sex with her too.
"What the hell, you only live once," I said.
It was 10:00 Sunday morning when Tina and I emerged from the bedroom wearing our bikinis and I had the biggest smile ever on my face.
Tom and Jerry had already picked up bacon, egg, and cheese on a bagel for us.
"Look at you two," Tom and Jerry said."
We were both hung over and Tom handed each of us a mimosa.



"Did you two enjoy your evening?" Jerry asked.
We both smiled and kissed each other, swapping tongues in front of our husbands.
Then I snuggled up to Tom and asked, "Tom, I know we said, "only one time, and then our life goes back to normal" but is there a chance we can renegotiate?"
Tom and Jerry both laughed.
Who says cheating can't have a happy ending?
The End.
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Thank you Kalimaxos for allowing us to continue your story with our ending.
Just Once... If You Don't Mind? - Loving Wives - Literotica.com
Looking back, I knew this was what I wanted, but really what was my motivation behind it? Rick and I were drifting apart, and I made a bunch of excuses and convinced myself that I deserved a break from our marriage, just six weeks was all I wanted. What I wrote in that letter to Rick and the ultimatum:
I have reserved a room for us at the Ambassador Hotel near the airport. If you still want me, meet me there two hours after my flight is due back. I plan on going there alone after my arrival. Please don't come to the airport when my flight lands. Please don't make a scene. Either take me back or walk away.
There was no remorse in my last words to Rick. Either take me back or walk away. What was I thinking? He wouldn't be waiting for me.
I also had a little bit of a reality check over my six-week excursion. There was never going to be anything more than a fling between me and Tary. It was nothing more than sex. And it wasn't sex every night like I'm sure Rick was thinking it would be. No, we were here to do a job and some nights were late and I just needed sleep.
But yes, there was sex at least three nights a week. It was pure sex, there was no tender lovemaking like I have with Rick. That's not what Tray had planned for me. It's funny, one night the last before we left to return home, I asked Tray if he could ever see us together. He looked at me like he didn't want to respond. I knew his answer was no by the look on his face. "Why not?" I asked.
"Marcy, you told your husband of 24 years that you were going away for six weeks, and you would be fucking another man. You didn't even try to hide it from him. I don't know your motive behind your choice to rub it in his face and frankly, I didn't care. I knew I was the recipient of your betrayal and that was all that mattered to me. But to answer your question, no, I'm sorry Marcy, but I wouldn't date or marry a woman like you. A woman that could be that ruthless, have no regard for her husband's feelings, and enjoy, perhaps, the humiliation you are inflicting on him, no I would not want you to be my wife."
"I left Tray's room that night and wasn't with him again. I switched my seat on the return flight, so we weren't sitting together. In the hospital we worked at in South America, I did my job but had nothing more to do with Tray.
Penny could see that I was upset, and I told her what Tray had said to me. It made Penny think about her husband and what she was doing to him and their relationship. She was cheating on her husband too. But she was discreet when I came right out and told my husband Rick what I would be doing over the next six weeks, which was fucking Tray.
You hear people say that doctors and nurses cheat on their spouses all the time. But I never did. I was always a faithful wife raising her children was my husband was away fighting for our country. Oh, don't get me wrong, I was tempted, and I had plenty of opportunities, but I stayed faithful.
I'm not sure if Rick stayed faithful to me. There was Diedre. And I know something happened between the two of them. I have no proof, but she gave me a look that told me something did happen between them. I even used that as one of my excuses for why Rick should let me have these six weeks.
Today was the day of reckoning. Would Rick be waiting for me when we landed, or do as I ask of him in the letter? Would I be served with divorce at the baggage claim, the hotel or would something be waiting for me at home? After six weeks of betrayal, I knew he wouldn't be waiting for me at the hotel ready to accept me back. Who was I kidding?
Well, what transpired at the baggage claim was not what I had expected.
"Penny Washington," a man asked carrying a manila envelope.
"Yes, I'm Penny Washington."
"You've been served," he responded, turned, and walked away.
Penny sat on the floor and just cried. I tried to console her.
"This is all your fault," she said; "Rick did this to us." I had to agree, 'That bastard,' I thought to myself.
Penny wasn't the only nurse who served that day. Two other nurses and three doctors were served with divorce. 'Rick's handy work.' I thought to myself. Maybe I had underestimated my husband. But it turned out that it was not Rick. One of the other nurses informed our spouses that we were all cheating while in South America.
I waited for a man to approach me, but it never happened. I went to the Ambassador Hotel to see my fate. But Rick wasn't there either and neither was a man holding a manila envelope waiting for me. So, I got back in an Uber had headed home. Yes, I was expecting the worst and it was waiting for me.
My husband was not home but there was a letter sitting on the kitchen table. I took my bags to my room, fixed myself a drink, and sat at the table ready to read the fate to be bestowed upon me.
Dear Marcy,
I love you and always will. But what you did to me was unacceptable. To think that you would come home after six weeks of fucking your lover Dr. Tray and I would be here waiting for you with open arms was a ridiculous dream. But you already knew that, and I have felt for a while that we have been drifting apart and just denied it.
So, before I continue, yes, I had sex, sex, not intercourse one time with Diedre. For the rest of my tour, I was faithful to you. I knew it was wrong and I have felt guilty ever since.
Now, let's start with our financials, I have separated everything that we help jointly 50/50. You have control over the old checking and savings accounts, and I have removed my name. I have opened checking and savings accounts under my name. My pay is deposited into my account and yours continues to go into the old account. I did this in anticipation that we may divorce. Depending upon our future together, the house will be sold, and the proceeds will be split 50/50.
If you are wondering where I am, I took a little vacation myself. I am with Leslie. It's what you wanted to happen so you wouldn't feel guilty, right?
And no, I didn't just jump in the sack and start fucking her. But we did start talking to each other, going out for dinners, and spending time together. Besides being a gorgeous woman, she is very intelligent. Her husband is an idiot for wanting to share her with other men, but he has his demons to deal with.
This week will be the first time that Leslie and I will be having sex and I plan to enjoy it just as you did with Dr. Dickhead. I am hoping that Leslie is right when she says that it is only sex, but I feel that she is lying to herself, and she might be enjoying spending time with me more than she thinks. Her husband is a little worried too, but he agreed to let us go away together. Leslie told me that she is attracted to older men, and she hasn't had a steady lover in a while. I'm not sure if that is for me or not, but I'm open to giving it a try.
So, Marcy, the ball is now in your court. I left two manila envelopes for you on the table. One is a separation agreement, so nothing is permanent but could lead to a divorce and the other is a divorce agreement. Look them over and you make the decision.
Oh, one last thing. I had nothing to do with the shit show of divorces to come. I wasn't the only one who knew what was going on at the hospital in South America.
This was a scenario that I didn't expect. I was truly expecting the house to already be on the market.
At this point, I realized that this story could continue and go in different directions. Feel free to continue if you like; but I and going to end my story here.
I thought about my options and Rick was right, what I had done to him was unacceptable and we have been drifting apart.
Rick would be away for a week with Leslie, so I had time to reflect on the past 24 years of marriage to Rick and consider what he had done for our country. I was selfish to think of myself and not the sacrifice he had made. If I was going to cheat on Rick, not that it was right, but should have been when he was deployed not now when we were together, and Rick is a loving husband again.
I should have cheated when all the other military spouses did.
So, I made my decision. I wanted my marriage back and threw both the separation agreement and divorce agreement in the garbage.
"Hello Rick," I said Saturday evening when he returned home from his week away with Leslie. "I read your letter and the options you gave me, and I threw them both in the garbage. You are my husband and I want you back. I know it will take time and I will wait. Also, I moved my things into the spare bedroom."
"Are you sure this is what you want Marcy? Because right now, I love you but also hate, better yet, despise you and I will not end my relationship with Leslie just because you want me back."
"I completely understand and accept my fate."
I became a loyal and faithful wife. I limited my late hours and met Rick when I could for lunch. I was still a nurse so late shifts were to be expected, but I had sanitary and eventually was only working two evening shifts. In the evenings I didn't work late, I had dinner at the table waiting for Rick and I was there for him until he was able to forgive me for what I had done to him.
Did Rick forgive me right away and did our life improve? No. Rick continued to see Leslie for quite some time, and I was afraid every day that I would lose him. Rick was discreet, but I knew they continued their affair after they returned from their week together.
I was very close to my daughter, even though she was away at college, and I confided in her; I was not going to lie to my family about what had happened and that while married, her father and I were not truly together. She was appalled at my actions, to say the least, "You deserved whatever Dad does to you, you slut! You're lucky he didn't divorce you and take revenge on you and your lover. I'm sure with his military connection, he could have ruined both of your lives forever."
She was right, and I never thought of it. Over time and with help from Rick, my daughter and I are as we used to be. She even started to feel sorry for me. Rick and I were now roommates rather than husband and wife.
Tray ended up moving to a different hospital out of state, but I had no contact with him, other than work-related, since the night that he pretty much told me I was a lousy wife.
Rick and I finally got back together. I tried my best to be the perfect wife. Rick would take his anger out on me, and it was always a one-sided fight. I just accepted everything he said to me and yes. I would cry but I never tried to justify any of my actions ever again.
It was two months before I finally approached him with an STD test showing him that I was clean. "Rick, would you please make love to me tonight," I would ask every other week, sometimes more often, and we would spend the night together. My toys would only do so much for me.
Each time Rick would make love to me, I couldn't believe I ruined our life together.
As for Leslie and Vincent, we talked with each other like happy neighbors, we even went to each other's homes and out for dinner together occasionally. When we were all together, you wouldn't know that Rick and Leslie were lovers. They were very discreet.
One day Leslie came to me and said that she planned on getting pregnant. I cried myself to sleep that night. I just hoped that Rick wouldn't be the father.
"Marcy! Leslie said with excitement. Vincent and I are going to have a baby." She was sure to say it in a way that I knew it was Vincent's child. I guess Rick and Leslie ended their relationship, but I had just accepted they were lovers so never noticed anything different.
That weekend, Rick moved me back into our bedroom. Was I a second choice, I didn't care. I was getting my husband back and that was all that mattered to me. And look, it's been 5 years and we are happily married again. And I treat Rick with respect and while I may not always agree with him, he may say or do something to piss me off. I never fought with him. I have changed and I know my place. It is the life I have chosen for myself. My therapist told me that it is not a healthy relationship to always give in, but I don't care. I will never lose my husband again.
So, Mary, why am I telling you, my story? Because my son has followed his father's footsteps and he is also a military man. I think I may have had some resentment because Rick was not there for me and the kid. I was being selfish. Rick sacrificed more than I did, and he was doing a service to our country.
I just wanted you to remember that and not end up like I did. I know the two of you love each other and I want you to be a loving couple it may be difficult at times, but never give up on your marriage and love for each other.
"Thank you for sharing your story with me. I already know a few of the wives that are cheating on their husbands, and I don't want to be one of them."
The End
I started drafting this story on September 11th and I thought it was only right to thank our military. I am originally from New York.
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Thank you Grendelpuppy for allowing me to write an alternate ending to your story.
The original story children didn't have names. They are teen daughters Tara and Sara, and young son Jake in my story.
Condonation - Loving Wives - Literotica.com
CONDONATION WITHOUT FORGIVENESS - It has been determined that forgiveness alone is not condonation. There remains the further question of whether there needs to be any forgiveness at all. That is, if marital cohabitation is necessary to condone a marital offense is it such intercourse alone which precludes a party from a divorce, or is it such action coupled with and preceded by forgiveness which raises the bar?
"How can I endure the humiliation of remaining married to a wife who continues to cheat on me? Everyone will view me with contempt if they find out that I am not only a cuckold but that I have tolerated my cuckolding."
David pondered his question to his friend Judge Erwin's (Hank) and his response, and it still bothered him. David was embarrassed that he had not confronted his wife sooner and Hank suggested that it may be best if he just accepted Doreen's infidelity. Their conversation ran through his head.
"Now that she has tasted the forbidden fruit, it will be difficult for her to stop. If you impose an ultimatum on Doreen after condoning her adultery for so long, she will probably divorce you, and for good reason. A more pragmatic strategy would be to talk to her about her infidelities, offer her unconditional forgiveness for the adultery that you have tacitly condoned, then discuss how the two of you will either avoid or cope with her future adultery."
'Do I take a stand, whatever the outcome? We have three wonderful children. Is sex that important that my wife would throw away a happy marriage and tear apart our family? Sex between us was never an issue before. With two teenagers and a child in grade school, how does Doreen expect our love life would be the same as it used to be?' David thought to himself.
David continued his thought as he watched Doreen dancing with other men at the banquet, 'She cheats on me and makes me wear a condom, while her loves don't. Am I already her cuckold? How far will she take her humiliation and disrespect out on me, will she have me watch as she fucks other men, is that her ultimate plan of humiliation, fuck other men and tell me how pathetic I am as I sit there watching?
'Doreen is not having discreet affairs, she wants me to know she is having affairs, fucking other men. I have seen the dried cum on her pubic hair, was it left to let me know that I am a cuckold husband and should just accept it? Does my wife loathe me so much that she would degrade and humiliate me?' David was lost in his thoughts.
As the evening wore on, the music became less formal, and the dancing became more intimate. David was not surprised to see a pair of ebony hands drifting down Doreen's back to caress her butt. He was hardly the first guy who had taken such liberties with his wife. He also was not surprised to see those same ebony hands drift up along Doreen's flanks to covertly caress her breasts.
Doreen glanced throughout the evening to confirm that her husband wasn't getting angry with her. Interpreting his silence as permission, Doreen herself offered no protest as the young Black man began to blatantly fondle her breasts.
'Is Hank right,' David thought to himself, 'by having sex with my wife I am condoning her action, her infidelity, and her cuckolding of me? Or, can having sex with my wife, even when I despise what she has done to me and our marriage, be nothing more than human nature? If I don't have sex with my wife what is left for me, abstinence?'
"If you impose an ultimatum on Doreen after condoning her adultery for so long, she will probably divorce you, and for good reason." David thought about what Hank had said to him.
'I have never condoned her actions or forgiven her? No, this is more than just a discreet affair. This is me being turned into a cuck and being forced to accept humiliation and disrespect,' David was sure it was time to put an end to it, whatever the consequences would be.
When Doreen's dance partner finally ushered her back to their table David teased her, "You two should get a room."
Doreen teasingly replied, "his room or ours?"
'And there it was,' David thought to himself, 'Doreen fantasy and her endgame. I give my approval and she fuck this guy in his room or our room, where my wife will expect me to watch them? I will submit to being a cuckold husband, humiliated and disrespected. My wife and her young friend, her fuck buddy, are free to degrade me as I will be expected to just sit there and accept it.'
Realizing that the moment of truth had arrived David rose from his chair and responded, "I am going to our room, if you decide that you would rather spend the night with your friend than me, I will divorce you!"
Doreen gasped as she heard her husband's ultimatum. This was not what she had expected. Doreen had been cheating on her husband for close to four months. She was excited and couldn't wait for David to finally accept his role as her loving cuckold husband and endure the humiliation she would eventually inflict on him. She thought this would be the night.
'Doreen thought to herself, I know he saw the hickeys and bite marks on my tits and the cum that I had left for him. He said nothing. I thought for sure he was ready to be my willing cuck. I've done things with David that I have never done before to assure him sex would only be better if he accepted me having sex with other men.'
Doreen's young Black friend stepped forward with a smile on his face, which was a mistake, and tried to stand toe to toe with David. People they knew and business quantities were aware of what was transpiring. They saw Doreen on the dance floor disrespecting her husband as she danced with this young Black man.
They focused their attention on Doreen and David. Most were glad to see David stand up for himself. A few women however were envious of Doreen, thinking her husband may be a willing cuck; only something they could dream their husbands would accept.
"David please don't make a scene," Doreen said.
"Doreen, I know you have been cheating on me and I've let it go on too long." he said as everyone around them was listening, "My love for you can only allow me to accept so much. Your affairs and disrespect for me stop now or we divorce!"
"Please David, keep your voice down."
David lowered his voice, "If you want to remain married, you will leave now with me. If you would rather throw away our marriage and tear apart our family than go fuck your young friend. I will talk to Hank on Monday and have you served. The decision is yours."
"David, we can discuss this at home like adults, please don't embarrass me in front of people we know and threaten me with divorce."
"Embarrass you, you have been humiliating me for months," David tried to say softly, "and you have embarrassed me as well as yourself today by allowing your fuck buddy to fondle your breasts right here in front of everyone. No Doreen you brought this on yourself."
"But why now," Doreen whispered, "you obviously knew that I have been seeing other men, and you have accepted it, why all of a sudden are you denying me?"
"I have never condoned your fucking other men. You're not discreet at all. An affair isn't enough for you, you wanted more, you wanted a cuckold husband for some sick reason.
Having sex with you was not me giving you my approval, I had sex with you because you are my wife, and I also have sexual needs and desires."
"So, you don't love me, you are just using me for sex?" Doreen asked.
"No, I love you and wish that I could have my wife back, but I despise you more and more each day for what you are doing to me."
Doreen was now confused and hurt by her husband's words.
"The decision to stay married is yours. I won't be part of your sick cuckold fantasy any longer, Doreen."
David turned and walked away as Doreen's fuck buddy grabbed him by the shoulder. "Doreen is mine tonight cuck."
Doreen's fuck buddy had more confidence than brains as he left himself open for a swift uppercut that laid him flat on his back. David once again turned and walked away.
Doreen stood there torn as to what she should do. She loved David but she loved the excitement and pleasure of sex with other men. 'David must know that in divorce he would lose everything.' But Doreen didn't want a divorce. The excitement Doreen felt was from the thrill of David accepting his new role in their marriage. There was no thrill if David did not submit.
'What will the children think of me if we divorce because I am having sex with other men and what if David tells them that I planned to turn him into my cuck?' Doreen thought to herself.
David sat in his hotel room waiting to see if his wife would come to him. It must have been close to a half hour when he finally left and drove home.
David wasted no time as he started packing what he needed for a few weeks as he planned to temporarily move back into his parents' house. His children questioned why he was back without their mother and why he was packing his clothes.
"Your mother and I had a little fight, tomorrow I will be leaving, and I will stay with stay at your grandmother's until we can decide how to move forward."
The children were upset, but also glad for their father. "So, mom was cheating on you," his daughter said looking for confirmation, but she knew it was true.
"We've noticed the changes in Mom the past few months. I'm, we're glad to see you taking a stand and leaving her. Sara and I have already decided that if you leave Mom, we'll be going with you. Grandma should have enough room for us too."
David hugged his daughter with tears in his eyes.
Doreen returned an hour later, she pleaded with David, "Please step outside away from the children so we can talk." They stepped out on the back deck, "David please don't leave me; I promise to be discreet, and I will never humiliate you again I promise."
"Doreen, I left the decision up to you. If you wanted to remain married all you had to do was leave with me and I would have forgiven you."
"David, I couldn't just leave Trey lying there. Yes, Trey is his name. You knocked him out. There were a few doctors at the banquet that tended to him. By the time I got to our room, you were gone, and I had to take an Uber home. Please believe me."
"Doreen, I want a loyal wife, not one that cheats on me and humiliates me. Even now, you want to continue to see other men the only difference is now you promise to be discreet."
"I'm sorry David you're right. I will go to marriage counseling with you. Please don't tell the children that I am cheating on you and what I have done to you."
"So, the only reason you will stop seeing other men and humiliating me is because you're embarrassed, now that you realize I would rather divorce you than agree to be your loving cuckold husband, and you fear that I may tell our children and your parents too?"
"No David, I love you and I have always loved you. But yes, I don't want you to tell our children or my parents that I planned to cuckold you. I will stop seeing other men too."
"Doreen, I don't know if I can trust you or forgive you for what you have done to me. I deserve better than you. To be honest Doreen, I don't even know if I want to stay married to you. Right now, I find you disgusting."
"Please David," Doreen started to cry.
"Doreen, I don't know if I will decide to stay married to you or not, but you can start regaining my trust by admitting to the children, family, and friends that you are having an affair and having sex with other men.
I will be moving out, and I will have Hank file a Separation Agreement, and you will accept the terms. You may also want to have a conversation with your daughters too."
Doreen found herself enjoying the confident and controlling side of David that she had not seen before. Doreen was the dominant of the two, but not this evening,
"If you do that, I will not tell our children and your parents of your plans to cuckold me," David looked at Doreen for her response.
"Yes David, I will do anything you ask. Please don't tell the girls."
"At the end of six months, we will reevaluate our marriage. If I find that you have had sex with anyone other than me, yes me, we are still married and we will continue to have sex, I will tell our children, family, and close friends of your sick plans to cuckold me."
Doren did as David asked and told their children, family, and friends of her affair. The teenage daughters already knew, and Doreen was devastated by their response and actions.
"Mom, you know we love you, but what you did to Dad was wrong. He loves you. Dad's not going to suffer since you were the one that cheated. You will lose your children and Dad.
To show you what your life will be like if Dad divorces you at the end of six months, we will not be part of your everyday life. You will see us every other weekend just like Dad will see Jake.
It's up to you and Dad to decide if Jake will come with us, but Sara and I have already made our decision."
Doreen broke down in tears as the girls left with their father.
"The decision is yours, Doreen,"
'As Hank said, I seriously doubt that your wife can revert to a life of fidelity, But Hank never considered my family would rather be with me than their cheating mother,' David thought to himself.
The End
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It's not your normal cuckold story. It's just another one of my amusing tales.
I've been reading a few too many cuckold stories lately. I get angry as I read them and want to rewrite the ending or write my own. Some are loving and fun and I can let those slide. But some are just cruel. I don't like it when the husband eats cum out of his wife; that's just not right. Too much humiliation for me.
The Fetish and Interracial readers like those kinds of stories, I guess.
No judgment here. They're only stories and as much as I get upset, I read some of them too.
Anyway, back to my story. I decided to put a little twist on the old cuckold tale.
Again, one of my amusing tales. Don't start destroying me with how unrealistic this story is.
But it could!
Enjoy
We met in our junior year at college, and I knew I would marry Trey one day. He had everything I was looking for in a man. He was good-looking, big, strong, and witty. The first time we had sex, I knew he was a keeper.
Oh my god was it big! His dick, no not dick, cock; his cock was so big. It was long and heavy; I needed two hands to hold it.
Look, I was no virgin, and I had watched porn with a few of my friends. We knew Black guy's dick in those movies. Well, I never thought I would ever have one in me. But now that I had one, I wasn't letting it go.
Trey and I were a perfect couple, a big Black man, and a blond-haired blue-eyed white girl.
All my girlfriends at college were envious of me. I would tell them how good the sex was. Trey even told me a few of my friends tried to hook up with him.
"Trey, if being with other women makes you happy, I will allow it if it means that we will always be together." I know he flirted with other women, but to my knowledge, he was always faithful to me.
Even after we were married, I always feared that one day someone better-looking than me would steal Trey from me.
"Trey, do you still love me? Look at me I'm so fat."
"Kelly, you're pregnant with twins, I know you're going to be a little bigger the normal. But that's okay, we'll get you back to the gym and have you back to your old shape in no time at all," he laughed.
"Please Trey, never leave me," I pleaded.
The twins are five now and our life together as a family is all that I could have ever wished for. I love my husband more than I could have ever imagined. Our sex life is incredible. I don't even worry that some slut might steal my husband from me any longer.
So, if I am so happy, why did I decide to take a lover when I have a man who could please me the way Trey does? Because his cock, was not enough for me.
I know that sounds dumb. His cock is huge, and he fulfills all my sexual desires. But I needed more than a big cock.
One day at work I met a new employee named Thomas. He was very prim and proper. I loved his British accent. He was not my type of man. He was small, only 5'6". Well small for me at 6'. He was skinny and not that muscular. He might weigh around 150 pounds.
He was good-looking, but not black like I like. So why was I interested in him? Because he was so smart and intelligent.
I'm not saying Trey is dumb. No, Trey is a financial advisor, and he does very well for himself. Money is not an issue in our family. But Trey isn't as smart as Thomas.
And what is Thomas interested in that makes him so attractive to me? Well, everything. He knows so much, and he loves to learn, and he keeps learning. He also likes to teach others to broaden their horizons too. "There is so much out there to learn and see," he always tells me.
You know how they say, "A mind is a terrible thing to waste." This man had a sexy mind that I loved. I never realized what I was missing.
I've been having an affair with Thomas for the past four months, and I think Trey knows it. Life has been different around our house. I stopped going to the gym and now I'm reading more. I tried to share my books with Trey, but he had no interest.
"Kelly, what's going on with you lately?" my beautiful husband asked.
"Nothing Trey, I'm just interested in reading now. I can't put my books down. I tried to share my books with you, but you're not interested."
Trey picked up the book I was reading, "Astronomy! Since when are you interested in Astronomy?"
Trey, it's more than just Astronomy. There is so much out there that I don't know.
"Like what," Trey asked.
"A friend at work was telling me just some little facts and I found him, I mean his facts, intriguing. For instance, did you know that humans can't walk in a straight line without a visual point? If blindfolded, we will eventually just walk in circles."
"That can't be true," Trey said.
I took a scarf that covered Trey's eyes and watched Trey walk into a wall. But to be fair, he did walk in a circle and that's how he hit the wall.
Next, I said, "A Sloth can hold its breath longer than a dolphin."
"What's a Sloth," Trey asked.
I was getting frustrated just talking to Trey.
"Trey did you know that Australia, known for its vast landscapes and unique wildlife, is also wider than the moon?!"
"Who cares!" was Trey's response.
"I care!" I yelled at Trey. I went to our bedroom and slammed the door. Trey is not a stupid man and I do love him. I just wish he were smarter like Thomas.
Trey slept in the guest room, and I felt terrible. So, I decided I should make it up to him. Trey woke up to my mouth wrapped around his cock, as best I could since it was so damned big. And then I let him claim me as his.
After that night, I tried not to allow myself to get upset. It was not Trey's fault that he wasn't as smart as Thomas. But I did still love Trey, he was the father of my children and a great lover. I needed him to understand that there was also someone else in my life now.
I tried to be the best wife I could, I didn't want to lose Trey; I didn't want him to find out about Thomas. I had already slipped up by saying "A friend at work was telling me just some little facts and I found him intriguing." instead of his facts. Like I said, Trey's not dumb, I'm sure he knows something has changed between us. Is he just learning to accept that there may be someone else in my life?
Could, my beautiful big black alfa husband be a cuck? Is Trey accepting that there is someone else in my life that I need? Does he understand that something is missing in my life and Thomas can fulfill it for me?
No that's just silly, or is it?
The last straw came when I told Trey he could have my ass. I have never let Trey fuck me up the ass. It was taboo to me, and Trey knew it. Not to mention that giant cock of his would just rip my ass apart.
"No baby, I would never do that to you. I love you too much." I saw tears in Trey's eyes.
I knew I couldn't go on like this. I needed to be open and honest with Trey. Trey needed to understand his role in my new life. Also, Thomas and I were going away together this weekend, and I wasn't going to let Trey ruin my plans.
It was Thursday evening, the girls were at my mom's, and at 5:30 Trey walked into the house, "In the kitchen Trey." Trey walked into the kitchen to find Thomas and me sitting at the table.
Trey had a sad look on his face. He knew this day was coming.
"Trey, please sit down we need to talk," I said those words that no man wants to hear. "Trey, this is Thomas." I saw tears in Trey's eyes, but I wasn't going to change my mind.
"Glad to meet you, Trey," Thomas said and reached out to shake his hand. "Kelly has told me a lot of remarkable things about you. I have some investments that I would love for you to look at."
Trey looked nervous as he shook Thomas's hand. But it was a good start I thought. Maybe Trey will accept that I had another man in my life. Deep down maybe this was a fantasy of his. To see me with another man that makes me happy.
"Trey," I said, "Thomas and I have been seeing each other for four months. I know this may come as a shock to you, but you must know that I love you and want us to be together and see our children marry and have children of their own."
"I won't stand for this," Trey said.
"Trey, you don't have a choice. Well, I guess you do. You can either accept that I have Thomas in my life now or we can divorce. If we divorce, you know I love you and I would never stop you from seeing the twins, but the house will be mine, I will get half of our assets and you will have to pay alimony and child support."
"Don't forget retirement," Thomas said, "you'll get half of his retirement to Kelly."
"Thank you, Thomas. Isn't he so smart Trey?
"I see you two have thought this through already," Trey said.
"We have Trey, and we hope you will accept our relationship and your new role in our life."
"So, you just expect me to just let you do whatever you want with...." as he looked at Thomas,
"THOMAS!" I shouted, "his name is Thomas!"
"So, what now?" Trey asked, "I just sit home and watch the twins while you two are out doing whatever?"
"Trey, I, I mean "we" wanted to give you time to understand what we are asking of you. The twins are with my mom for the weekend and, Thomas and I are going to spend a few days together in NYC."
"Trey," Thomas said, "NYC is an incredible place to visit.
New York City has tons of things to do and places to visit, the museums, oh my God all the museums cover every field of culture and knowledge: There are the world-renowned art institutions like the Met, free museums, interactive museums and exhibits too.
Did you know that Pablo Picasso is said to have uttered the phrase: "For me, there are only two kinds of women--goddesses and doormats. It's Pablo-matic?" Thomas and I both laughed.
"What does that even mean?" Trey said.
"Trey, please don't embarrass yourself, just listen to Thomas."
"A major new exhibit the Museum of the City of New York explores the love-hate relationship with NYC through the lenses of visual art, television, film, music, theater, literature, and fashion.
The exhibition, which celebrates the museum's centennial, is now open in Manhattan through mid-2024.
As the museum celebrates 100 years, it's exploring several threads through This Is New York: The city's mighty cultural energy in 1923; the five boroughs as a constant inspiration for creatives; and New Yorkers' complicated relationship with the city of grit, grime, and glamour.
I must see this! it is a once in a lifetime event, and I am taking Kelly with me Goddammit!" Thomas stood up and pounded his fist on the table.
And then Trey stood, all 6'5" and 250 pounds for Thomas over onto the ground.
"Thomas, are you okay?" I asked as Trey helped Thomas up and back into his chair.
"Let me get this straight, you are taking Kelly to NYC, you are going to the museums, maybe a play or two, and what about the Hayden Planetarium, I'm sure Kelly would like that too."
"Yes, we can do that," Thomas said.
"Sporting events?" Trey asked.
"No, I'm not into sports," Thomas said.
"Bars, nightclubs, strip clubs, drag shows, whatever you're else you're into?" Trey asked.
"No, that's not anything that I am interested in."
"Trey," I said, "I'll watch sporting events with you I'll have sex with you like always, I'll even go to the strip club with you, and you can watch a stripper slap her boobs in my face.
Trey, you know I love you, but I want this, and I will have it. I will not let you spoil this for me."
"What have you two been doing for the past four months?" Trey asked.
"Trey, you wouldn't understand," I said,
"I won't lie to you," Thomas said, "I take Kelly out for lunch at least three times a week and I introduce her to the finer foods that our town has to offer."
"Trey," I said "I've eaten Tuna fish eyeballs and deep-fried tarantula, a Cambodian delicacy. Soup made from ant eggs, and Moose Nose in jelly, which I didn't like but tried it anyway."
"Yes, you did Kelly, and I was proud of you," Thomas said.
I saw the wheels in motion. Trey was thinking. "What about the girls, will you be there for them, or will you be cheating on them like you are with me?"
"Trey, I am always here for you and the twins. I work part-time and Thomas and I spend a few afternoons together. The girls are with my mom anyway.
And Trey, it's not just lunch, sometimes there's an afternoon exhibit we attend or an afternoon book reading."
"Book reading," Thomas said.
"Yes Thomas, a book!" He makes me so mad.
"Evenings and weekends?" Trey asked.
"I'm yours," I said.
"And I can trust you...."
"His name is THOMAS!" I screamed.
"Okay, okay. Thomas, will you keep Kelly safe?"
"Very safe," Thomas said.
"One more question for Kelly. Kelly, are you sleeping with or plan to sleep with Thomas?"
"Heavens no," Thomas chimed in before I could say a word. "Kelly is a married woman, with children. I am not a home wrecker. And besides, look at how big you are. How could I compete?"
"Well, then I guess I'm a cuckold!" Trey shouted.
Will Kelly fall in love with Thomas in New York City? Will Kelly realize that she can enjoy a Single Serving Size Dick as well as a Party Serving Size Dick?
Will Kelly make Trey attend the afternoon book reading? Will Kelly destroy Trey in court and take full custody of the kids? Will Trey be reduced to nothing and live in a homeless shelter?

Or

Will Trey accept his role as Kelly's cuckold bitch husband?
These are questions that we will never find answers to.
The End
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The kids are always neglected in these stories.
Mom and Dad, I want to thank both of you for responding to my text and being on time for dinner. Especially you Dad; I know it must have been hard, no pun intended. Both my mom and dad looked at me with confusion while Grandma let out a giggle
Grandma and I have ordered pizza, please sit, and eat while I talk. Grandma has also fixed each of you your favorite cocktail, at 15, I'm still innocent. I've only taken a few sips here and there and haven't acquired a taste for alcohol yet.
By the time I'm done, I think you'll need it.
Thank you, grandma.
Now, let's start with you, Mom.
You are a cheating selfish slut.
"You go to your room right now Tina," Mom said. But Grandma was having none of that.
"You sit there and shut up before I slap you across the face. You are a cheating selfish slut. And Rodger, you just sit there and listen too. You're no angel either."
Thank you, Grandma.
As I was saying, I don't have the actual first date that you became a cheating selfish slut, I started noticing the change about four months ago. Rather, I saw the change about four months ago when Mr. Wilson was....
"I'll say it for you dear, Fucking you up your cheating selfish slut ass."
Thank you, Grandma.
As I said, I'm not sure when it started, but Mr. Wilson had been flirting with you for months, everyone in the neighborhood had seen it; you finally gave in.
And you Dad. Do you know what a cuckold is? I didn't until Grandma explained it to me. It's a man who just sits on his ass and does nothing while his wife .........
"Gets fucks by another man."
Thank you, Grandma.
Mom and Mr. Wilson may or may not have been, you know what yet, but you must have seen what was going on and you did nothing. Pathetic!
So, back to Mom, and Mr. Wilson. Four months ago, my after-school study class time changed, as I told you, but I guess you didn't listen to me because...
"Tina, today you can just say whatever you like, and no one will be offended or look at you any differently for the language you use. Hell, your parents used enough of it."
Mom and Dad looked back and forth at each other.
Thank you, Grandma.
As I was saying, I guess you did not listen to me because you were more focused on Mr. Wilson's dick.
"Which is quite large for a man only 5'6"," Grandma interjected.
I'm still just an innocent girl. But thank you Grandma for helping me understand that size does matter but being in love means more, no matter what the size.
And Mom, I have never heard one person curse as much as you in my 15 years. Grandma, do you recall how many times I told you Mom said fuck?
"It doesn't really matter Tina, we have her saying up to 10 Fucks on video and it ended with a long FUUUUUUUUUUUK!"
Thank you, Grandma.
Yes, Mom, I have a video surveillance system all over this house. And you owe Grandma and Grandpa $2,500 for it. She'll take cash or a check.
It was a little expensive because it also includes a few cameras in your office too Dad!
And Dad, Grandpa, will not be firing you since you are a good lawyer and Mom started this whole mess first. But, if you continue to fuck your secretary, Grandpa doesn't want you to fuck her in the office any longer. The staff all think something is going on. Grandpa said something about a non fratiniz...
"Non-fraternization policy"
Thank you, Grandpa.
Now Mom was looking at Dad all surprised, with a "how could you cheat on me" look on her face.
Really, Mom, you're going to look at Dad like he did something wrong by having sex with his secretary!
And Dad, Mr. Wilson is a dick, but at least Mom stood up for you, even though she kept fucking him.
Let me play this little clip for you.
"Does that feel good baby, you like that don't you, that little dick cuck husband of yours can't please you like I can, can he?
"Just fuck me Jerry, I love my husband, please stop talking about him."
"Have you made him eat my cum out of you yet?"
"Jerry!"
"Kelly, your husband is a cuck. He watches me flirt with you and does nothing. He must know I'm fucking you. Just treat him like what he is."
"No Jerry, I won't. I enjoy you fucking me and if you want to keep on fucking me, you will stop talking about Roger. And I will never allow him to eat your cum out of me."
"You say that now, but you'll change your mind once you see how exciting it is to see the cuck lick you clean."
You're, still a cuck Dad, an unwilling cuck, but still a cuck. At least you found someone on the side to, I guess, ease the pain of what you knew was happening.
I started to cry a little, but Grandma was there for me.
"You're doing just fine dear, be strong."
Now, I have a few envelopes for each of you. You'll find some interesting pictures and I have also included a flash stick. Dad, the file is called, "Cheating selfish slut." And Mom, your file is called, "Maybe he's not a cuck."
Feel free to look at it at your leisure, Grandma and I have seen them already.
Also, I was in shock while I was watching both of you. But Grandma assured me that in time I would be more comfortable with my sexuality, and that "most" mother! were acceptable acts of passion.
I love and trust my grandma so I will not hold any ill will or disgust for either of you or your partners if you decide to divorce and continue seeing your respective others.
Mom, if you decide that Mr. Wilson is the right man for you, he will be available soon. I sent his wife a copy of the pictures and flash stick that I gave Dad.
You can get an apartment together! Grandma giggled.
"How could you!" Mom said.
Grandma stood up, reached across the table, and slapped Mom across the face. "I told you to sit there and shut up before I slap you across the face, didn't I?"
"I'm sorry Mom, I guess I deserved that."
"At least you're coming to your senses," Grandma said.
Go ahead Grandma you can take over now, the rest of this is a little confusing for me.
"Now, let's continue then," Grandma said. "Cheating selfish slut wife and cuckold husband," as Grandma looked back and forth between the two of them, "Tina's grandpa has helped us to draw up a divorce agreement. You will find that everything is in order and, since you both earn a good living, there will be no alimony or need to share in each other's retirement.
It is a 50/50 split. Of course, you must sell this house as well as your house in the Keys as part of the division of assets.
You two also have all kinds of investments that we were not going to deal with. The two of you are adults and figure out the value of those assets on your own and divide them 50/50.
Now for the most important part of your divorce. You will each contribute to your daughter, due to the lifestyle she is accustomed to (clothing, vacation, fancy dinners, gifts here and there as you spoil her), $20,000 a year.
And that's not all, As Bob Barked would say, each of you will pay me, $2,000 a month in child support since Tina has decided to divorce the two of you and move in with Grandma and Grandpa to raise her.
Within this divorce agreement, you will find a legally binding document allowing us to take full custody of Tina as the two of you are unfit parents.
Tina is heartbroken at the way the two of you ignore and treat each other, and frankly, the way Tina is ignored too.
Kelly, you didn't even know that your daughter's after-hours study class had changed and now it was during school. I pick up and drop off Tina every day and she stays with us, and I drop her off by you after your fuck buddy is done with you.
It took a long time before Tina told us why she wanted me to pick her up from school. She was tired of coming home and hearing you getting fucked by this Mr. Wilson!
And you Roger, you promised to take Tina to the ball field before it got dark to help her with her pitching and batting. You Mr. "I went to school on a baseball scholarship," were fucking your secretary rather than being there for your daughter.
Don't worry, Tina made the team since I paid a college student to help her.
Did the two of you even know that your 15-year-old plays on the Varsity team as the starting pitcher? No, I didn't think so.
Well, everything is in the envelope. Tina is coming with me today. Her things are already packed, not that either of you even noticed.
Figure out your lives. We are not taking Tina away from you. Visit anytime you like and here is her softball schedule."
Grandma and I grabbed my bags. I kissed Mom and Dad goodbye as they just sat there stunned at what had just happened.
"Now it would be a good idea to down those drinks I made for you and think about the life the two of you have ruined for a big dick and some young pussy instead of just talking to each other," Grandma said as we turned and walked away.
Epilogue
Mrs. Wilson divorced her cheating husband. He wasn't just fucking Mom. Grandma said Mrs. Wilson took him to the cleaners.
Mrs. Wilson had an office job and wasn't home during the day. That's how it was so easy for Mom and Mr. Wilson, who both worked from home to get together to fuck each other and Mr. Wilson to go off and fuck other married wives.
Dad made Mom get an STD test and Mom made Dad do the same. It was a bit of an argument going back and forth.
"You think a beautiful 26-year-old woman is just fucking you, her 45-year-old boss? She's fucking you for a year-end bonus. Go get an STD test too!" Mom yelled.
My dad wasn't a cuck after all. Dad knew Mom wasn't happy with him and that she finally gave in to Mr. Wilson. Dad never said anything to Mom, because he was hoping Mom would end it on her own without Dad having to say anything.
Mom was waiting for Dad to step in and "be a man" as she put it and stop it from happening.
They are both so fucked up!
Dad waited a while for Mom to fess up and ask for forgiveness, but she didn't. So, Dad, knowing his secretary would have no problem accepting his advances (maybe Mom was right, and his secretary wanted a bonus), put the moves on her. My 45-year-old dad fucking his 26-year-old secretary. Go, Dad!
Mom and Dad had other marriage issues couples go through the longer they are together. They're still seeing a marriage counselor and Grandma took me to a few of the family sessions.
I lived with Grandma and Grandpa for six months. I saw Mom and Dad every day. They were at every school event, especially softball. We spent birthdays and holidays as a family. But I always returned to Grandma's, even though Mom and Dad were always trying to get me to return home with them.
Grandma said Mom and Dad were still fighting a lot, but they were working things out. But until they figured it out, Grandma was not letting them take me back.
Like I said, I stayed with Grandma and Grandpa for six months, but now I'm back home. Which may have been a mistake. All Mom and Dad do is curse all fucking night long.
The End
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"Tom, I really don't want to go to your office Christmas party this year. At every company event, your boss Jerry is right by my side. He's like a dog in heat. He practically molests me every time we dance."
"Kelly, you're exaggerating."
I love my husband but when it comes to his boss, Tom is a wimp, and he lets his boss walk all over him. He called Tom while we were out at dinner for our anniversary. He told Tom to swing by the office to pick up some contracts that needed to be completed over the weekend.
"No problem, Jerry," my husband said, "I can pick them up for you," I yelled at Tom and told him to just say no! He doesn't have the balls to stand up to Jerry. It pisses me off so much.
Every company event is the same thing. Jerry takes me away from Tom, his hand on my back and slowly he slides his hand down palming my ass.
"Tom, at last year's Christmas party, Jerry practically rapped me while we were dancing."
"Really Kelly, he rapped you while you were dancing."
"Tom his hands were all over me and his dick was rubbing up against my stomach."
Jerry is about 6'2" 220, muscular built. He's a very good-looking man, but he's an arrogant bastard and intimidates all his employees.
"Tom, are you going to say something this year when he starts grabbing my ass and grinding me."
"Yes Kelly, I talk to him."
"Bullshit Tom, you won't say a fucking thing to him. You never do."
"Kelly, he likes to flirt, and he may be a little touchy-feely, but he's harmless."
"Really Tom, really, he's harmless. Okay, let's see how harmless he really is. This year, if he wants to fuck me, I'm going to let him. If he bends me over a table and fucks me right in front of all your co-workers, so be it.
If you don't want him to fuck me, then you stop him. I'm tired of fighting him off.
And there goes those that eye roll. "Tom This is what's going to happen tonight; someone is going to fuck me. It's either you or Jerry. The choice is up to you."
Tom started to walk away.
"I'm not kidding Tom. I'm not going to wear panties or a bra tonight either. And see this dress, it stretches and can slide up for easy access.
The choice is yours, Tom. Show me that you have some balls, and you can fuck me tonight. If not, good luck explaining to our family and friends why we have a Black baby."
Yes, Tom's boss is Black, and I am fertile and Horny as fuck. Tom and I are working on baby number two.
Tom was done listening to me, he walked out of our bedroom and retreated to the den. I'll show Tom, He just likes to flirt, my ass. Tom's boss is a molester, and no one stands up to him. I'm not the only wife he targets, but I look better than most of the other wives.
Yes, I look better. I'm at the gym at least four days a week to look good for Tom. Tom does quite well for himself so I'm a stay-at-home trophy wife and mom to our two-year-old daughter.
'My baby is staying with grandma and grandpa tonight while I get fucked by Tom's boss.' I said out loud to no one in particular.
I walked down the hall to the den where Tom was waiting with a drink for me. At least Tom was smart enough to compliment the hell out of me for looking so hot for him.
He likes me to look good and make his work buddies jealous. Of course, it also means that Jerry will be right there checking me out too. And he does more than just look.
"Kim, you look incredible. I am the luckiest man alive to have a beautiful wife like you. I know I don't deserve you, but I appreciate everything you do for me."
"Thank you, Tom," I kissed him on the cheek and left a little lipstick mark.
"Tom, I want you to listen to me; I'm not kidding. I will let Jerry fuck me tonight if you don't do anything to stop him."
Jerry isn't the only owner of the company. There are two other partners, but it's as if Jerry has dibs on me and the other two just stay away.
"Kelly, he's not going to fuck you. And his wife will be there too."
"Really Tom, his wife is just as bad. At the last Christmas party, she got drunk and gave the waiter carrying the hors d'oeuvres the reach around. His choice was to either drop his tray or get jerked off by Benita, and don't get me started with her fuck name either."
"Are you done, Kelly?"
"Not yet. How does B E N I T A sound like Benoîte? Like she's French or something. She's from West Virginia or some other fuckin hillbilly state for God's sake."
"Kelly, finish your drink, the limo will be here shortly."
"Tom, I'm not wearing panties or a bra. If you stand up to Jerry, I will suck your dick and ride you all the way home from the party. If you don't stand up for me, I'm gonna ride Jerry's big dick."
"Kelly, how do you know it's a big dick?"
"Because he rubs it against me whenever he dances together."
"The limo is here Kelly, please calm down and try to enjoy yourself tonight."
We walked out to the limo and the driver opened the door for me like a gentleman. "Thank you, Harry." We always ask for Harry whenever we use the limo service.
As we pulled away, I told Harry I needed to stop at CVS.
"Thank you, Harry; I will only be a minute," I said.
When I got back into the limo, Tom asked me what I had bought.
"I picked up a few extra-large condoms. The more I thought about it, you wouldn't be the only one who would have to explain why we have a Black baby. I also picked this up for you,"
"What's this?" Tom asked.
"It's a douche!" I heard Harry laugh and based on the look on Tom's face, he finally realized that I wasn't kidding around and that I am tired of his boss hitting on me, feeling up my ass, and grinding me with his big dick.
"Okay Tom," I said as we pulled up to the banquet hall, "who's it gonna be tonight, you or Jerry."
We walked in and I had my arm tightly wrapped around Tom's. I was holding on for dear life. But to no avail. Jerry was at my side practically humping my leg.
"Tom and Kelly, my favorite employee and his beautiful wife." With that, he picked up my hand and kissed it ever so gently and didn't let it go. He just walked me away from Tom and as always, his hand slid from the small of my back down to my ass.
He started to feel my ass like a blind man reading Brail, but this time I just let him or removed his hand like I normally would.
After Jerry was done parading me around like a prime cut of steak, we went to the bar for a drink, which I needed.
And where was Tom? No fucking clue.
"Kelly, I'm so glad you came tonight. I know you enjoy our parties and I love dancing with you." He went from rubbing my ass to giving it a light spank. "I have to mingle now, but I'll be back for you later," Jerry said and walked away, thank God.
"Hello Kelly," Tom said as he appeared from out of nowhere. "Are you and Jerry having a good time?"
"Fuck you, Tom."
"Kelly, I thought you were going to calm down and enjoy the evening."
"Once Again Tom, either Jerry fucks me tonight or you do. The choice is yours."
The Christmas party is always very nice. It's more of a cocktail party rather than a sit-down dinner. There are a few carving stations, pasta, some other foods, shrimp, and cheese. And plenty of hors d'oeuvres.
Tom and I ate a little and I was whisked away onto the dance floor again by Jerry.
"Kelly, I think you know I find you very attractive and I think you feel the same about me," the arrogant bastard said.
"I do find you very attractive Jerry, but I am married to Tom."
"Yes, yes, Tom is a great man and a hard worker. He has a big bonus coming this year too. His sales were incredible; you should be proud of Tom. But Kelly, I could make his bonus even bigger this year. You know what I mean."
And of course, Tom was nowhere to be found.
"Kelly, I must leave you. There are a few others that I need to speak with."
And out of fucking nowhere, Tom was by my side again.
"Where the fuck did you come from. You're like the fucking Flash or something."
"Kelly, I am always watching you."
"Yah like a fucking voyeur." That Tom laughs at.
"Tom, this isn't funny. I need to go to the lady's room. Please don't go running off again."
On my way back from the lady's room I passed the coat check, and someone was getting fucked hard. I just closed the door and gave them some privacy. It was probably Jerry fucking someone else's wife. At least it would give me a break.
Well, Tom wasn't where I left him. And I was wrong, it wasn't Jerry fucking someone in the coatroom. Jerry was back humping my leg.
"Have you thought about my proposition, Kelly? Jerry asked.
"I'm sorry Jerry, what was the proposition, something about a bigger bonus."
"Kelly, are you playing hard to get?"
Jerry reached over and he was gently blowing into my ear, and his tongue touched my earlobe. Now, I have no panties on, and Jerry was doing a fantastic job at getting me primed for either his dick or Tom's. I was Horny and needed someone's dick."
I looked for Tom and this time I saw him. He was staring our way with a big stupid smile on his face. He had a perfect view of Jerry's hand all over my ass and he did nothing. Maybe Tom is a fucking voyeur, or my husband is a closet cuck just waiting for me to release him.
'Jerry come fuck the shit out of me so Tom can jerk off in a corner somewhere. My brave strong husband, a cuckold pussy! I think I'll buy Tom a pair of panties as a stocking stuffer this year.' I thought to myself.
"Kelly, I must leave you again. It's time to hand out the bonuses."
"I'll miss you, Jerry. Hurry back," And there he is again, Fucking Tom to my rescue; late as always.
"You'd make a lousy Superhero Tom."
"What does that mean," Tom asked.
"Never mind." Tom just shrugged his shoulders.
"So, did you decide if you were going to be the one to fuck me tonight because Jerry is offering to sweeten your bonus if I give in to him? Your call Tom." Fucking Tom just laughed again.
The bonus checks were handed out. Jerry and the other partners like to make it very personal and show their appreciation to the employees. Meanwhile, all the three partners just want to fuck their employees' wives. I wonder who was in the coat closet and how much her husband's bonus went up.
"Kelly my love." Fuck, Jerry was back.
Listen, readers, don't go give me an attitude about my language. I was the youngest of four. Three older brothers and a father that didn't give a shit what you thought of him. My Dad told me, "Kelly if you don't look out for yourself, no one else will either. And my mother, well my mother had enough on her plate to keep my brothers out of trouble. She didn't have time to turn me into a fuckin princess.
We were close, me and my brothers. I had a boyfriend in high school; it was our senior year, and we were 18. One day my brothers told me I was single, and I needed to find a new date for the prom.
I went to school the next day and there was my boyfriend, well ex-boyfriend. He had a swollen face, and black eyes and he couldn't stand upright, and he had a bit of a limp too.
I assume he was cheating on me and my brothers let him know that that was not acceptable. I asked my brothers who my ex-boyfriend was fucking, they told me it was Mary Wilson.
I kicked the shit out of her.
Anyway, now I needed a date for the prom. Guess who came knocking at my door. You guessed it, Tom the fuckin Flash. That man always seemed to be there when I needed him. Except when I needed him to keep Jerry the fuck away from me.
We went to Prom together and I had such a fun time with Tom that I sucked him off in the back seat of his piece of shit car.
"I don't fuck on the first date. If he wanted more than a little head, you needed to take me out a few times," I told Tom. We've been a couple ever since, but now he's letting Jerry steal me away.
Tom looked at his bonus check, put it in his breast pocket, and asked me to dance.
"Tom," Jerry said with a smile, "may I have your wife." He didn't say to dance so I wasn't sure where this conversation was going. I was thinking it may be some kind of trade negotiation to see who was going to fuck me tonight.
"Jerry, I think you've had enough of my wife for the night."
I was shocked. Tom was standing up to Jerry. I stood tall and proud next to my husband. I was hoping Tom had his balls back and he was going to wimp out again.
"Someone's fucking me tonight, Tom, and I hope it's you," I whispered in his ear hoping to give him some incentive. I also told him, "We don't want to have to explain a Black baby to our family and friends."
"Tom," Jerry said, "can we talk for a minute?"
Jerry said something to Tom, but I couldn't make it out. All I know is Tom wasn't happy. Tom's around 5' 10", he's in decent shape, but not near the size of Jerry. Well just like Davey and Goliath, size doesn't always matter.
Whatever Jerry said, Tom didn't like it. Tom threw an uppercut putting Jerry on his back. He followed up by lifting Jerry's head off the ground by his collar and hitting him in the face three more times.
"Molly," Molly is head of HR, Tom called out.
Tom pulled a little recorder out of his pocket and played it for her and anyone close enough to hear it.
"Tom, I'm going to fuck your wife tonight. Why don't you go sit at a table and when I'm done showing her what a real man's cock feels like, you can take her home and lick her clean. How does that sound?"
"Molly, I quit and if you don't want this recording played for the company's clients, I would let this little incident go."
"I understand Tom. I'll have your severance pay in your next check."
I hugged Tom and gave him a great big kiss and we walked out to our waiting limo.
"You had a recorder in your pocket," I said.
"Jerry's been asking me for months if he could take you away for a weekend. I figured he'd try something today, so I was prepared, just in case."
"I love you, Tom."
"And Kelly"
"Yes, Tom."
"I'm sorry that you had to deal with Jerry, but I always had an eye on you to make sure Jerry didn't go too far. But.........Tom pulled out his bonus check and it was $100,000. I figured you wouldn't mind butting up with Jerry until I got my bonus check."
"Well, that's a nice bonus, but you don't have a job now Tom."
"I have a job already lined up. Don't worry Kelly, you're still my trophy wife."
"We better get the Chase Bank before it closes," I said, "we need to deposit this check before they cancel it," We both laughed.
"Harry," Tom said with a serious tone, "I'll need you to take a longer route back to our house tonight." Tom looked at me. "What was it you said? Something about sucking my dick and riding me all the way home."
I had Tom's pants and boxers down and his dick hitting the back of my throat. Once he exploded in my mouth. Tom was fingering me until I was ready to take his beautiful dick in my pussy.
My dress was off, Tom was sucking my tits, and I was riding Tom like Ron Turcotte riding Secretariat to win the Triple Crown.
That was just shy of 9 months ago and now it's my sweet baby girl sucking on my tits.
The End
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It was what he wanted.
>>>>>>>>>>
I read this one cuckold story, which wasn't that bad. The husband seemed to be okay as his life slowly changed and he was becoming a cuckold husband. But the author changed the wife once she got from her husband what she wanted; approval to fuck other men. The author, of course, had them living happily ever after. But while it was never the wife's intent to control, humiliate, and verbally abuse her husband, I saw it coming in his future.
After reading the author's story, I asked for approval to write a version from the husband's point of view. I didn't get a response. So, I just wrote my own story and did not steal any ideas or character names. I did like the writing style, which I used for mine.
I'd like to thank Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
Enjoy
"I looked to Mark for his approval, and he never said no, he never said stop, and he never gave me any indication that he was unhappy. Mark was enjoying himself like I was. We were both so happy and Mark was going to be my cuckold husband. All I could think about was fucking Trey."
>>>>>>>>>>
They both had fun during their Freshman and Sophomore years of college. They experimented and tried new things. But by their Junior year, Kelly and Mark had met, started dating, and became exclusive.
Mark was a little shy, he had been with other girls and was not a virgin by any means, but he wasn't into anything wild or kinky. He had no interest in threesomes, even if the opportunity had never arisen.
Kelly, well, Kelly was a little on the wild side and tried many things in college. Straight sex, yes. Lesbian sex, yes. Threesome, yes, of those she had a few. She enjoyed exploring her sexuality. Maybe that was what was missing in her life.
Mark and Kelly never discussed their sex life and what they did before they started dating. Mark had no interest in any details. But Kelly would have liked to have shared her experiences if Mark had said yes.
Family and friends were envious of Mark and Kelly's relationship. They did think that Mark may give in a little too often and without putting up much of a fight, but to the outsider looking in, their marriage was perfect.
If they had disagreements, which was rare, Mark would always be the one to concede. So, life was good between Kelly and Mark, or was it?
Kelly and Mark had been happily married for five years, but suddenly something was different. Kelly didn't seem happy any longer, she constantly looked depressed.
It all began four months ago. "Kelly, are you okay? You look so unhappy," Mark asked.
"No, I'm fine, Mark; maybe just a little tired." Mark took the back of his hand and placed it on Kelly's forehead to see if she had a fever. Then he placed his lips against her forehead and gently kissed her. "You don't feel warm," he said.
But Kelly's depression, for lack of a better word, continued. Kelly felt that something was missing in her life, she just didn't know what. 'What's wrong with me? I'm married to a great man, and I love him with all my heart. I have a great family and friends and enjoy my job. So why am I unhappy?'
Kelly went to see her doctor, but they found nothing wrong, and her doctor was hesitant to prescribe an antidepressant medication.
"Kelly, would you like to go out to dinner or the club tonight? It may cheer you up," Mark suggested.
"Yes, I think that might be a good idea," Kelly responded.
Kelly wore a nice skirt that Mark loved to see her in. She didn't show too much cleavage, those partying, pick-up-a-guy days were long past gone. Mark wore jeans and a golf shirt that showed his broad chest and muscles that Kelly loved to hold onto.
As the evening progressed, Kelly noticed that guys were checking her out, even with her husband the big man that he was, standing by her side. She looked at Mark, knowing that he must see this too, but he said nothing to them. This is something new, Kelly thought. 'Does Mark like to see guys looking at me?'
That evening Kelly and Mark enjoyed sex like never before. Mark asks, "What was that? You were like an animal Kelly."
"Mark don't kid yourself. You fucked me harder than ever before."
Kelly and Mark went out the next Saturday night, and it was the same. A few guys would flirt with Kelly and buy her a drink or two.
"Thank you for the drink, but I have to get back to my husband," Kelly would say.
Once back at their house, Mark and Kelly would have mind-blowing sex. 'I don't like that those guys keep hitting on Kelly or that Kelly flirts back, but she seems much happier. So, she flirts a little. Maybe I can deal with that. She comes home with me, not them, and the sex has been incredible,' Mark thought to himself.
Kelly is not naive. She heard of alternative lifestyles. She just never thought it would be something Mark would be into. She searched on her computer one evening for alternative lifestyles. 'What would Mark be into?' Kelly thought to herself as she did a Google Search: My husband likes to watch me flirt with other men.
Google's return was, Swinging, Hotwife, and Cuckold.
Kelly continued her search to understand more about a hotwife and if that could be what Mark was into. It says, "A hotwife is a term used widely in the non-monogamous community and pertains to a specific type of sexual behavior. Hotwife is a term that is used in swinger communities to refer to a wife, or girlfriend, who is allowed to have intimate relationships with others."
'I don't know, is Mark really into that?' Kelly read on, "In a traditional hotwife scenario, the wife is encouraged by her husband to go out and sleep with other men. Often, this relationship can also open the door to cuckolding. Some husbands may enjoy watching their wives whereas others would rather just hear their wives tell them of their sexual encounters."
Kelly was torn but found this interesting. 'Would Mark actually like to watch?' She went on to read more about cuckolding. "cuckolding" entails a man watching his girlfriend or wife have sex with another man, sometimes referred to as a Bull. The cuckold may choose not to watch but rather listen from outside the room or he may be "forced" to either listen outside the room or must watch, as the bull and wife would be the ones to decide."
'Oh, I don't know. Would Mark be into something like this, or would I?'
Kelly continued to read, "Pushing the limits and doing things that are outside of the norm can add an element of arousal, increasing the turn-on."
"The arousal that comes from being submissive to your girlfriend or wife and being humiliated is one of the reasons guys are into cuckolding. For this reason, the Bull is typically more "masculine" than the cuck; they might be in better physical shape and often have a bigger penis. Often, the cuck will be verbally humiliated and called names, and made fun of due to their "small dick."
Kelly did not like the element of humiliation and verbal abuse at all. She could never do that to Mark. And based on Mark's size, height, and dick size for that matter, he would be better qualified to be a "Bull" than a "Cuck." But Kelly still believes that Mark enjoyed watching her being hit on and flirting with other men.
Kelly found herself masturbating as she read on. The more Kelly read, the more she thought to herself, 'Maybe this is what Mark wants!' Kelly was excited as she searched to see if there were stories from other wives who had a cuckold husband, 'Where do I begin? Do I just say to Mark, I want you to be my cuck and watch me get fucked?'
Then Kelly read an article on Reddit, "I wanted to make my husband my cuck." As she read more, she felt aroused and brought herself to orgasm.
Kelly couldn't stop reading, she saw the similarities between Mark and the husband in the article. Mark always gave in to Kelly just like the husband in the article. Mark was strong and assertive at work, but a teddy bear at home, just like the husband in the article. She was sure Mark was a cuck, but he just hadn't realized it yet. Kelly was now confident, and she had a plan.
Mark came home from work and sat with Kelly as they ate dinner. "Mark, I thought it would be fun to try something different tonight."
"Like what," Mark asked.
"Come up to bed after you clean the table and dishes. I have a few videos that I want us to watch."
"What kind of videos," Mark asked with a smile on his face.
"Mark, I just want you to have an open mind, and let's have a little fun, okay."
"Okay, I'll clean up and come to bed when I'm done."
"Kelly, I better not see some guy getting fucked up the ass by his wife with a dildo."
"Not yet. I'm saving that one for a special occasion," Kelly said as they both laughed.
Mark entered the bedroom, "Mark, undress," Kelly said, "get on the bed and lay on your back. I'm going to start the video so you can watch some hot girl on the screen, and I am going to do the same as she is doing to her husband. I'll turn the volume down, so it's just my voice you'll hear."
"And what are you going to be talking about?" Mark asked.
"Stop asking questions and lie down," Kelly pleaded.
"Fine; now what," Mark asked with a confused expression on his face.
Kelly responded, "I'm going to open the door and walk into the bedroom....
"Why, you're already here," Mark said.
"Mark, please just play along."
"Fine, go on. What do I do?" Mark asked.
"I'm going to walk into the bedroom," Kelly explained, "and I want you to watch the video and be jerking off when I come in and I will do the rest. You'll see, it'll be hot, and you are going to love it."
So, Kelly stepped out and then walked back into the bedroom with her top off, just like the hotwife had done on the screen just moments before.
"Mark, let me do that for you." As Kelly moved Mark's hands and started jerking him off. "Mark, I went out with the girls tonight. There were a lot of guys hitting on us and buying us drinks. You don't mind that we talked to them and accepted drinks from them?
I found one cute guy that I liked. Mark, look how hard you're getting. Would you like me to suck that for you? I will later, first I want to tell you about my night. I was so hot dancing with this man. I wish you were there, but you weren't."
'What the fuck is going on here,' Mark thought to himself but was enjoying it.
"I knew you wouldn't mind, so I took this man out back of the bar and got on my knees and sucked his dick." Kelly noticed how Mark's dick was reacting to her story as she went on to tell him that she fucked him and how big he was, and that she had never felt so dirty. "Mark, I would love to do it again." Kelly then started to deepthroat Mark, and she took him out of her mouth as he erupted like a volcano.
"Damn, Mark, you have never come that hard before. We need to do this again," Kelly said, "but next time, I want you to reclaim me. Would you like that?"
"So did you like my story," Kelly asked, "It was hot hearing me tell you about having sex with another man, wasn't it?"
"Yes, it was hot, Kelly, but just having you jerk me off and deepthroat me was incredible."
"But you never came like that before, Mark."
'I had to agree. Listening to Kelly was like she was reading some erotic story while jerking me off. Who wouldn't get excited about that?' Mark thought to himself.
Kelly continued to role-play similar fantasies and share more videos she found online. As a joke, she even played one of a woman with a strap fucking a man up the ass. They both agreed that they did not like that.
Kelly also played girl or girl, and threesome videos, some two girls and one guy. To Kelly's surprise, Mark was not that interested.
Kelly would also slip in a cuckold video every so often. One man would be fucking a wife while the husband sat in a chair. Mark didn't look disgusted and never asked to turn it off. He was indifferent. 'Kelly gets so turned on watching these cuckold videos. Hey to each their own. All I know is Kelly is happy again and the sex is incredible.' Mark thought to himself.
'Mark was more excited with the hotwife and cuckold videos rather than videos of two girls and a guy,' she thought to herself. 'Damn, I never would have expected this.'
"Mark, I like roleplaying and having sex, don't you? Sex between us has always been great, but these past few months, it's been incredible, don't you agree?"
"I can't lie, Kelly, it has been different." But was Mark really enjoying it?
"Good because I want to try something different," Kelly said.
"What more is there to try, Kelly?"
"Mark, I want to actually go to a bar and flirt with a guy and then come home and tell you about it."
"Kelly, we're having fun, but no. What if the guy takes it the wrong way and tries to have sex with you? Who will be there to protect you?"
'I don't know where this is going, but I don't like it. Fantasy and roleplay are one thing, but I would rather keep it between just us.' Mark thought to himself.
'I can't believe Mark didn't say no. He was only worried about my safety.' Kelly was getting excited with the idea of doing it for real.
Kelly loved roleplaying. 'How much better the real thing would be,' she thought to herself.
Mark finally gave in after seeing how happy it made Kelly. 'She had been so happy lately, no more depression.' Mark thought to himself. Mark couldn't say no and let her slump back into her depression again.
"Fine, Kelly, but only if I can keep an eye on you. We can take two cars so you can feel like you're alone. I will leave you to it, but it better not go too far."
Kelly thought to herself, 'Those articles I read said that some husbands liked to watch. Is that why Mark said, "But only if I can keep an eye on you."
"Thank you, Mark. It's going to be so much fun." Mark wasn't as happy as Kelly was, but he tried his best to hide his real feelings.
It was Friday evening, and Kelly was wearing more revealing clothing. 'She must have gone shopping," Mark thought to himself, "Your skirt's much shorter and tighter, and when you bend over, I can see right down her your shirt. Kelly, I'm not sure about your clothes, they are tight and revealing."
"I know," Kelly responded," the guys in the bar are sure to be checking me out."
Kelly made her way to the bar while Mark sat at a table and ordered a beer. 'This is stupid. Why am I here doing this?' Mark thought to himself.
Kelly was having a fun time and Mark was just watching. Mark was practically losing control. Kelly was talking and dancing with different men. She was accepting drinks while hanging out at the bar. There were only a few guys that were getting a little close to inappropriate, but Kelly never let it go too far. Then Kelly met Trey.
Trey was a handsome, tall Black man, taller than Mark, but not as broad. Trey knew how to talk to a woman and Kelly was enjoying his company. Mark was not.
This went on for a few weeks and each time, Trey was there.
'I looked at Mark when Trey and I were talking, Mark did not get up. Trey held my ass on the dancefloor, but Mark did nothing. He was okay with a little touching. Maybe Mark wants me to be his hotwife. He liked all the videos. He had even been okay roleplaying cuckold fantasies.' Kelly thought.
Kelly and Mark had roleplayed cuckold fantasies just like they had the hotwife fantasy. Kelly would have a cuckold video playing while she would pleasure herself with a 9-inch dildo. Mark was a solid 7.5" so Kelly needed something bigger, even if it did hurt at first. Kelly would tell Mark he could watch but not touch. She would tell Mark how good it felt and ask if he liked to watch.
"That's good, Mark. You stroke your dick while Trey fucks me. You watch Mark, you can learn from Trey. Trey, show Mark how to fuck me. Mark, pay attention you can learn how to please me with that little dick of yours."
'Where did she come up with the name Trey?' Mark thought to himself.
"You like to watch, don't you, Mark? Let me hear you say it. Tell me, Mark, tell me how much you like to watch fuck me. Mark, don't cum. You better not cum until Trey says you can," Kelly said.
"Yes Kelly, I like to watch," Mark tried to say with enthusiasm, but he couldn't say get fucked by Trey.
Kelly would cum over and over while Mark could only watch. Then Kelly would say, "Mark, come reclaim your hotwife."
"Fuck, Mark that feels so good. Fuck me harder, fuck me as Trey does."
"Did you like that fantasy; my little cuck boy? Did it turn you on while Trey fucked me?
Did you like to reclaim me after Trey fucked me? would you like to watch me get fucked by a big black cock?"
"It was hot," Mark replied hesitantly.
The hotwife and Cuckold roleplay went on for a few more weeks. 'I can't believe how turned-on Mark has gotten with the hotwife and Cuckold fantasies. I never thought he would be so into it. Mark has become so comfortable with Trey touching my ass at the bar and me touching his chest.'
Mark did fuck like an animal when they got home, Kelly was sure of that.
'Would Mark enjoy watching Trey fuck me?' The more Kelly thought about it, she knew it was what Mark wanted and she wanted it too.
Kelly's mind was racing, 'I love Mark, and if this is what he wants, I'm going to do it to him. I'm going to ask Trey to our home and let Mark watch Trey fuck me.'
The articles said that the Bull should be big and muscular. Trey was the only guy close to Mark's size in the bar. 'I love the feeling of Trey's big cock rubbing against my stomach when we dance.' Kelly wanted to see his cock and feel it in her mouth and pussy. She thought Mark would like that too.
'Trey is a good-looking man, and he is close in size to Mark, he will be my Bull. This is what Mark wants and I want Mark to be happy.' Kelly was so happy with herself and was fantasizing how incredible it would be to get fucked by Trey while Mark watched.
"Mark, I've been thinking, and when you come back from your business trip on Friday, I'm going to have a surprise for you. Don't ask me what it is because I won't tell you. You'll just have to wait and see.
Oh, and Mark, no jerking off until you get back, or I'll have to lock you in a cock cage." Mark didn't look happy. "I'm just kidding, Mark," Kelly said.
Mark had not been happy the past few months. He was tired of his wife flirting with that man at the bar. The hotwife and cuckold roleplay was getting old too. He felt that Kelly was taking things too far. 'I can't believe she named her dildo Trey; I think she said that was the name of the Black guy at the bar. This whole fantasy thing is getting out of control.' Mark thought to himself.
"Kelly, I need to talk to you when I get back from my trip too," Mark said.
"Can we talk now," Kelly asked.
"No," Mark responded, "let's wait until I get back."
'Mark wants to tell me that he wants me to bring a man home and watch me get fucked for real, I knew it. I can't wait to surprise him Friday night.'
Kelly went to the bar while Mark was away. She saw Trey and told him what she wanted from him. Of course, Trey had no problem accepting.
"But one condition," Trey said, "I want a little taste of what I'll be getting Friday night." Trey pulled Kelly close and started kissing her gently, licking her neck and nibbling on her earlobe. Kelly was getting turned on as she was stroking Trey's cock over his pants. 'Fuck will it even fit inside me. Mark is going to enjoy watching Trey fuck me and I know I'm going to enjoy being fucked by Trey too.'
"Why don't we go out to my SUV, and we can practice a little," Trey said.
"No Trey, this is about Mark and his fantasy, not mine. I won't do anything without Mark by my side."



Mark's return flight landed at 7:30. It took an hour and a half for Mark to get home. As he pulled into the driveway, he noticed a car parked in front of his house. He thought nothing of it. Mark walked into the house and left his carry-on back and briefcase in the foyer as he called for Kelly.
"Kelly, I'm home. Where are you?"
"In the bedroom Mark. Keep your clothes on," Kelly said, sounding a little breathless. "I only want to see your dick in your hand and start jerking it."
Mark walked down the hall to his bedroom, but Mark wasn't going to jerk off anymore, he was tired of the roleplay and wanted to talk to Kelly.
As Mark walked into the bedroom, he saw Kelly being fucked by a Black man as Kelly dug her nails into his back. Trey was biting Kelly's neck and leaving marks around her tits. Mark felt sick to his stomach, ran to the master bathroom, and threw up. Kelly was unaware that Mark was not happy.
"Don't worry, Trey," Kelly said, "it's Mark's first real cuckold experience. He'll be fine. Keep fucking me so he can hear us."
"Oh my God Mark, Trey feels so good. It's better than I ever expected." Kelly yelled, "Mark his cock is ten inches long and feels incredible."
Mark rinsed water in his mouth and splashed water on his face. He stepped out of the bathroom and saw that Kelly had not even bothered to stop after seeing him run to the bathroom.
"Mark, this feels so good. I never thought you would be into something like this but I'm so glad you are. Mark, why don't you sit in the chair as we practiced, and you can jerk off while you watch Trey fuck me. But remember don't cum. I want you to reclaim me after my pussy is full of Trey's cum and he says you can fuck me."
Mark was at a loss for words. Kelly looked at Mark, expecting to see excitement in her husband's eyes. But the look she saw scared her. 'Oh, fuck how could I have been so wrong? He's not happy,'
"Get the fuck off of my wife," Mark screamed.
"Mark, please calm down. Trey, we need to stop Mark is not happy! I'm sorry Mark. Mark honey it's all a mistake," Kelly said.
"Trey, please stop," Kelly asked. But Trey didn't stop, and Kelly was helpless as her body betrayed her.
"You like my big dick don't you slut," Trey said.
'Fuck that feels so good,' Kelly thought to herself. Trey, you have to stop," Kelly pleaded.
Trey was not stopping; he was told that he would be fucking Kelly. He was there to fuck a hot white wife in front of her cuckold husband.
Trey responded, "fuck you, you useless cuckold bitch. After I'm done with your wife, you can lick her clean."
That was it for Mark. Kelly looked on in disbelief at what Trey had just said to her husband. Kelly was trying to get Trey off her. Mark then grabbed Trey around the neck with both hands and dragged Trey off the bed. With one hand holding Trey by the throat, Mark hit Trey in the face with the other.
They went at it punch for punch, but Trey had no chance against Mark's anger and rage. Kelly called the police and asked for an ambulance after seeing the blood on the two men.
By this point, Mark was just throwing blow after blow into Trey's ribs, chest, and face. With all his rage, Mark continued to beat Trey as Kelly tried to calm him before he killed Trey. Mark threw Kelly off. "I'll deal with you next, slut." Mark screamed.
The police were patrolling the neighborhood, so they were close by when the call came in. Hearing Kelly screaming, the two police officers followed the screaming down the hall to the bedroom. Seeing the rage in Mark's eyes the police told him to stop. One officer felt the only thing they could do was to stop Mark with the Taser. Mark was full of so much rage and adrenaline that it took both tasers to finally slow him down, but he still fought the police who tried to take him down.
Kelly was in tears as she hugged Mark while kissing him, she told him how much she loved him and that she was sorry. The police pulled Kelly away from Mark, placed him in handcuffs, and carried him to their patrol car. The paramedics showed up. Mark had only minor cuts and bruising. But Trey needed CPR and a Resuscitation Bag to keep him alive.
The paramedics were able to stabilize Trey and transport him to the hospital. Mark was taken to jail where he would remain for the weekend as there were no arraignments on Saturday or Sunday.
Epilogue
Thank God for Mark's attorney. He was able to convince the jury that while Kelly had invited Trey to our house, and clearly it was to have sex in front of her husband, Kelly had asked Trey to stop but Trey did not listen. Mark's attorney argued his case on the grounds that Mark was protecting his wife and pleaded temporary insanity.
Kelly had set up a camera to video Mark's first cuckold experience and it was clear that Kelly told Trey to stop, but Trey became abusive and did not listen.
Mark still had to serve six months in jail and attend anger management classes after beating Trey almost to death and resisting arrest.
Kelly came to see Mark every day while he was in prison, and he denied her visits.
Mark even tried to file for divorce while he was in prison but had to wait six months until he was released.
Kelly fought the divorce, "Your honor, please, I don't want a divorce. This was all a misunderstanding. Please, make Mark attend marriage counseling with me before you grant his request for divorce. I love my husband, please."
The judge sided with Kelly and ordered them to attend counseling.
Kelly had started seeing a therapist while Mark was still in prison.
"I looked to Mark for his approval, and he never said no, he never said stop, and he never gave me any indication that he was unhappy. Mark was enjoying himself like I was. We were both so happy. How could I have been so wrong?"
Google statistics - take it for what it's worth.
2 out of 10 married couples get a divorce due to jealousy from cuckoldry.
In the US, 44% of monogamous marriages end in divorce.
The End



        We're Empty Nesters

        How about divorce?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/were-empty-nesters

Title: We're Empty Nesters

Author: StoryTLR

Category: Loving Wives

Description: How about divorce?

Tags: 




We're Empty Nesters
I'd like to thank Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
Enjoy
>>>>>>>>>>
It was about two months ago that Kelly and I dropped the girls off at college. We were empty nesters. I could already see that Kelly was having a tough time adjusting. Kelly had been a stay-at-home mom. The girls were her life and she missed them. We had plans, we were going to take vacations and see sites that weren't cost-efficient for a family with kids that were too young to appreciate it.
The girls preferred the beach vacations on the North Carolina coast and amusement parks.
Kelly and I were lying in bed after having enjoyed an evening of lovemaking when Kelly said something that angered me. Words that I never thought I would hear since Kelly got pregnant 19 years ago. I was pissed, to say the least.
"Tom, now that we're empty nesters, I was thinking maybe it would be fun to go back to an open marriage like we used to have."
Kelly and I met 20-something years ago. I was out at a pub with friends. Kelly was on a date. We caught each other checking one another out.
I was checking her out throughout the evening. She was hot, with nice tits, and a nice ass; I saw her going to the bathroom and had to get a full view.
She was holding her date's hand throughout the evening, they were kissing each other and looked happy together. How could she be checking me out while she was sitting there with another guy?
So, the night went on and I was hanging out with my friends, playing darts, pool, and drinking. I was at the bar when she tapped me on the shoulder. "I'm Kelly," Tom I responded. "Call me." Kelly handed me a paper with her number and walked out of the pub.
"Tom, she wants you to fuck her," my friend Jim said to me.
"Yeah, all I would do is fuck her. Who wants to date a girl who would check out a guy and give out her number while she is on a date with another guy?" I never called her.
It was about two weeks later; I was at the pub again when I got a tap on the shoulder. "How come you never called me?" Kelly asked.
"You have a boyfriend. I'm not like that."
"What if he's okay with it," Kelly asked.
Fuck it, I was straightforward, I had nothing to lose. "You mean he's okay if I fuck you."
"Well, I would prefer you take me out for dinner or at least a drink or two before you start pounding my pussy."
And that's how it started. Kelly was dating this guy named Carl and I met him too. I told Kelly, "No deal unless I hear from your boyfriend that you two have a causal relationship and he's fine with you fucking me on the side." His only ask was that I be discreet. And Carl did the same with the girls he was fucking on the side.
Sex with Kelly was the best I've ever had. I would even say incredible. It didn't matter where we were, she would have my pants open stroking my dick and finishing in her mouth. We fucked at a concert once. Kelly was wearing a skirt with no panties. She took my dick out sat on my lap and slowly slid up and down.
Kelly had it all planned out. She brought a condom for me so fucking wouldn't be messy, having to deal with my cum.
My family knew the story, well I didn't tell my mom and dad that Kelly had a boyfriend, and we were just fucking on the side, but my brother and sister knew.
We got together a few times with my family. Once was Thanksgiving. Her boyfriend was away with his family or something, I don't remember the whole story. Well anyway, Kelly came to our Thanksgiving family dinner. Right at the
dinner table, Kelly was jerking me off. I had to try to hold a straight face and act like nothing was going on. Kelly was holding a conversation with my family. She was even swapping receipts with my mother.
Kelly jerked me off into her napkin, then took it to her mouth like she was just casually wiping food from her mouth. "Um that tastes good," she whispered in my ear.
That Thanksgiving things started to change. Kelly was calling me more often and we were going out a few times a week. It was turning into more than casual fucking.
It was now Christmas; I had bought Kelly a few presents. I was falling for her, but also knew she still had a boyfriend.
There was a knock at the door, and it was Kelly. Fuck, she looked hot in a little tight Christmas dress. "Keep your tongue in your mouth," I told my dad.
"You already have mom to keep you happy." He was embarrassed, and I just laughed at him.
"You better watch it, or I'll steal her away from you," he said playing with me. "Tom, she's a keeper."
It was a few weeks later when Kelly told me that she had broken up with Carl. It all seemed to be going well. I was head over heels in love, stupid love. And she loved me too. Our families met and were asking when we were going to get married and how long until they could expect grandchildren.
We were serious now, I had the ring picked out, and I was ready to ask Kelly to marry me. "Tom, we need to talk," Kelly said. Oh, those fucking words.
I looked at Kelly and my heart broke. "No Tom, I'm going to marry you, but...."
There's always more. "I still want occasional sex on the side." 'Fuck, I said to myself.' I should have known it was coming. She was fucking around with me while she was dating Carl. Why would I be any different?
"Why," was all I could think to say. I didn't say no, just why.
"Tom, I love you but the excitement of another man, something new, I don't know, I just need it."
"Were you fucking anyone since we've been dating?"
"No, I would never cheat on you. I fell in love, and I knew I was going to marry you."
"Fuck Kelly, what are we talking about, every other week you're going to go off with some guy, fuck and then come back to me?"
"No Tom, not like that. Once a month or two I may just do a girl's night out. Not even. I won't say anything that might give you the idea that I'm with someone else. Tom, you'll never know."
"Do I just sit home and jerk off?"
"Tom, the only one that will be jerking you off is me, for the rest of our lives. You will never know that I've been with another man, and I would never make love to you after I was with another man.
Tom, it's only sex. I want you to do the same. Just like with Carl, I only ask that you be discreet, and I will do the same."
"How long is this going to go on?" I asked.
"Once we have your children, you are mine and I am yours. I'm not going to have you fucking around with other women while I'm home eating ice cream and getting fat."
So that's what we did. Well, at least Kelly did. I started out fucking a few girls, but I wasn't into it. Six months later we were married.
Kelly was discreet but I just couldn't let it go. Financially I was doing well, very well. So, I hired a PI. It didn't take long for him to figure out Kelly's pattern. She had a few guys she would see. It was once, maybe twice a month. She was discreet like she said she would be, and condoms were always worn.
My PI set me up with a few recorders, a tracker for her car, and software for her phone. I knew everything. I knew about Kelly, who she was fucking, and their families.
It went on for almost two years. I was her cuck even if she didn't know it. My only hope of ending this nightmare was to get Kelly pregnant. Our parents were asking when we were planning to have grandchildren. "I'm ready and want children, ask Kelly why she's not ready," I said.
Kelly gave me what I and our family wanted. She stopped taking the pill without me knowing and she was pregnant. "Tom, I'm pregnant and yes, it is yours. I have been with you and only you for the past two months." From that point on, Kelly has been faithful just as she said she would be.
Now, back to the present-day conversation.
I just stared at Kelly and I'm sure she saw that I was not happy. "How about divorce and you can fuck whomever you like," was my response and Kelly's mouth just hung open.
"No fucking way I'm going through that again. I love you but no fucking way!"
"Tom... I....um......" I cut Kelly off.
"You don't know what I went through? You were fucking around until you got pregnant; I wasn't."
"What?"
"You heard me. Let me see, there was Jim Mayor, Larry Tanner, Billy Maxwell, Marvin Keen, Chris Wilcox, Ty Fridley, and Thomas Coon," Kelly was stunned. "And a few were married men too," I said.
"How what...." I cut her off again.
"They didn't have open marriages like they told you. Their marriages ended as soon as I sent their wives pictures of their husbands fucking a beautiful woman. Don't worry, I made sure to black out your face." Kelly went white.
"I'm not done yet," I said. "That fuck Marvin Keen. I hated him. He called me a cuck and would tell you to have me suck his cum out of your pussy. I know you always stood up for me, but you didn't stop fucking him. I thought about divorcing you, but you did finally put your foot down and went off on him. A little sooner would have been nice.
Anyway, I kicked the shit out of him. It was a fair fight. I walked up to him as he was walking to his car, I had a ski mask on, that fuck didn't stand a chance. He had to go to the hospital for a few stitches, a broken nose, and bruised ribs.
He was fucking a few other guys' wives too. "If I ever see you fucking my wife or anyone else's wife I will kill you. This is your only warning." That put an end to that relationship, didn't it?" Kelly was now crying.
"And that big fuck Ty. That was too close to home. I knew him." Kelly let out a gasp.
"Again, I was going to divorce you. But you didn't know that I knew Ty. I checked, believe me, I checked. But he knew we were married." Kelly was in full-blown tears now.
"I ruined his life. That fuck had the balls to tell me he was fucking the best white pussy money could buy. "I take her out to dinner once a month, and I fuck that white pussy. She loves to swallow my dick too." I had to take a breath.
"Yes, I ruined his life. I sent pictures to his wife, another married man you were fucking. But not just of you. He was fucking other white wives too. One husband was not happy. He did my job for me.
Besides his wife taking him to the cleaners, keeping their house, and I would imagine a shit load of alimony and child support, I had also planned to ruin his business. I had so much dirt on him. But I wanted to make sure he had an income to support his ex-family.
Instead, I sent a video to the husband of another wife Ty was fucking. Ty ended up in the ICU. I was happy as a pig in shit." I don't know how much more Kelly could take.
"The other guys got it, and they took you out to dinner fucked you and just waited for the next time you would call. One by one they broke it off. Jim Mayor even felt bad for me, didn't he? But not all of them. Oh yes, Thomas Coon. That rich fuck thought he could steal you away from me.
He pushed hard; he wanted you. He wanted to take you away for weekends and he would buy you gifts. All those gifts that you tried to turn down. I know you hid them. I was glad you never wore the jewelry or clothes he bought you. You just dropped them into that box, and you never thought twice about them again.
Well even if you had wanted to you couldn't, because they mysteriously disappeared, and I ended up with a new set of golf irons.
I did feel uncomfortable returning some of the lingerie. But the women at the stores were nice. If I couldn't return them, they would exchange them for something very sexy and they guaranteed me that I would get me laid.
The jewelry I just hocked." Kelly smiled at that, but her smile went away quickly as I stared at her.
"Back to good old Thomas Coon. Old is right too. Ten years older than you. I didn't feel comfortable kicking his ass. I figured he had money so I would let him spend it.
Let's see. He had three fancy cars; tires were expensive for them too. Each time I put a hole in them, I would leave him an advertisement for Discount Tires along with a note, "Time to find someone your age!"
I know he confronted you and asked if it could have been me. I also knew you wouldn't say anything to me. You promised to always be discreet, "Tom, you will never know that I am with another man." That's what you told me.
In the back of your mind maybe you were wondering if it was me, who knows? Well, he finally ended it after having to buy a total of 60 tires for his Porsche, Mercedes, and that stupid Lamborghini Urus. My last note simply said, "End it or there will be a hole in you."
He sounded very scared that day he called to break it off with you."
Kelly was now in full-blown tears bawling as she tried to talk, "I'm...I'm.... sniffle sniffle.... I'm sorry Tom."
"I don't want to hear it, Kelly. I'm not the same person I was 20-some-odd years ago. I will not put up with you having sex or fucking anyone but me! I shouted.
So, Kelly, you get two options, faithful to me or divorce, you decide."
More blubbering, "Tom, I...I...I never knew," sniffle, sniffle. "I don't want a divorce. I was also thinking of volunteering at the shelter to keep active. Is, is, that okay?
"Yes Kelly, that would be fine."
The End
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Chapter 3 - The Day After
My head was spinning as four blond-haired children attacked me. I screamed and jumped out of bed. I thought it was being attacked by the child of Village of the Damned. "Giggle, giggle, giggle my nieces were jumping up and down on my bed as Grandma was just standing there staring at me. As the girls left my room and I snuggled back into bed, I asked, "Is anything wrong Grandma?"
"How come you get to have a gangbang, and I don't?"
"Grandma, it was not a gangbang, they were just some guys I met last night."
"Well too bad for you, but I still want my gangbang," Grandma said.
I think I need to step back and explain my grandma. You see, I have a few jobs, 1) chauffeur (spell check couldn't help me this time so I had to Google the word) Grandma around, 2) hold the Slow sign for Dad at his construction sites and 3) I write stories for a few online erotic sites. Writing for erotic sites helps me to develop my writing skills. When a story is ready, thanks to all the reader comments, I publish my stories on Amazon Kindle. It's fun and I make a few bucks at it too.
Since I'm dyslexic, Grandma proofreads my stories and catches most, but not all, of my misspellings.
Grandma says all the ladies at the senior center love it when Grandma reads my stories to them. Even the old men get excited Grandma says.
Grandma likes to tease one old man and stroke his crotch as she reads to him. She likes to get him excited. I tell Grandma she's gonna give him a heart attack, he's like 95 years old.
He tells everyone about the Civil War and how he saved General Custer at Little Big Horn. But the highlight of his day is when I show up with Grandma and I let him slap my ass.
He lives with his wife Marge who's 92. She's sharp as a tack; she just keeps an eye on her husband, so he doesn't get too out of hand. I told her it's okay if he slaps my ass.
Marge is nice and loves to tell jokes. These are a few of her favorites:
What did the hurricane say to the coconut tree? Hold on to your nuts, this ain't no normal blowjob!
What's another name for a pussy? The box a penis comes in.
What's the difference between anal and oral? Oral sex makes your day, Anal makes your hole weak!
Marge loved to laugh at her own jokes too.
Anyway, back to Grandma and the gangbang.
When I write my stories, I use the names of people I know. For example, my brother-in-law, he's a wise ass and we always joke with each other. My Birthday is December 20th, so Billy would give me my birthday present that was part of my Christmas present. One year he gave me 10 D batteries.
For Christmas, he gave me a battery-operated Magic Wand. I had broken up with my boyfriend and he thought I could use one. My sisters both laughed, mom had to explain to Dad, who wasn't happy, and Grandma, well Grandma uses it more than I do. She says it feels great on her back, but she's not dumb, I'm sure she's using it as a sex toy.
So, I got back at Billy by writing about him and my sister Bree in my stories.
"Billy," Bree said, "we made a deal. Your fantasy was to see me having sex with another man and I did it. I did it because I love you and I would do anything to keep you happy. Now, it's time for my fantasy."
"Bree, do I have to?"
"Yes, Billy you do, now get on your stomach, ass up, and bite down hard because I'm gonna fuck the shit out of that ass of yours."
The girls at the senior center loved that story when Grandma read it to them. She even told them that Billy is her granddaughter's husband, and he really is into ass fucking. I may have encouraged her to tell that to her friends.
My other sister Beth begs me all the time not to make fun of her husband Bob. "He's very sensitive," she tells me. So, I ease up on Bob. In my stories, he's a Private Dick from back in the 40s solving cases and Beth is a hooker turning tricks.
Bob loves Beth and he tries to convince her that she doesn't have to turn tricks anymore, he'll take care of her.
"Bob, you're too good a man for a slut like me. Find someone that you can have a family with and grow old together with." I have my sister Beth deepthroating Johns and getting fucked up the ass in every story as Bob is out there solving mysteries thinking one day Beth will marry him.
Now, Grandma wants me to write a story about her having a gang bang with a bunch of Black guys.
Right, how does a 75-year-old woman come up with shit like this? Well, that's Grandma.
"Tara, I even came up with a name for the story, "Granny in the Ghetto!"
Now obviously me and Grandma have an age barrier, "what?" I asked.
"The Ghetto, you know Battle of the Bands the guy that sings Elvis Presley songs," Grandma said.
"You mean Bouke and the Elvis Tribute Band?"
"Yes, remember, they sang In the Ghetto. I loved Elvis' voice, and that Burke fella is good too, sounds just like Elvis.
"Okay so back to the Getto Grandma."
"The Ghetto, where Black Rappers like Eminem came from. Your mother used to listen to The Beastie Boys too. They were another Black band that had a few fun songs that your mother used to sing and dance stupidly to."
"Grandma, Eminem, and The Beastie Boys are white."
"White. White people don't live in the Ghetto. And I've already had sex with white men, I want a big black dick. I mean Grandma in the Ghetto, the story not me," Grandma made sure to clarify for me.
"Right," I said. Grandma might be like 75, but as I said, she uses my Magic Wand more than me. I think Grandma really wants a big black dick. I don't know if she really wants a gangbang, but one big dick, I think she does.
That's why she's asking me about my gangbang, which I didn't have, I just met a few guys last night that's all.
Go back and read Tara's Adventures - Introduction Tara's Adventures - Introduction - Non-Erotic - Literotica.com if you want to learn more about the big black friends, I just made last night.
So where were we? Grandma in the Ghetto.
"Grandma, what's the Ghetto?" I asked. You see, I was still a little confused.
"The Ghetto, sing it with me Elvis' song, In the Ghetto."
As the snow flies
On a cold and gray Chicago mornin'
A poor little baby child is born
To Granny in the ghetto
And Granny cries
'Cause if there's one thing that she don't need
It is another hungry mouth to feed
In the ghetto
People, don't you understand
The child needs a helping hand
Or he'll grow to be an angry young man someday
Take a look at you and me
Are we too blind to see?
I was once a wealthy Granny until I got fucked in the ghetto.
And now my family looks the other way.
"See," Grandma said, "you remember the words."
"Granny, I don't think those are the actual words to the song."
And Granny's hunger burns
So she starts to stare at all the BBC on the streets at night
In the ghetto
(In the ghetto)
"Or Grandma," now that I understood where she was going with this, "how about Granny in the Hood."
"Yes, the hood I like that too," Grandma said. "Also, I brought you three Excedrin with Caffeine and a glass of blue Gatorade. Your mom has fresh coffee and a BEC waiting for you in the kitchen."
"And you're just telling me this now!" I need my coffee and there's nothing like a BEC."
Okay, so yesterday I made a mistake, it was a fun mistake, but still a mistake. I transposed the numbers and went to the wrong address.
Recap do we need a recap?
Yes, okay.
Jack, Mom's lover, until I learn something different, sent Mom a dick pic. I got Mom's phone and copied down the address of where they were planning there rondaveiw, I mean their rendezvous. That's just a stupid word. Anyway, rendezvous, but I transposed the address. I wrote it down as 522 Maryville Lane; the correct address was 225 Maryville Lane.
I made new friends at "Shady Corner," when I went to the wrong address, hence, the Black gang bang because Grandma must have seen Tiny placing me in my bed last night. Tiny is a big Black man with a 12-inch dick.
So, today I am going to the right address, 225 Maryville Lane. But not until I've had my coffee, BEC, and a shower.
I left the house and hopped into my red convertible Mini Cooper S, that Grandma bought me for graduation, typed the address into the GPS, checked it twice, and as I was about to pull away, Grandma jumped in the car with me.
"Grandma, do you need a ride somewhere today?"
"Nope, but I ain't sitting home with your mother and those four little kids running around the house all day. Let's go find your Black friends and do some day drinking." I wasn't sure if I should tell Grandma what was going on or not.
Fuck it. "Grandma, we need to talk." As we pulled away, I told Grandma the whole story.
"So why didn't you just tell your mother to cut the shit out, give her a slap on the head and remind her she's married?" Grandma's words of wisdom.
"Grandma, cheating is an addiction, it's like being hooked on coke."
"Coca-Cola," Grandma said surprised.
"No Grandma Cocaine."
"Oh, that's bad," Grandma said.
"I thought about confronting Mom, but she could just tell me it was a random text that went to the wrong person, and she was just having fun and responded."
"Yeh, I could see that. I know that's what I would do. I would have also asked for a video of him jerking off." I just stared at Grandma.
"So, I plan to catch her in the act," I told Grandma.
"Good plan. We spy on her, maybe some video and pictures, and just as Jack starts fucking your mom, I mean my slut daughter, we surprise um. Then I slap on the head and remind her she's married."
"Well, we could do that, but another idea would be to surprise them before they start fucking, and then if you still want to slap Mom on the head and remind her, she's married, you go right ahead, and I'll video you teaching Mom a lesson."
"That sounds like a plan. Now let's check out this sleazy motel big dick Jack is taking your mom to fuck." I love Grandma, she has no filters and she's okay with me cursing right along with her.
Pulling up in the parking lot of The Cherryville Inn, we found it was a nice restaurant with a hotel. It was nothing like the "Shady Corner," but I bet it's not as much fun.
"Grandma you think this is a hotel or a motel?"
"Hotel, Motel, Holiday Inn," Grandma said and we high-fived, my dad's songs from the 80s.
"At least big dick Jack isn't taking your slut mom to a cheap motel to screw her, and she might get a nice meal.
Well, as long as we're here, Grandma said, "we might as well get ourselves a drink. As the late Jimmy Buffett would say, "It's 12:00 somewhere."
"Well Grandma, it's only 11:30 here."
"Whatever," Grandma responded, "I'm Buying."
The place was nice, it was a pub and had a long bar, a few pool tables, dartboards, tables, and chairs. I kind of liked the place and wouldn't mind hanging out here on a Friday or Saturday night.
I walked up to the bar, Tammy, that's what her name tag said, told us that she couldn't serve alcohol until 12:00.
Grandma looked at Tommy with a smile, "Well then give me a Coke and I guess you better pour a shot or two of Captain Morgan Spiced Rum in it very slow."
Tammy laughed. "And what can I get you?"
"Just a Mic Ultra, thank you."
"Put your tongue back in your mouth and quit drooling or you'll scare that pretty girl away," Grandma said as Tammy walked away to fix our drinks.
No, I'm not a lesbian, just a little bicurious. Me and Grandma, as you can see, are very close. She loves all my stories. So of course, I told her that I may have been with a few girls at college.
"Grandma, can you talk any louder?"
"Oh, calm down, I'm just trying to help you. You know she's into you?"
"How do you know she's into me," I asked.
"Well, those perky nipples of hers aren't getting hard because she's checking me out."
Tammy came back with our drinks, "Your grandma's right," she said as she left to take a few orders from people who had just walked in.
"See I told you," Grandma said with a smile.
Tammy came back to the bar, and we talked for a while. Grandma took over the conversation, you know, phone number, days off, and of course, Grandma had to ask, "So are you like all-in lesbian or bi?"
"Grandma!" I wanted to know too but felt funny asking.
"What, it was just a question," Grandma said.
"It's fine, let's just say I'm bicurious."
"See," Grandma said, "just like you; you two were made for each other."
"This place is nice, I never knew it was here," I said to Tammy trying to change the subject.
Tammy went on to tell us that it was remodeled a few years ago.
"They advertise but most people think it's still just a hotel and don't realize there is also a nice bar. Once a month the bar is closed for a weekend for a private party."
"What kind of "Private Party" Grandma asked.
"Swingers party," Tammy responded.
"Do I need a man to come with me or can I come and just say I'm a unicorn? Isn't that what they call themselves?"
"What the hell Grandma?"
"What, I only know the term from reading your stories." She had me there. I have written a few alternative lifestyle stories.
"What was that one story, The Unicorn and Stallion and a Mare? Yes, that was it. That story was a hit at the senior center," Grandma said.
Tammy looked confused as I went on to explain that I write stories for a few online erotic sites. She can't wait to get home and read the stories I've written.
"We're not supposed to talk about it, but" as Tammy went on to tell us anyway, "by 9:00 the party is crazy and everyone in the bar is completely naked there's dancing on the tables, body shots, people having sex out by the pool and jacuzzi area. This place turns into a giant orgy. By the end of the night, all the rooms are full.
You didn't hear it from me, but there's a lot of drugs at these parties too. Some of the girls that come in look so innocent, but once they have a few drinks they start doing lines and they all turn into sluts."
"You think roofies too?" Grandma asked. Again, I looked at Grandma and just shook my head. 'How does she know about roofies?'
"Listen, I'm not judging the girls. They can do what they want. The guys that come into these parties are loaded and the girls love the attention. It's not just swingers, single rich guys are allowed in and the bouncers don't stop single girls from coming in.
The girls know why they're here. And I know that I get paid a lot of money to keep the alcohol flowing and keep my mouth shut."
"So, when's the next party and how do I get invited," Grandma asked with a giggle.
"You want to see a video of what one of these parties looks like?" Tara asked.
"Yes," Grandma and I both said in unison.
I couldn't believe they videotaped the parties. You would think people would want this to be something private, but who knows?
"I just videoed one party on my phone, no one knows," Tammy said.
Grandma and I looked at the video on Tammy's iPhone and she was right, girls were dancing on tables, and drugs were all over. I also noticed the chief of police was getting head from a pretty blond. There were also other public officials attending these parties.
Who says Democrats and Republicans can't get along?
"If you go down that hall, there's a few offices and VIP rooms," Tammy said, "and also a few rooms down in the dungeon."
"Dungeon," Grandma said with excitement, "can we take a peek?"
Tammy laughed, "No I don't have the keys and no videos are permitted in the private rooms or dungeons. If the participants are okay with it, spectators can watch, but no pictures or videos."
We had a nice time talking with Tammy and stayed for lunch too. The food was pretty good. But it was getting late, and I had to get Grandma home. She needs her nap. She calls it her "beauty rest."
I did make plans to hook up with Tammy sometime next week.
"Kiss her goodbye. Do I have to teach you everything," Grandma said.
Tammy took over kissing me to make Grandma happy. "Call me," Tammy said as Grandma, and I walked away from the bar.
"She seems nice," Grandma said. I just smiled.
"Okay Grandma, I need to get you home for your nap or mom's gonna start getting worried about where we are."
"I already texted your mother and told her we were out doing Grandma / Granddaughter stuff and we'll be home when we get home."
"Okay, but when we get home and she's mad, this one is all on you," Grandma just smiled at me.
"So where are we going now?" She asked.
"I should stop in and see my friends from last night and thank them for taking such good care of me and getting me home safe." So, we were off to Shady Corner.
Chapter 4 - Grandma and the Shady Corner Gang
"Now Grandma, please don't tell my new friends that you want to have a gangbang with them. I'm not 100% sure that they wouldn't take you up on it." Grandma laughed but it was a devilish laugh. Sometimes Grandma scares me.
We pulled up in front of Shady Corner and I looked at Grandma, "You ready?"
"Not the safest looking place, but fuck it, let's have some fun," she said.
We walked into the bar and Rose saw me, "White Girl, why are you back." The rest of the guys turned to see me and started chanting "White Girl, White Girl!"
Tiny walked up to me with open arms, "My bitch is back." And gave me a big hug.
"Grandma, this is Tiny."
"Oh, I've heard a lot about you," Grandma said as she reached her hand out to Tiny's crotch and started playing with his balls over his pants. Tiny's eyes opened wide, "I like Grandma," Tiny said.
"Oh my god Grandma!"
Next PD came to me grabbing me around the waist like I was his and escorted me to the bar. Grandma was all about Tiny and just ignored me.
"Tiny, "Grandma said, "would you mind if we took a selfie, and can you give me your cell number? The girls at the senior center will be so fucking jealous of me when I tell them I fucked a big Black man. I may even tell them that I'm your bitch."
"Really Grandma, I thought I was Tiny's bitch." We all took a bunch of pictures together. Grandma and Tiny exchanged numbers and PD and I did the same.
"White Girl I had a feeling you'd be back, just not this soon," Rose said, "so I bought a few bottles of this RumChata that you like." With that, she poured us all shots of Jack Daniels Cinnamon and RumChata.
"You gonna do a shot to Grandma," Rose asked.
"Hell, yes, and give me a Rum and Coke too. Captain Morgan Spiced Rum don't give me any of the cheap shit either," we all laughed.
Rose put a Watermelon Vodka and club in front of me.
"Grandma had already met Rose and was talking alcohol when I introduced her to PD, T, and Terance.
"Back already," T said.
"I just wanted to stop in and thank you guys for taking such good care of me."
"You're welcome here anytime White Girl, you one of us now," and we all did another shot.
"Okay Grandma, White Girl tells us you got a lot of jokes from the senior center, let's hear a few," T said.
Oh, here we go. Give Grandma the stage and she'll eat it up.
"Four people are standing together when the Titanic hits the iceberg. The first was a deckhand who said, "We need to get the lifeboats." The second was a schoolteacher who said, "What about the children?" The third was a lawyer who said, "fuck the children." The fourth was a priest who said, "Do you think we have time?"
"Grandma, that's terrible," I said.



"What," Grandma responded, "it's just a joke, your friends thought it was funny," as they were all laughing.
Did you ever wonder why "gh" makes an F sound? Laughing, why not spell it Lauf and Laufing? And for that matter, why is there a "U" in the word? Like half, why not lalf or just laf?
Anyway, back to my story.
Grandma went on to tell the guys more jokes as PD took me to the dance floor. He must have put a lot of dollars into the jukebox because it was one slow song after another. I could feel his 8-inch dick growing as he rubbed it against me.
"I really should get back and check on Grandma," I told PD. He was reluctant to let me go but agreed when I kissed him and stroked his dick, "Maybe if you're good, I can do something about this." That put a smile on his face.
"What do a woman and a bar have in common?" I heard Grandma say, "Liquor in the front and poker in the back,"
Grandma was still at it with the jokes but was starting to slur her words.
"Hey Tiny, if you were naked in the woods with honey on your dick would you tell anyone," Grandma asked.
"No!" Tiny said.
"You want to go camping with me," Grandma said.
"I think Grandma likes you Tiny," Terence said as all the guys were laughing. As I said, Grandma has no filters.
Tiny responded, "She does look pretty good for her age."
"You would think my tits would be sagging more than they do the way Tara's mother and her aunt sucked on them as babies, not to mention my late husband. He was a horny old man. Even in his coffin, he had a hard-on." Oh, Grandma was a riot and half in the bag.
"Don't worry," Rose said, "she's just drinking Coke now; I haven't put any Rum in the last few. But I can't stop her from doing the shots."
"She won't listen to me either," I said.
So much for just stopping in the say thank you. Tiny ordered pizza to be delivered to the bar. I don't know what these guys do for a living, and not sure if I want to, but Tiny pulled out a wad of cash to pay the delivery guy.
"Grandma how are you doing," I asked as I was also slurring my words.
"I'm having a great time and I'm not ready to leave yet, you got me White Girl." The guys were rubbing off on her.
"Okay, but I'm not taking the blame when we get home tonight if mom is pissed."
I know I'm gonna hear it anyway and it will be all my fault.
"PD," Grandma said, "Tara told me PD stands for Pencil Dick," all the guys got quiet to hear what Grandma was going to say next, "it's nothing to be ashamed of, the average dick size is 5.5 to 6 inches so at 8 inches you're above average; for a white guy. Are you sure your momma wasn't having an affair with the mailman?"
"No more jokes Grandma," I tried to get it out without laughing.
That got another laugh as PD took me off to the dance floor to grind his dick into me some more.
I don't know what time it was, but I was drunk and getting tired as I walked back to the bar with PD's hand fondling my ass. "Where's Grandma," I asked.
"She went off with Tiny," T said, "I think he was showing her where the bathroom is."
It was like fifteen minutes, and they still weren't back. I was a little worried, but not for Grandma. PD was doing a good job keeping my mind off Grandma as his hand was working its way up my thigh and my skirt. I wasn't sure if I wanted to stop him or not. But Grandma returned just in time, and I gently pushed PD's hand out from under my skirt and placed it back on my thigh with a little pat.
I whispered in PD's ear; "your hand goes no further unless I get dinner and a nice night out." That put a smile on PD's face as I stroked his dick over his pants. Yes, I can be a little cock tease. But PD is a good-looking guy, maybe I would go on a date with him. I'm more concerned with where his money to drink in a bar all day comes from instead of going to work.
"We're back," Grandma announced. "Tara, Grandma tried to whisper, but that didn't go well, "Tiny's dick is a good 12 inches."
"Grandma," I said with a concerned look on my face.
"Yo, White Girl," Tiny said, "I didn't take advantage of Grandma, it was all her."
I looked at Grandma, "I had to know," she said, "so I stroked his dick, and I pulled out my tape measure...." I cut Grandma off.
"You carry a tape measure?" I asked.
"Who doesn't?" she responded, "I carry everything I need to survive outside of the house."
"You need a tape measure to survive," I shook my head.
"The point is, "Grandma said, "HIS DICK IS BIG! And I needed two hands to hold it. When he came it was like water coming out of a firehose."
"Grandma, I think it's time to go home," I slurred.
"One more joke," the guys all said.
"Okay, last one because White Girl is being a party popper and wants to take me home," we all laughed.
"What do you call two lesbians in a closet?
"What Grandma," Rose said as she looked right at me.
"A liquor cabinet," Grandma said to a round of laughs.
"One more shot," Terance shouted.
"This is the last one," I said. And Grandma had one last joke.
"How do you circumcise a hillbilly?
"I think this is gonna be a good one," T said.
"Kick his sister in the jaw."
"Time to go home Grandma," I said laughing.
"I am holding all of you responsible for getting Tara and Grandma home," Rose said.
"And just like last night, they made Tiny squeeze into my Mini coupe to drive us home."
It was 2 a.m. when we reached our house. Tiny fell out of the car while trying to get out. We walked to the door. Grandma in Tiny's arms and me piggyback. Mom opened the door, "Take em upstairs and put em to bed."
Tiny followed Mom upstairs. Grandma was the first stop and Mom helped get her to bed.
"Mom," Tiny said, "Grandma said we could have a sleepover," and we all laughed.
"I wouldn't put it past her," Mom said.
Tiny took me to my room, and I kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you for another fun night and thank you for taking care of Grandma."
I snuggled under my covers, and I was out like a light.
Dad woke me up at six o'clock Thursday morning with three Excedrin with Caffeine and a glass of blue Gatorade. "I need you to hold the sign today."
"NO!!!!!!"
"QUIET DOWN!" Grandma yelled, "And bring me three Excedrin with Caffeine and a glass of blue Gatorade.
If you like Tara's Adventures - Introduction and Tara's Adventures Continued, let me know in the comments section and I'll finish the story as Tara and Grandma put a stop to Mom and Big Dick Jack's affair.
The End for now.
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My neighbor and very close friend Tara stopped in for coffee like she does every morning. Thanks to COVID, she works, only having to go into the office once or twice a week. I have a little girl now, so I work from home full-time.
Tara takes a break around 10 or so and comes over for a half hour to an hour for coffee and we discuss the latest gossip in the neighborhood.
Tara's a few years younger than I am; I think she's 28 while I'm 35. But we both act younger than we are, drinking too much at parties and when we're out to dinner with our spouses. I will admit that at 35, and having given birth to a daughter, I still look pretty good, and I catch the eye of men checking me out. It makes me feel good knowing I still have it.
Tara on the other hand is just beautiful. She's a little ditsy, and a lot of fun to be around. Tara has both men and women drooling over her. I know I do. Ever since I met Tara, I've been bicurious. I have never told her or Tom, but Tara has confided in me that she has been with other women when she was in college.
My husband Tom, that pervert, is always checking Tara out.
I know when Tom's been checking Tara out and if it's after a pool party, sex with Tom is incredible. Well for me at least. I like to tease Tom and make him please me first. I let him feel guilty for looking at anyone other than me. But I don't mind him looking at Tara and fantasizing. Sometimes I find myself doing the same.
Anyway, Tara's attractiveness and her high sex drive, yes women talk about things like that, are what led us to today's conversation.
"Kelly," Tara looked at me with a smile, "Dan finally agreed to a somewhat open marriage," I knew Tara had been pushing her husband Dan to open their marriage so they could "sample the fruit" as Tara likes to say. But Dan always admitted that he would not share his wife, so I was surprised that he gave in.
"Dan saw how serious I was about wanting to date and have sex with other men. I promised him that it would not change our lives. I give that man more sex than he can handle as it is, so, he agreed with conditions of course."
"Let me hear them," I said.
"I argued a few of them," Tara said as I'm sure she would.
"The hardest to swallow, no pun intended, was the condom. I know, I know, diseases, the chance of pregnancy, I get it, but you know what it feels like. But anyway, I agreed to always use condoms, but he gave in to no condoms during oral.
I love the feel and taste of warm cum and once you get that out of the way, men last longer when they get hard again."
"I agree with Dan," I said, "and Tara, don't go getting caught up in the moment of pleasure and forget to make your partner put one on. And don't give in to their "But it doesn't feel the same!" argument."
"I know, I know, I'll do my best to stand firm." I looked at Tara with a smirk. "You better, I want my friend to be happy and healthy."
"So, what are his other rules?" I asked.
"Be discreet! He told me over and over. Dan does not want anyone to know that his wife is out fucking other men."
"I can understand that, Kelly. It's different between men and women. Some women would be envious of you knowing that your husband would let you date other men. But men are not like that. They look down at a man who would let his wife "fuck around."
"Yeah, whatever," was Tara's response.
"Dan had a few others too, no staying out overnight; no going away together; plenty of notice of my night out; no details, and we sleep in different beds the night I return.
Also, you are the only one that he agreed to allow me to talk to. I told him how exciting it would be, like going on a first date all over again. A new cock in my mouth. A new tongue in my pussy."
"I get it," I said to Tara, "as I was getting a little excited myself.
"I need to be able to talk to someone and share the excitement," Tara said.
"And is this what you told Dan, you wanted to feel the excitement of a new cock in my mouth and new tongue in my pussy?"
"No, I may be ditsy at times, but I'm not stupid. I had to pitch this as a good thing for both of us. I also told Dan it wouldn't be like this forever; I want to have children soon and they would consume the rest of our lives."
"What about Dan, is he really into this and will he be finding women to fuck too," I asked.
"I told him I would expect him to do the same and I want to hear details. But will he, I don't know. One thing I do know is that he won't tell me anything about his nights out, if there are any, and he doesn't want to hear about mine either.
I was hoping that I could get him comfortable with having sex with other people and we could share the experience, you know watching."
"What!" I said, "You mean like you want Dan to watch you, you want a cuckold husband.
"What!" Tara responded, "CUCKOLD! Like someone fucks me while Dan watches and we make fun of him, "Look at the small dick, or you'll never be able to please me again, or watch and learn how a real me pleases a woman." Tara laughed. No, Dan is a great lover, and he has a nice size dick too. I just have a higher sex drive than Dan and a dildo when he is not around is just not doing it for me.
Anyway, I mean sharing with Dan, like a couple. For example, the four of us hook up. Tom fucks me and Dan fucks you. Altogether, and loving. I think it would be exciting," Tara said.
"Well," I responded, "I'm not sure if the four of us would fit on a king-size bed with all this sharing going on. Tom likes to flip me around in various positions and we end up using the whole bed." 'I can't wait for Tom to come home from work,' I thought to myself.
"I bet you and I could fit comfortably on a king-size bed together," Tara said.
We just stared at each other for a moment. 'I really need to get my pussy licked tonight. I may call Tom and tell him to leave work early,' I thought to myself.
"Kelly, before you go forward with this new lifestyle, can I share something with you? It's a story that few people know."
"Um, yes! Share away," Tara said eager to hear my story.
"Just like you, I dated my first husband Jerry in college, we moved in together after college and were married within six months of graduation. Was marriage too quick for us, were we too young, who knows?
We were happy, Jerry had an excellent job that was waiting for him upon graduation, and I was working for a friend of the family, the same place I work now.
We were five years into our happy marriage when Jerry approached me with the idea of dating others.
"No questions or comments until I finish my story, Tara. Go pour us another cup of coffee." I continued with my story, as Tara eagerly awaited.
"Kelly," Jerry said to me as you would expect, "You know I love you more than anything in this world." I knew it was coming. I had seen him checking out women in the bars more than a married man would be expected to.
"Do you ever think about other men?" He asked me, and I was honest with him. "Yes, I do Jerry. But I decided to marry you and in doing so, I gave up the right to be with other men." I thought that might be the end of the discussion, but it wasn't.
"I think it would be good for our relationship," he said.
"How Jerry? please explain."
"Well...." Jerry had a rehearsed script. He must have put hours into it. He had scripted answers to all my questions. "Our love for each other will be strong, nothing can ever come between us," 'Well that wasn't true because we're divorced now,' I thought to myself as I told Tara my story.
"Jerry, do you already have someone picked out that you want to have sex with," I asked the question that I already knew the answer to. He tried to say no, but I was going to burst his little bubble anyway.
"Jerry, you do realize that if I were to go along with this "open marriage idea" FIRST AND FOREMOST, there would be no sex with anyone we know,"
Jerry's face dropped. He thought I would be fine with him fucking Mary Long, our divorced friend. Those two were always flirting with each other.
"Still want an open marriage, Jerry," I asked.
He thought for a bit but then said, "Yes and I think you do too," and then he was between my legs pleasuring me with his wonderful tongue. "Let me hear you say yes," he would say.
"I begged him not to stop, "Please Jerry, make me cum!" Well sex was spectacular that night and I gave in and told him yes, but there would be rules.
"You Horney thing you," Tara said.
"Tara, no comments until I'm done," I told her again.
We hashed out a few details, the condom was the big one for me. "Go ahead, cum in her mouth, on her face, or on her tits you want, but wear a condom when you fuck, and I will do the same."
Our life was normal. As normal as you would expect knowing that your husband is out fucking other women once every other week. Every other week, a night out, with a hall pass for the evening was our agreement. And it was the same night. I wasn't going to be sitting home alone twiddling my thumbs while Jerry was out fucking some, I don't know 20-year-old, or 60-year-old. "I told Jerry, no hookers."
"Give me some credit," Jerry said, "I'm hot and can pick up plenty of women."
"I know Jerry," I said, "I included 60-year-olds just to help you out. I've heard young good-looking men love MILFs."
Our sex life, I didn't think it could be better, I was wrong. Jerry was doing things to me that I didn't think were possible. Jerry became an incredible lover. 'Damn to this day I do miss that man's Tongue' I thought to myself.
"If everything was that good then why did you divorce," Tara asked.
I looked at Tara. "Ok! Ok! I'll be quiet until your story is over," she said.
Our life was rolling along, and sex was great. But I didn't like that Jerry was checking out other women right in front of me. "Who is that Jerry," I asked one evening when we were out.
"Oh, just someone I've been talking to."
"The next girl you're looking to fuck," I asked, and he sensed that I was not happy.
"Jerry, what you do on your night out alone is fine and we agreed to it, but please don't check out other women right in front of me on our nights out together."
Jerry apologized, but I still caught him a few times when he thought I wasn't paying attention. But I guess being a guy, even as good-looking as Jerry and in good shape, not every girl he approaches is going to jump in bed with him. Jerry must have to get friendly with the girls first, I didn't even know if he wears a wedding ring when he's out so they also may not know he's married. I didn't care either.
One night with another couple, my friend commented, "Jerry does have a roaming eye for the ladies," I thought about it and just said, "Boys will be boys."
It was the first time someone other than me noticed that Jerry was on the prowl; I guess for his next sexual conquest or notch on his bedpost.
I tried not to let it bother me. We agreed to this lifestyle, but I did wish that Jerry would have been a little more discreet.
I know I haven't talked about my part in the open marriage. For me, I wasn't interested in having sex with anyone else. And what Jerry was learning from other women was enough to keep me happy.
What can I say, I loved Jerry. Most nights when Jerry would go out, I would sit home and read a book or occasionally go out with the girls.
"Staying in again, having trouble hooking up?" Jerry said.
"Really!" was all I said to Jerry and went back to reading my book. Jerry liked the fact that he was fucking other women, and I was just sitting home waiting for him.
We did agree to one rule and that was no sex between us after a date with your partner. That was Jerry's rule. "I don't want to find any surprises," he said.
So, if Jerry was out at the bar or wherever, and came home and tried to have sex with me, I knew he struck out that night. He would strike out with me too.
"No luck tonight, Jerry," I would say with a smile, "sometimes girls can tell when a guy is looking for just one thing. Now go take a shower and brush your teeth, you reek of alcohol.
Maybe just maybe, I'll wake you tomorrow to the warmth of my mouth around your unhappy dick."
I never saw Jerry run out of bed and into the shower as fast as I did on those nights. I was usually fast asleep when he climbed into bed. But I would wake him the next morning just as I said I would, and we would make love or just fuck, it felt good either way.
As I said, I had no interest in going out. I didn't feel like getting picked up by some guy who would treat me as a fuck doll. But, one night while Jerry was getting ready for his night out, I was too. Jerry looked a little shocked.
"Date tonight?" Jerry asked. I was wearing a tight-fitting short dress, high heels, and make-up and I had my hair done that afternoon.
"Nope, just going out with Jenny," My sister.
"Sure, you are," Jerry responded.
My sister had an extra ticket to a play since her husband Frank couldn't make it. Was I going to give Jerry those details? nope.
We had a fun time and I met a few of Jenny's friends, one handsome man caught my eye.
We all went out for drinks after, and Jenny said she had a migraine. "Jenny, I'll be fine. You drive home and I'll take an Uber." Jenny went home and I had a nice evening with a very handsome, well-built, intelligent, and flirty man named Tom.
"Tara, I told you no questions," as she had he mouth open and ready to ask for explicit sexual details I assume."
"Ok, ok," again, Tara was eager to hear the rest of my story so, I continued.
"I see you're married; your husband must be a lucky man. But I would never let a beautiful woman like you out of my sight."
"Tom, you're not getting into my panties tonight. You're not getting a blowjob tonight either. But, if you take me out, say in two weeks, on Saturday night, I'll let you start showing me that you are worthy.
But, if you say anything to Jenny or anyone that the two of you know, I will deny this night or any other that we may spend together; do you understand me, Tom?"
We continued the night; I did give Tom a nice kiss and felt like shit after. Even though Jerry and I had an agreement, and we were in some form of open marriage, I felt guilty.
Jerry was home before me. I walked into the house, extremely nervous like he would see through me. But I wore a good poker face.
"Well," Jerry asked, "how was it?"
I took out my phone and showed Jerry a picture of me and Jenny standing next to the full-size, life-like display of the actors in the playhouse. "Jenny and I had a great time."
"So disappointing," Jerry said.
I had Tom's number, and I would text when I was at work and delete the message. I still didn't want Jerry to know I was playing along with his open marriage game.
I did start to notice something different with Jerry. He was dressing nicer for his nights out with his partner. "Impressive," I said, "slacks and a sports coat, no more flashing money and picking up 20-year-old girls for you?" Tom just laughed and left for his date.
By this time, I had been on a few dates with Tom, and we were texting regularly, but I was still deleting the messages. I was still feeling guilty and no, even after five dates, we had done nothing more than kiss.
I told Tom the whole story, the open marriage, and how sex was incredible. "Your husband is a stupid ass," was all he said.
Tom was single and dating other women. He had to get his sex somewhere because it wasn't coming from me. He accepted that he had no chance of having sex with me, but still wanted to see me. We had a standing date night every other Saturday evening. I would tell Jerry I was going out with Jenny.
I know Jerry, the little sneak, called Jenny a few times with some stupid question just to see if she was at home.
After a few calls to Jenny, sometimes she picked up and sometimes she didn't, I noticed Jerry's expressions and attitude started to change. He didn't look happy that I was going out on dates.
Well one Saturday, the shit hit the fan.
Jenny had a pool party. Jerry and I knew some of Jenny's friends, but I felt weird wearing a bikini, so I opted for a one-piece. Tom wasn't happy. He likes to show me off. So, I reluctantly changed.
I knew Tom would be there and his dick would be hard as steel when he saw me in this bikini. I was right about Tom and many other of Jenny's male friends checking me out. I won't lie, I was checking out Tom's muscular chest and strong arms. His bulge looked nice too.
"Damn Kelly," Jenny said, "I remember when I could rock a bikini like you, well maybe not exactly like you, but little Frankie JR put an end to that. Now my hips are a little wider."
"You still look great, and your tits are bigger, I bet Frank likes that," I said, and we both giggled.
Then on a serious note, she asked, "What's going on with you and Tom?
No, Tom didn't tell me, it's Jerry. He keeps calling me, I assume to see if I was out with you. So, I figured something must be going on and I remembered the night of the play and that you stayed out and I remembered how Tom was flirting with you.
The little slut that you are, you looked like you loved the attention. But Kelly, I never thought that you would cheat on Jerry.
I confronted Tom, he just said "I wish," but I could tell he was lying.
So, tell me, Kelly, are you fucking Tom? I want all the details, how big is his dick, and how good he is in bed? After you tell me, I will tell you how stupid you are and convince you to stop fucking Tom. Your marriage is worth more."
"Jenny," I said, "it's not what you think."
I went on to tell Jenny the whole story and she said told me the same thing as Tom, "He's a stupid ass and you're a stupider ass for not fucking Tom. But on the bright side, you said the sex is incredible. But you are still a stupid ass. Tom would be a great fuck buddy and I would love to hear all the details."
"I don't know. I feel like I'm cheating."
"You need help, Kelly," Jenny said, and we giggled.
"Jenny, I feel better that I talked to someone about this. I don't mind that he is out having fun with other women, we have rules in place. Who knows, maybe I eventually have sex with Tom. I do like spending time with him. But I don't want to get too attached. I'm a married woman."
"You need to think this open marriage through again Kelly. You get nothing out of it. I get that you don't want to go out and just have casual sex, but to let Jerry fuck around while you feel guilty, I'd put an end to it or cut Frank's balls off if he kept seeing other women."
Jenny and I brought food out and put it on the serving table and then I walked to the pool area to join Jerry as I felt eyes staring at me. Did I like it? It was more for Jerry's benefit than mine.
Jerry liked the attention I was receiving and the comments he was receiving, mostly that he was a lucky man, and they were jealous of him. Yes, Jerry loves to tell me the comments he gets too.
I strolled off and left Jerry with the guys, as they went off to play corn hole and other games. I found a few girls I knew, also my cousin and her husband were at the barbeque too.
"Hey Kelly," Tom said as he walked up to me with a smile on his face. "I know we agreed to friendly dates and no sex, but when you walk around in a bikini, I don't know if I can keep on abiding by your rules."
"I can see that," I said as I looked at the bulge between Tom's legs, "I hope one of your girlfriends can take care of that for you."



"I planned on bringing a lady friend, but I knew you would be here and didn't want to get caught checking you out," we both laughed as Jerry walked over to us. I introduced Jerry and Tom.
"So, how do you two know each other," Jerry asked.
Tom wasn't sure what to say so I quickly jumped in, "I met Tom through Jenny. Tom is occasionally out at the bar when we go out." Tom seemed to be ok with that explanation. There was no reason to tell Jerry that I was also spending time with Tom on our Saturday evenings out and that Tom wanted to fuck me senseless. That's what he tells me and then tells me, "Your husband is a stupid ass."
Jerry was polite and had a short conversation with Tom, but I saw that he thought there was more between us. "Nice to meet you, Tom," Jerry said as he walked away and left us to continue our conversation.
"Do you think he suspected anything," Tom asked.
"Your dick is a dead giveaway. Can you do something with it?" I glanced down with a little raised eyebrow.
"Would you like to help me," Tom asked, and we both laughed.
"I'm sorry Tom, you have girlfriends for that," Tom just shook his head.
"I should mingle," and I walked away.
Jerry looked upset as the afternoon went on and Tom would occasionally come over and chat with me. I also noticed that Jerry was drinking a little more than normal. The guys were checking me out, but Jerry only got mad at Tom checking me out. And he finally approached Tom.
I walked to Jerry's side as I heard him tell Tom to stay away from me.
"Jerry, is everything okay?" I asked.
"All good," Jerry said, "Come on Kelly, let's get a drink."
I was happy that this conflict didn't get out of hand. I don't think anyone noticed, except Jenny. And to Tom's credit, he just apologized to Jerry like a gentleman.
Jenny pulled me aside, "does Dan know?" she said.
"He must know or have a good idea that there is something between Tom and me, and Jerry is not happy about it."
"What the fuck," Jenny said, "this was all his idea."
"I don't know, I guess he was just thinking with his dick and not how he would feel about me being with someone else."
"What are you going to do," Jenny asked.
"I have no problem ending this open marriage game, getting pregnant, and moving on with our life," I responded with a smile.
"You're better than me, I'd be pissed. I would be pissed at Jerry over this whole open marriage garbage, but especially that it's okay for him to fuck around but not you."
Jerry and I stuck around to help clean up and I was happy that Tom left without saying goodnight.
Once Jerry and I got home, Jerry wanted to talk.
"Jerry, do you want to wait until tomorrow," I said hoping that Jerry would just sleep on it, and we wouldn't get into an argument. But Jerry needed to get it all out in the open.
"I don't want you seeing Tom."
"Why Jerry?" I asked.
"I don't like him."
"Jerry, you just met Tom, he's very nice."
"I think you're getting too close to him," Jerry said, "our open arrangement was one-night stands."
"Jerry, that's what you wanted. I'm not going to be someone's fuck doll. And besides, I'm not having sex with Tom."
"So, you are seeing Tom and you're not fucking him? Don't lie to me, Kelly."
"Jerry, we go out occasionally, we talk, maybe a dinner or a show. There is no sex. I just enjoy his company. He is a friend, that's all."
"Bullshit, you're falling for him," Jerry said,
"Jerry, we can end this open marriage game right now."
"No," Jerry said, "just stop seeing Tom!" Now I was getting upset.
"No Jerry, I want to end this stupid open marriage right now, or I will continue to see Tom."
Jerry grabbed a beer, sat in front of the TV, and put on ESPN. I went to bed.
Jerry was asleep on the couch as I was making coffee and breakfast for us. Jerry was cold toward me all day. "Jerry, are we done with the open marriage?" I asked that evening as we were getting ready for bed.
Jerry didn't answer my question, but we did make love that evening.
I texted Tom to let him know that we would not be seeing each other any longer. Tom was upset but understood.
Jerry and I seemed to be good for the next two weeks. But Saturday afternoon, Jerry took a shower after doing some yard work and came into the den where I was reading a book; he was wearing slacks and a sports coat.
"Where are you going, Jerry?" I asked.
"I have a date," he responded.
"Jerry, I thought we were ending our open marriage arrangement?"
"I thought about it, but you made it clear that you still wanted to see Tom and you broke our rules."
"How," I asked.
"You weren't discreet. We were at the same party together, and your sister probably knows about the two of you as well."
"Okay, even if true, so what? I said I didn't want an open marriage and told Tom we weren't going to get together any longer."
"You disrespected me, Kelly."
"Jerry, let's just end it and move on."
"I have a date," he said and walked out keys in hand.
I was beside myself. What just happened? Jerry wants to continue to see other people even after I said no., I just had this feeling that there was more going on than Jerry being mad at me for seeing Tom.
Things were cold in our house. We slept in the same bed, I tried to initiate sex with Jerry, but he would push me away. The next date night was the same. Jerry got ready to go out.
"Jerry, please don't leave," I begged. But Jerry left anyway.
This time I followed him, and he drove straight to Mary Long's house. He was in her house for over an hour and then they drove off to a French restaurant that Jerry and I have never been to. After dining, they returned to Mary's house. I drove home.
Jerry didn't come home until the next morning at which time I confronted Jerry and told him I followed him. Jerry moved his clothes into the spare bedroom and was home less and less. I cried and pleaded with him.
It was about three weeks later when a man approached me at work, "Kelly Lord," he asked.
"Yes, I'm Kelly."
"You've been served." I put my head on my desk and just started crying.
I tried to fight the divorce, but Jerry had already moved on from me and was living with Mary. I was mad, and I had my attorney fight for every last penny.
Jerry made more money than me, so I would receive alimony for 5 years, and 70% of our cash in the checking and savings account. Our investments were split 50 / 50. I gave up rights to Jerry's retirement, for 70% of the sale of the house.
No one saw Mary during the whole divorce proceeding, But I eventually found out why. Mary had been pregnant.
"Oh my god," Tara said.
"Look Tara, I'm not trying to tell you an open marriage is good or bad. But it didn't work out well for me. It took a while for me to get on with my life. I felt like I had failed.
I was lucky I had Jenny to get me through the divorce and loneliness.
Tom, that dear man, was also there for me. He even stopped seeing his various girlfriends and spent more time with me. One day, I asked Tom out on a date. We went to that nice French restaurant and for dessert, I gave Tom what he had been so patiently waiting for since the first evening we met."
"I bet you did and still do!" Tara said.
"I have never received a complaint and I do my best to spice things up so Tom will never leave me," I said with a smile.
"Tara, whatever you decide to do, just remember to always be open and honest with each other. Make sure Dan is enjoying himself too. Maybe ask Dan if he will try Swinging or Swapping, hell, have a threesome with him. Find a girl and have fun with him," Kelly looked at me with a smile.
"Tom would never go for it," I said, and we laughed.
"You know I'm going to keep trying," Tara said.
"I know you won't and maybe one day, with Tom's permission, I will let you wear me down."
The End
I may check in down the road to see how things turn out for Tara and Dan or Tara and Kelly.
.
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>>>>>
It's a story you've heard many times; I cheated on my husband. Tom and I had been married for 20 years, we were happy, and our sex life was good. Was it great, no. But after 20 years of being married, good is good.
We both have busy lives, we have a 16-year-old daughter, shows that we watch each week, and shows we plan to watch on Prime, AppleTV, Netflix, HBO Max, Disney+, and the list goes on.
We still snuggle together on the couch. I have friends who sit at each end of a sectional and send TikTok and Reel back and forth to each other. Not me and Tom.
After 20 years, sex once a week is good. Sometimes if our daughter Tara is out, and Tom hasn't pissed me off, I might even give him a blowjob while we watch TV.
So, if I was happy with my husband then why did I cheat? The simple answer is "I DON'T KNOW" I just did. Let me explain.
First, my name is Kelly, I'm 45 years old, strawberry blond, with green eyes. I work out at least 4-days a week and watch what I eat. My daughter tells me that her guy friends call me a hot MILF.
Do I catch a lot of guys checking me out? Of course, I do. Would I ever cheat on my husband? I didn't think I would, but I did.
If you think Tom is oblivious to all this, he's not. Tom keeps me on a short leash and stays close by when he feels that a vulture is getting too close.
My boss is one of those vultures that Tom was worried about.
I'm an administrative assistant and my boss is Steve Klien. Steve is tall, dark, and handsome. He's 35 years old, stands 6'2" or taller with a body like Hercules. Women in the office drool over him. Yes, I do too. Steve is a seducer. He has money, he's out on his boat with a different woman or women each weekend. Steve flirts with everyone. He knows all the right things to say to say. He knows the birth date of every girl in the office, we get gifts for our birthday and flowers on Valentine's Day. He also knows how to cheer us up when we're down.
Oh, everyone wants at least one night with him. Okay, I said it.
Does that mean that I should have cheated on Tom? No, no it doesn't. But I did anyway and now I am trying to win back my husband's trust and love.
I'm sure you want to know how my husband caught me. There was no PI following me and taking pictures, there was no one that saw us out together, I certainly didn't confront Tom and tell him Steve was my lover and he had to deal with it or divorce me and I would take him to the cleaners. No, it was nothing like that. It was just a rainy day, and my husband left the job site early.
I work from home 3 days a week and one day there was a knock at the door.
"Hi Steve, what's going on?"
"Oh, I just had some files that I needed you to look over and process for me. I figured I would just stop by with them."
"Well come in. Can I get you a coffee or water?"
"I'll take a cup of coffee, thank you."
Well, we got to talking and laughing and Steve got closer and closer to me. I don't know how it happened, but Steve had my shirt off and he was sucking on my tits. Oh, Steve was good. He knew how to nibble and suck, and it turned me into a slut. Next, I felt his long fingers sliding along my shaved pussy and hitting its mark.
"Show me to your bedroom," Steve demanded.
I was weak, I was a weak woman under his spell, 'damn me!' I took his hand and showed him the way.
I know I was under his spell when my shorts and panties were missing, and he was between my legs and his tongue worked its magic on my pussy. I wish he had stayed down there longer.
Listen, I'm not gonna lie, Tom is good, but Steve has an incredible tongue. It's like his tongue has an extra inch more than the everyday tongue. I'm not the first woman in the office to be pleasured by that serpent tongue either. I know why the girls in the office keep coming back for more. But I never thought I would be one of those women.
Steve was anxious to have his dick in my mouth. He brought me to orgasm three times, so I guess it was only fair. Steve was undressed, and his dick was sliding in and out of my mouth while he had two fingers and a thumb pleasuring me.
Steve was a little longer and thicker than I was used to. My husband's dick is a fine size, I'm just saying that Steve's was a little bigger.
"Turn over," Steve said.
I know what was coming and I assumed the position, "Please go slow and be gentle Steve," I was not completely ready for his big dick to slide into my pussy. "Nice and slow Steve. That's it be gentle."
I enjoy a little doggy just as much as the next girl, but I like to start slow, maybe a little missionary first before I get tossed around.
So, we just started with doggy, that's fine, Steve was in charge by now anyway. I felt him gently sliding in and out. It took a few strokes, but it started feeling nice. He hadn't entered me completely yet. That's when I heard a loud slap, I mean loud, and Steve slammed his dick deep inside me.
"What the Fuck Steve! I told you to be gentle!" and then Steve's dick slides out of me as he rolled off the bed.
I looked at the floor and there I saw Steve, with a face that looked like a jigsaw puzzle with a couple of pieces gone. I screamed in horror as I saw blood everywhere. I saw a few teeth that were no longer in Steve's mouth too.
I rolled over onto my back to see Tom standing there holding his Fraternity Paddle.
We cleaned out the attic this past weekend and Tom and I came across his old Fraternity Paddle. "Thank you, sir, may I have another?" We both laughed.
But now, Tom was pointing that paddle at my head. I knew he wouldn't hit me, at least I hoped he wouldn't. But I have also never seen him like this. "Hit me, Tom, I deserve it," I said for some stupid reason just praying that he wouldn't listen to me. I closed my eyes and braced for impact just the same.
When I opened one eye to see if the coast was clear, I saw Tom on the phone.
"I need an ambulance to be sent to 12 Almond Avenue. I may need a police officer too. I hit the man that I thought was raping my wife."
"Yes, that's right, I thought it was rape."
"No, I swung twice. My second shot was across his face with a paddle, it turns out that it was consensual sex."
"Yes, my wife was screwing her boss in our bed," I felt so ashamed as my husband told the operator what I had done.
"No, he's not dead. But I think he'll need more than an icepack."
Next, Tom called my mom. I can't believe he called my mom. My mom loves Tom more than me. Forget my father, Tom is like the son he never had.
"Hello, Mom."
"Well, I think I might be catching a little cold, but your daughter feels worse than me right now."
"Yes, I think she would like to talk to you."
"No, I think it would be better if you talk to her when you come to pick her up."
Oh fuck, this isn't good.
>>>>>
Tom and I have been separated now for three months pending an actual divorce. I had to stay at my parents' house for three weeks before Tom decided it would be better for me to move back into the house to take care of our daughter, and Tom moved the apartment above our oversized garage.
Tom's a contractor so he built a big garage to hold his trucks, equipment, and tools. It was more cost-efficient overall. We've rented out the beautiful apartment above the garage over the years for extra income.
I apologized to Tom for being a stupid slut. I've told him that I don't deserve him. But I also told him that I would never give up on us. "Tom, I will fight the divorce and stalk any woman that tries to come between us," and I did.
"Mom," my daughter yelled to me, "there's some good-looking woman following Dad into his apartment."
That was all I needed to hear, I was off like a shot, up the stairs and threw the apartment door open. "Stay away from my husband you tramp!" I grabbed her by her long blond hair; this woman was beautiful. I will admit that she did look a little young for Tom, but hey, Tom is a good-looking guy.
Anyway, I dragged her down the stairs and dropped her in front of her car. "What the fuck you're a crazy bitch," she yelled at me.
Tom just stood there shaking his head at me, "I'm sorry, my soon-to-be ex-wife is a little bit crazy...."
"A little, she needs to be locked up and on meds!"
"Look, here's $100, just keep the change," Tom said, "and Kelly, please apologize to the young lady."
I felt stupid. "I'm really sorry......."
"Fuck you bitch!"
She slammed the door and drove off. I was left standing there with a handful of blond hair as Tom walked up the stairs to his apartment. I turned and there was my daughter who witnessed it all. She was laughing at me.
"It's not funny," I said, "you didn't see her carrying a bag of food?"
"Don't blame it on me, Mom. You didn't notice that her car had a sign on it that said Dominos."
So, now it's just me and Tara living in the house while I plot ways to win Tom back. Yes, I've tried sex. I waited for him in the apartment one evening, lying in his bed naked. "Out" That's all he said. I had to do the walk of shame. He wouldn't even let me get dressed first.
It was too soon. But now, it's been three months without sex, him, or me. I think it's time to try again.
"Mom! Please put some clothes on and stop parading around the yard naked. Showing off your hot 45-year-old body to all the men in the neighborhood is no way to win Dad back."
"I wasn't......, oh never mind," I told my daughter.
Next, it was food. A way to a man's heart is through food, they say. Who they are, I don't know, but I tried it.
I started making Tom lunch and bringing it to the job site. I made meatball parm and chicken cutlets sandwiches, anything of which I could think. I made it for the crew too. As it was getting colder, I was making homemade soup. I even made pasta fagioli and garlic bread and chili too.
I don't know if I was winning Tom's heart back, but his workers all offered to marry me. One guy was down on his knee and proposed to me with a nut as a wedding ring.
I tried to talk to Tom, but nope, he wasn't ready yet.
Next, it was coffee. Tom is a caffeine junky. He has at least 5 big cups a day and has to have one first thing in the morning. I was already going into Tom's apartment every day, cleaning up, doing the dishes he left in the sink and his laundry.
Well...., on my last visit, I took all his Keurig pods.
I was waiting for him with a large coffee just like he likes it and bacon, egg, and cheese on a roll.
"Hi honey, I made you breakfast." Tom's not a morning person until he's had his morning coffee, but he grunted something that sounded like "Thank you, I miss you and love you." But it could also have been just a few grunts, no matter, my plan is working and I'm wearing him down.
"What do you say, Dad?" Tom loves his little daughter and does whatever she says. She's a little kiss ass too.
"Thank you, Kelly, for taking all my Keurig pods and making me coffee instead," Tom took the coffee and his breakfast and walked back to his apartment.
"Have you stooped that low Mom that you are messing with Dad's coffee?"
"Yes! Yes, I have."
I waited for Tom to come for his coffee and breakfast like he had for the past few weeks, but one morning he just drove off to work. 'Bastard' I thought to myself, he probably bought more Keurig pods.'
I stormed out of the house, up to his apartment, and then back down to the house because I forgot the key. 'I'm making his coffee and breakfast whether he likes it or not.' This time I left the pods and took the fucking Keurig. I also took the black tea I found in the pantry and left him with only the decaffeinated.
'Fuck with me, I don't think so!'
The next morning, Tom was at my door. "Don't you have a job?" he asked, "how do you have all this time to clean my apartment, do my laundry, cook lunch for my crew, and me coffee and breakfast in the morning?"
"No, Tom, I don't have a job. I quit right after you played out a scene from Animal House on Steve's ass. Also, I convinced Steve not to press charges against you. Thank you very much."
"So now you're costing me more than before the divorce since you're not working?"
"Tom, we're not divorced. But that's neither here nor there," why did I say that neither here nor there, I don't even know what it means.
"Tom," I continued, "I'm actually saving you money. I told HR that Steve sexually harassed me and took advantage of me. I agreed to be terminated and receive a settlement if I didn't sue the company. See, so you should thank me."
"You are a cheating slut, and you want me to thank you," Tom said as he walked away.
Once Tom comes back to me, we're going to talk about the way he talks to me. I'll let it go this time, but that's it.
He continued to come every morning for his coffee, and I would go to the apartment every evening with his last cup of the day. I just sat at the kitchen counter, and we talked about our day. Well, I did the talking while Tom just listened. At least he wasn't throwing me out any longer.
Next was Thanksgiving. That was the turning point. We always host Thanksgiving, and this year would be no different. I called my parents, my sister, Tom's parents, his brother, and sister too.
His sister Laurie called me a slut, a whore, a bitch, oh, there were a few more kind words, but I invited her too.
Tom's side of the family had to confirm that Tom would actually be attending Thanksgiving before they would commit. I already knew Tom would be because he told his little princes he would. That girl has her Daddy wrapped around her little finger.
She also told Tom he had to bring a Pecan Pie and whipped cream. Not the kind in the plastic container, it had to be in the aerosol can. Tara and her cousins like to shoot the whipped cream into their mouths, which always leads to whipped cream everywhere and me having to clean up. But that's what holidays are about, family and fun.
Thanksgiving started slow, there were pleasantries, and the games were on so that was a nice distraction. But as the day went on it was fun to see the family together again. Especially Tom and my dad. They hadn't talked since Tom had me served. Dad was mad that Tom wouldn't give me another chance.
Even Laurie talked to me. What were her words? "Bitch! You need help with anything?" At least she offered.
Tom spoke to me too. He was helping me clear the table and load the dishwasher, "at least the dishwasher still works," he said.
Let me explain.
One of the things I did to get Tom to the house was break the appliances so Tom would have to come over and fix them. Tara would then tell her daddy that he had to stay for dinner.
Thanksgiving turned out to be a hit. It was fun to see the cousins together and they even had their grandfathers doing whipped cream whip-its. I tried to convince Tom to stay after everyone had left but he gave me some lame work excuses.
So that brings everyone up to today. It was just like every other morning. Tom showed up for breakfast, he was now sitting with me at the kitchen table as he ate his breakfast and drank his coffee. I was getting more than grunts and groans out of him, but not complete sentences. But that's fine. This is a work in process.
Tom left for work with his thermos of coffee and a cooler full of sandwiches for him and his crew. When Tom comes back to me, his crew is going to be disappointed when I stop making lunches for them.
How did I get ready for Tom and this evening's visit? I took all the food out of Tom's refrigerator and dumped it in a cooler on ice. Most of it I just threw out. This man cannot live on his own. His refrigerator looked like a giant Petri dish full of bacteria.
Then I went back to the house to break another appliance.
"Mom, what are you doing now?"
"I'm trying to pull this dryer out and figure out how to break it. Don't just stand there looking at me, come help me."
Tara and I pulled the dryer out and unscrewed the nuts holding the wire to the dryer, "Fuck'" I yelled as the lights went out in half the house.
"Are you okay Mom?"
"No, I'm not okay, I just got the shit shocked out of me."
"Well, that's your fault, Mom, why wouldn't you unplug the dryer first?"
"I don't know. I guess I'm not as smart as you,"
"Well, MOTHER! we both know you're not that smart or you wouldn't have gotten caught cheating on Dad."
"Tara, will you please help me?"
"What do you need me to do?" Tara asked.
"Go find something we can use to cut this wire."
"Where are Dad's tools?" Tara asked.
"I don't know, I guess in the garage. Check his toolbox."
"Which one?" my daughter asked, "He has like a million toolboxes and red bags."
"These," I googled a picture of yellow-handled plyers and showed her. "I think these are what he uses for electric work."
While my daughter went off to the garage on a treasure hunt, I checked on the dinner I was making for Tom. It was his favorite, Baked Ziti, and Sausage. I even made my homemade sauce, RAO's with extra red pepper, garlic, and oregano. Tom doesn't know the difference.
"What the hell took so long," I asked my daughter 20 minutes later."
"You want my help or not Mother?"
"Yes. I do honey. I'm sorry."
"Now hold this wire so I can cut it."
"Mom, how about you unplug it first!"
"Oh, shit; I forgot."
We cut the wire and pushed the dryer back into place.
"What's next Mom? The only thing you haven't broken is the Keurig and you need that to make coffee every morning for dad?"
"I broke all the appliances at least once. If this doesn't work, we're starting over again." My daughter rolled her eyes.
"Listen to me Tara, I need you to call your father and tell him you put your clothes in the dryer, turned it on and all the lights in the house went off."
"Okay," Tara said, and she called her dad.
"Hi Daddy"
"School is good."
"No, I don't have a boyfriend, we broke up."
"No, it was nothing like that."
"Dad, I'm a big girl and I can handle myself."
'What the hell.' I thought to myself, 'What about the dryer?'
"Dad! I need your help."
"No not boy problems, I broke the washing machine."
"Dryer!" I whispered as I raised my hands.
"I mean dryer," my daughter clarified.
"Yes, I need the clothes dry tonight."
"What?"
"Um, my favorite, um, non-revealing I like this boy top?" My daughter looked at me for help as she covered her phone so he wouldn't hear.
"Just keep talking. You have your Daddy wrapped around your finger. He'll do whatever you ask."
"I know Daddy. Yes, I always carry my mace."
"I love you two, see you soon."
"Really," I said to my daughter, "non-revealing I like this boy top. That's the best you could come up with?"
"Well, it worked, and Dad will be here in a half hour."
"Thank you, Tara," I gave her a hug and a kiss.
"Mom," my daughter said, "I hope your games work and Dad takes you back. But if he doesn't, please respect his wishes and let him move on. This was all your fault."
I started crying as my daughter hugged me. "Mom, go put on something sexy for Dad, he'll be here soon. I'll finish cooking."
I ran upstairs stripped down to my panties and put on a red silk robe, nothing else.
"Really Mom," Tara said, "That's your sexy outfit?"
"I'm done playing games, I'm winning your dad back tonight."
Tom knocked on the door instead of just walking in. I was nervous as I greeted him. "Hi, Tom."
My little red robe was a good call. I saw Tom staring at my tits. It has been three months since he's had sex, I hope.
"Kelly, you look nice. Did I catch you dressing for a date?" Tom asked.



Fuck, "You mean this old thing? No, I just felt like relaxing and dressing casually tonight." Tom gave me a grin.
"Thank you for helping Tara, I don't know what happened, but the dryer stopped working and the lights went out when she turned on the dryer."
"Is it the fuse again, Kelly?" Tom asked.
"I'm not sure; I'm not an electrician," I said.
Tom looked at me with a smile, "what are you cooking," Tom asked.
"Oh, just Bake Ziti and Sausage; have you eaten yet?"
"Hi Daddy," Tara came running in and hugged her dad, "I miss you."
"I miss you too Tara; now what did you do? Tom asked Tara.
"Well Daddy, all I did was put the clothes in the washing machine......"
"You mean dryer," Tom said as I gave Tara a stern look.
"I mean dryer. I hit the start button and next thing I knew; the lights went off and the dryer stopped."
Tom walked over to the laundry room, "It smells like something's burning."
"Daddy," Tara said with a smile, "I want you to stay for dinner."
"Maybe," Tom said, "but let me look at the dryer first."
Tom pulled out the dryer and looked at me and Tara shaking his head. He knew what I did, but didn't say a word, he just rewired the whatever, went into the basement, and flipped the fuse.
Tom walked up from the basement, and I handed him a drink. "Thank you, Tom," I left no room between me and the doorframe. Tom had to squeeze by me and as I leaned into him, I saw him look down at my tits. I know he missed sucking on them, but he would be tonight even if I had to tie his ass to the bed.
"Daddy, come sit down and eat." My daughter, the precious girl, had handed Tom another drink. No normal drink, they were sweet and had a lot of alcohol in them. I don't know about Tom, but a few of these and I would be drunk.
There was a little small talk during dinner and when we finished Tom started to say good night, but Tara was relentless. "Dad, we have dessert too."
'Fuck,' Tara looked at me. I put my arms up. I didn't think about dessert. "Tom, please stay," I said and went looking for something to make for dessert.
I looked in the fridge then the freezer and found ice cream sandwiches and I had some Cool Whip. The kind in a plastic container that I had in the freezer. I also found some cookies. I put the cool whip in the microwave to soften it a little. I then placed the ice cream sandwiches flat on the tin, spread a layer of Cool Whip, a layer of ice cream sandwiches, Cool Whip, and crumpled the cookies over the top. I found some sprinkles to top it off.
Tara kept Tom busy talking about some imaginary boy she was head over heels in love with. Tom was not happy and was going on about her being too young to be interested in boys, blah blah blah blah blah.
"Desserts ready," I said.
Tara looked exhausted, "you owe me big time," she whispered to me.
We sat down, and I served the dessert. Tara mixed up another concoction for us and I was starting to get concerned, 'How does my 16-year-old daughter know how to make drinks like this?' That's a conversation for another day.
I could tell that Tom was getting a little buzzed too. I was happy tomorrow was Saturday and I didn't have to get up at the crack of dawn to make Tom breakfast.
"Dad," Tara said as Tom looked like he may leave, "you're too drunk to go home tonight, I insist you say."
"I only live 10 feet...." Tara cut him off. "Dad! I said you were too drunk to leave."
Tara walked over to me and whispered, "Good luck and please, don't gross me out. If you get lucky, no dirty talk or keep your voices down." And she kissed me on the cheek.
"Daddy," Tara said with a smile, "thank you for fixing the washing, I mean dryer for me."
"You're welcome, Tara, but next time, it might be a good idea to put clothes into the dryer if you're going to tell me it broke when you were trying to dry your clothes."
Tara and I both looked at each other like two deer in the headlights.
Tara kissed Tom on the cheek, "Mom loves you, knows she made a big mistake, and will never make the same mistake again," I heard her whisper to her daddy. "I'm going to my room to study now. Good night, Daddy."
"Study, you and on a Friday night?" Tom laughed.
I was hoping that Tom was as buzzed as I was. I dropped my robe and startled Tom's lap as he sat on the chair. I had my tongue down Tom's throat, and I didn't let him say a word. While I was kissing him, I was undoing his belt and fishing out his wonderful dick. I stroked it until it was hard and slid off his lap and took his dick deep down into my throat.
Tom tried to tell me he was about to cum, I'm not a big swallower, but I didn't care. I was swallowing every drop tonight. I stood up and grabbed his drink to rinse the taste out of my mouth.
I dragged Tom to our bedroom where we fucked like two dogs in heat. We fucked and then made love.
I was up before Tom the next morning and I was bobbing up and down on his dick with my warm mouth. This morning we fucked like rabbits.
I begged Tom to stay for breakfast and then jumped into the shower. I dried off and came out naked. It had been a great night and a great morning. I was determined to let him know I was sorry, and that he was the only man I wanted.
Walked up to the bed as Tom lay there, pulled the covers down, and gave him another blowjob, just as our daughter passed by our bedroom. We must have left the door open in our rush last night to fuck each other.
"Oh, my god. It's bad enough you two kept me up all night and woke me up this morning, BUT HOW, HOW are you still at it," she said as she shook her head and walked away. Tom and I laughed together for the first time in three months.
Life is good now. Tom didn't move back in immediately, but we were spending more time together as a family and we would spend a few nights a week sleeping together too. We also bought Tara overpriced Beats Studio Pro so she wouldn't have to hear us.
Tom eventually moved back home, and we're going to counseling. The marriage counselor told us that we were too young to have sex only once a week as we had been. She jokingly told us to cut the cord on the TV, not the dryer, and go fuck three times a week, try role-playing, or bring some toys into the relationship to spice things up.
She stressed that too many couples just give up rather than try to work things out.
The End
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>>>>>>>>>>
Bruce sat there and listened to the husbands tell their stories. "Bruce, we've all been through it. Look, we can't satisfy our wives and they deserve better. once you see your wife getting fucked by James or Leroy or one of the others, you'll understand."
"But" one of the husbands added, "you need to understand your position in the cuckold circle. Your wife belongs to them once you join. I know from experience not to question my wife or her lovers."
"What does that mean?" Bruce asked.
"Leroy and my wife tied me naked to the bed once because I complained that I hadn't been permitted to jerk off in over two weeks. Once I was secured, my wife spanked me with a paddle."
"She did what?" Bruce listened in disgust.
"Cleaning my wife is a normal thing now," one guy said, "but the first time I complained to my wife, she made me suck Leroy off."
Bruce had had enough of this place.
>>>>>>>>>>
"So, tell me, Linda," asked James, "how did it feel to put that collar on your hubby for the first time?"
"It was sort of hard at first," she said. "I knew he was hoping that it wouldn't happen at our first party. He hoped it was just to take a look around and talk about it later."
"No way that was going to happen," interjected James.
"I realized that as soon as we sat down together. But still, I wasn't looking forward to doing that to him. I kind of felt sorry for him."
James smiled and lowered the zipper of his pants.
"I think you'll find it was worth it," he said with a suggestive smile.
"But you know," she said, "when I was locking it around his neck, it gave me a feeling of power that I really liked. We've never been into power games, but I really liked the control I had at that moment."
"That's only the beginning, baby. This will be your power."
"I really hate for this night to end," she said.
"Don't worry. There'll be many others, I promise."
"I can't wait that long," she laughed. "Can't I take you home with me?"
"Maybe we'd better wait a bit for that, as much as I'd like to enjoy your body for a few more hours. Your hubby has been out there in the circle for two hours. I'm sure he's going crazy."
"Guess I'd better rescue him and take him home. I hope he's cool about this."
"Oh, I think he will be. Eventually, he will even be enthusiastic."
"You think so?"
"I can almost guarantee it," said James. "If there's anything I understand, it's the Black-cuckolded hubby."
"Wow. What an expression. Black-cuckolded hubby. It doesn't sound like something he would be thrilled to hear."
"He will be very curious - and excited - to hear about tonight. You should tell him everything. It will be frustrating to him not to have been able to see it but have to only hear about it."
>>>>>>>>>>
Bruce walked in from the patio to meet his wife as she stood there talking to Marie.
"Hello Bruce, did you enjoy your conversation with the other husbands?" Marie asked with an evil smile on her face as Linda waited for Bruce's response.
"Linda, get this fucking collar off my neck now!"
This was not the response that Marie or Linda had expected. Linda fumbled with the lock, seeing she was having trouble, Rachel came over to help.
"Let me do that for you, Linda," Rachel said with a smile. "There you go, you're free until next time."
"There will be no next time," Bruce said as he headed for the door.
James was at the door as Bruce approached with Linda not far behind, "I enjoyed fucking your wife. She's mine now." Linda placed her hand on Bruce's arm as he shook it off.
"I'll see you in two weeks Linda unless you call me sooner," James said.
Bruce stood toe-to-toe with James, a huge muscular Black man, but Bruce did not back down. "We will not be returning and if you step foot in my house, I will shoot you for trespassing." Linda gasped as James stepped to the side.
The ride home was quiet. Linda had never seen Bruce like this. At home, Bruce is a loving husband but at work, he is a take-charge individual. Yes, Bruce is an accountant, he is respected by his peers, his subordinates, clients, and taxing authorities. He is no pushover at work.
He was soon to be president of the accounting firm he worked for. This is the side of Bruce that Linda was now witnessing.
"Black-Cuckolded!" Bruce yelled as they drove home.
Linda was speechless. She sat quietly the whole way home, 'this didn't go the way Marie and Sarah told me it would!' Linda thought to herself.
"He will be very curious - and excited - to hear about tonight. You should tell him everything. It will be frustrating to him not to have been able to see it but have to only hear about it."
'No,' Linda thought, 'I don't think I will be doing that tonight.'
Bruce and Linda arrived home but had not said a word to each other in the car. "Honey, do you want to talk," Linda asked.
"No!" Bruce responded."
Linda walked up to Bruce and hugged him. 'I don't know what those husbands told Bruce, but I have to let him reclaim me as his' she thought as she slid her hand down under Bruce's waistband and started stroking his dick.
"Don't," Bruce said which shocked Linda. 'Bruce has never turned down sex.'
"Bruce please talk to me. What did those husbands tell you?"
"Stop Linda don't play innocent with me. You knew perfectly well what they would tell me. You never planned on just "seeing what it was like." You always planned on getting fucked while I just sat there talking to a bunch of cuck husbands."
"Bruce I...." Bruce cut Linda off.
"We used to flirt, swing, and swap; both of us doing it together. We were an adventurous and loving couple! This was different. If you told me we were swapping with James' wife or that woman Rachel, I would have been fine with it.
But you didn't, you only thought of yourself!
Linda, I will not be your cuckold husband! I will not be humiliated by you and your lover! And I will not lick your pussy clean after you have been fucked!"
Linda let out a gasp, "Bruce I would never do that to you."
"Bullshit Linda!" Bruce went to his room, changed, and walked down the hall to one of the spare bedrooms.
"Bruce, you're not going to sleep with me. I want you to make love to me."
"What the fuck Linda. I'm not taking sloppy seconds. You probably haven't even cleaned that guy's cum out of you." 'Bruce was right, I had only peed.'
That night while Linda was asleep Bruce walked to the kitchen where their cellphones charge. Bruce has a friend at work who showed him how he could hack a phone, read emails, and calls, and hear conversations over the phone as people were talking. Bruce never had an interest before, but now, he wanted to know what his wife and her friends were up to. Linda and Bruce knew each other's passwords, so setting it would be no problem.
Linda was up and at the bedroom door as Bruce started to wake, "Honey can I make you something to eat, bacon and eggs?"
"Yes, that would be fine," Bruce said.
As they sat together eating breakfast it was still cold and quiet between the two of them.
"Bruce, do you want to talk about last night?" Linda asked nervously.
"Yes, I would," Bruce said, "why! Why would you want to cuckold and humiliate me? What have I ever done to deserve that from you?"
"Marie and Sarah made it sound so exciting," Linda said, "and the way they talked about the sex...."
"And about the sex," Bruce cut in, "you never planned on just checking it out, did you? You always planned on fucking someone didn't you?"
"No! Yes! I don't know."
"And how was it, Linda?"
"Bruce, I'm sorry, but it was fantastic."
"Well, great for you. My evening was miserable listening to those husbands telling me their stories. Linda, I would divorce you before I would let you humiliate me!"
Linda ran off to her room crying.
Bruce finished his breakfast and cleaned up the dishes. He showered, shaved, and was in his home office working when Linda stepped in to talk to him "I'm going to meet Marie and Sarah for Lunch," Linda said.
"I have some work I need to finish, maybe we can go out for dinner tonight?"
"That would be nice," Linda said as she kissed Bruce goodbye.
Bruce was anxious to hear their conversation. He had the software loaded on his computer and phone. He was ready to hear what they had to say. It only took about half an hour, and it started.
"What happened last night?" Marie asked.
"Bruce wouldn't sleep with me last night and said he would divorce me before he let me cuckold and humiliate him."
"Oh," Marie said, "he'll never divorce you. Now tell us about the sex."
"It was incredible. I wish Bruce would be open to..."
"Fuck him," Sarah said, "this is about you. How many times have you told us that Bruce was okay but nothing special in bed?"
"I know but..."
"No, but!" Marie said, "You deserve to be satisfied. Bruce needs to get with the program!"
"You need James and maybe Leroy too, to come to your house and fuck you in front of Bruce. Let him see how they can please you and he cannot. He'll come around," Marie said with a laugh.
"Bruce said he would shoot James if he stepped foot in our house."
"He said what?" Sarah asked in disbelief, "Bruce did? Are we talking about the same Bruce?"
"Yes, I was shocked too," Linda said.
"Forget about Bruce and his insecurities and ego, did you have a good time?" Sarah asked.
"A good time? Only the best night of my life. At least of my married life, if you know what I mean. I can't thank you enough, even if it never happens again."
"Once you're officially a member, you won't have to wait so long to get laid. Leroy is coming over to my house tonight," Sarah said, "Bill is cooking dinner for us."
"You're kidding!
"I added laundry to his list last week."
"Let me ask you," Linda said, "do you two still respect your husbands, you know, after what you put them through?"
"It's a power game," Marie said, "they are still our husbands."
"As exciting as it sounds, better sex and a dominating my husband, I don't know, I think I might lose all respect for Bruce over time." Marie and Sarah both laughed.
As they ate, Marie and Sarah told more stories about the men they had had sex with and the humiliation they put their husbands through. "After we fuck, the husbands have to go into the rooms and change the sheets," Marie said.
"And make sure we have clean towels," Sarah added," role of the husbands. Linda was getting excited just listening." 'Could I do this to Bruce? Would he let me? '
"I have to go." Linda said, "I'm going out to dinner tonight with Bruce, maybe I can persuade him."
"Have fun with Leroy tonight. I'm so jealous!"
"Hey, you too can have home delivery," Marie added.
"Let me ask one more question, if Bruce says no, can I still join?" Linda asked skeptically.
Marie and Sarah shook their heads no. "Great sex is just part of it. But the control and humiliation we and our big Black lovers rain down on our husbands is what makes it a cuckold club." Sarah said to Linda's disappointment.
"Well Linda," Marie added, "You better figure it out. You can attend three parties without being a member. After that, Bruce will have to agree and commit fully and pay a monthly fee for you to continue having that delicious black cock in that hungry pussy of yours."
Sarah said to Linda, "You can only imagine the power you will have over Bruce. Make him sit in a corner and jerk off as you have the best sex of your life!"
"I could only hope, but something tells me Bruce and I won't be joining the club."
>>>>>>>>>>
Linda had a lot of thinking to do as she drove home. Had she just ruined her marriage beyond repair? She was happy and loved Bruce, but sex was just "ok." Could she live with just "ok" after her night with James?
Linda arrived home to find an empty house. She called for Bruce but there was no answer. Linda looked outside on the patio but was not Bruce.
Linda kept herself busy. She put on her best fuck me skirt and low-cut top. She needed to control Bruce. Finally decided it was getting late and needed Bruce home, 'He better answer my call,' the call went to voicemail. Linda followed up with a text, with no response back.
It was 4:30 when Bruce finally came home. Bruce heard the whole conversation. He cannot please Linda sexually and Linda is still planning on trying to cuckold him. Bruce was not happy when he walked into the house. He had spent the day at his office.
Did he sulk? Yes. Did he make a decision? No. 'Should I just live with it, it was only one night, or maybe I should just divorce Linda. No, I think I wanted to give Linda one more chance, but I'm not going to be her cuck, that's for sure.' No, Bruce had a plan.
"Where have you been," Linda demanded.
"Out," was all Bruce said. Linda could see he was still angry.
"Are we still going out to dinner?" Linda asked.
Bruce thought for a minute, "Yes, I am kind of hungry and why are you dressed like that?"
"You don't like it," Linda asked with a seductive look.
"We're not going to the Big Black Dick Club; we're going out for a bite to eat!"
Bruce and Linda went to a local place for dinner. There wasn't much conversation, and neither was trying either. They were home early, Bruce in the den watching TV, Linda texting on her phone.
Bruce was watching Linda texting and was reading them on his phone.
Linda: "How is your evening with Leroy?"
Sarah: "Incredible. We just finished round one. Bill is making us drinks. I have a secret if you promise not to tell anyone."
Linda: "Okay, I promise. What are you up to?"
Sarah: "I have had Bill wearing a chastity belt for the past two weeks. He's going crazy."
Linda: "OMG!"
Sarah: "He hasn't jerked off for two weeks and Leroy just fucked me for the past hour while Bill sat in a chair watching us. Leroy and I have brought Bill to tears.
Linda, the power we have over Bill is so exhilarating. Bill knows his place now."
Linda: "Do you and Bill still have sex?"
Sarah: "No, I am owned now. All I do is jerk Bill off. That's all I'm allowed to do. It's the rules. He's been a good husband (Sarah laughed) maybe I'll jerk him off tonight after Leroy leaves."
Bruce couldn't believe what he was reading. "I'm going to bed."
"I'll come with you," Linda said.
"Don't bother, I'm not sleeping in our bedroom."
"When are you going to get over it, Bruce? It's not like we haven't had sex with other people before, together or in separate rooms."
"You went off and left me Linda. And now, I bet that all you can think about is a big black dick and cuckolding me. I'll never be enough for you. Maybe I never was."
'He's not wrong,' Linda thought to herself.
>>>>>>>>>>
It was cold between Linda and Bruce for the next few weeks. Linda tried to talk to Bruce, but Bruce was still pissed at Linda. He had been reading the texts between Linda, Marie, and Sarah. They were still pressuring Linda and giving her ideas to get Bruce to go back to the club.
Sarah: "Linda, tell Bruce if he gives it a chance Marie and I will fuck him. He gets both of us,"
Marie: "Yeah, and once we get him to commit, we'll abuse and humiliate him along with you."
"Bruce," Linda said softly, "Marie and Sarah are coming over Saturday night.........."
Bruce cut in, "Are they coming alone or with their cucks?"
"Bruce please don't say anything to them."
"Why are they coming?" Bruce asked.
"Bruce, they're our friends."
"Linda, right now we are not friends, and it is because of them."
"Bruce please just let it go. It was just one time. I'm sorry."
"Whatever," Bruce ended the conversation.
Saturday evening Marie, Sarah, and the cuck boys showed up. Bruce was cooking as Jim and Bill approached. "Hey guys how's it going," Bruce said trying to be nice.
"You catch the game last night?" Bill asked. The three had a fun time grilling and talking sports. It was like old times before this whole cuckold thing started.
"Hold those buns open for the burgers," Bruce told Jim while Bill grabbed the sausages.
The girls were inside talking. "So," Marie asked, "anymore progress with Bruce?"
"We're still not sleeping in the same room."
"Get the fuck out, it's been over a month," Sarah responded.
"Yup, I'm just living through your stories now," Linda said.
"You haven't had sex in over a month?" Marie asked.
"NO!"
Sarah and Marie went on to tell Linda what she was missing out on the latest on the husband's humiliation activities. "I have Bill's little dick locked up in a cage now too," Marie said, "he's wearing his metal cage today," They all laughed.
"After Jack, you haven't met Jack yet, fucked me, I had Jim between my legs...."
They got cut off as the husbands walked into the den, "Dinners ready."
The conversation was pleasant, and drinks were flowing. Bruce noticed that both Marie and Sarah were getting a little bossy the more they started drinking.
"What did you say!" Sarah shouted at Bill. "Yes ma'ma," Bill said under his breath, obviously embarrassed.
"Go do the dishes with Jim," Sarah commanded. Bill had already been ordered to do so by Marie.
Bruce looked at Linda waiting for her to just say one word. She remained silent.
"So, Bruce," Sarah slurred, "Linda tells me you're sleeping in the spare bedroom. You should be fucking Linda while you still have the chance. Once you become an official CUCKOLD, that stops for good."
"Get the fuck out and take Linda with you!" Bruce shouted. They were all surprised at his temper, but no one took him seriously.
"What you think I'm kidding?" Bruce went to his office and came back with a Colt single-action revolver, peacemaker they called it. Bruce walked up and pointed the gun right at Sarah's head and pulled the hammer back. Sarah peed in her pants.
"You're crazy," she shouted as they all ran out of the house. Bruce laughed out loud, 'maybe next time I'll load Peacemaker,' he said to himself.
Linda didn't come home until Sunday evening. "Bruce, I need to get something for work. Can I come in please?" Bruce let Linda in, with a gun in hand.
"Bruce baby I'm sorry, please I'm sorry!"
"Get what you need and get out!"
"When! When can I come back home?" Linda asked.
"Why don't you come home Saturday evening while your friends go to their cuckold party."
"Okay, um thank you," Linda sounded disappointed.
Linda stayed at Marie's house that week and Saturday evening, and not sure if Bruce had been serious about her coming home Saturday night. "Bruce," Linda called softly.
"In the den."



Bruce had still been listening to the conversation through Linda's phone as well as reading her texts and calls. Linda finally understood that Bruce was not a cuck like Marie and Sarah's husbands.
But Bruce had learned something too. Besides the big black dick, and getting fucked, and yes, the husband's humiliation too, the girls liked to be treated like sluts and dominated.
Bruce didn't have a big dick and wasn't that good in bed either, based on Linda's comments, but he was going to try something different.
"Get over here," Bruce demanded.
Linda came running, "On your knees!"
Linda did as she was told, and she knew what she was to do next. "Things are going to be different around here or we will be getting divorced. Do you understand?" Bruce asked.
"Yes," Linda responded as best she could with Bruce's dick in her mouth.
"Do you want to stay married or find someone else to turn into a cuckold to satisfy your sick desires?"
Pulling Bruce's dick out of her mouth Linda responded, "Bruce, I love you, I was being a selfish bitch, I should have never listened to Marie and Sarah. I'm also sorry for letting myself get carried away with the whole Circle of Cuckolds too." She went back to sucking Bruce's dick.
'And please don't shoot me either you crazy bastard' Linda thought to herself as she found she was getting excited.
"Get to our bedroom get undressed and turn down the bed!" Bruce ordered, "Play with yourself too. But if you cum before I get there, you will regret it. Do you understand?"
"Yes Bruce, I do! 'Who is this man, and what happened to Bruce.' Linda thought to herself. 'Fuck I'm so turned I'll never be able to last until he gets here!'
Bruce took his time; he locked up for the night and went to their bedroom. Linda's comments were still ringing in Bruce's head, "But nothing special in bed."
Bruce hoped to make tonight different.... Bruce had toys to help him when he needed a break. He was ready, he was determined to take charge.
"Your ass is mine tonight!" Bruce said, "Turn over."
Sunday morning Bruce woke to Linda gagging on his dick. "Bruce last night was incredible. My ass does hurt a little though.
Bruce, do you forgive me?"
"Well Linda, I'm gonna let you in on a little secret," Bruce posed, "soon you're going to have two lonely friends with useless husbands while you still have me." Linda looked at Bruce with a confused look on her face.
Epilogue
"Linda what did Bruce do!" Sarah called in tears.
"Sarah, I don't know what you're talking about."
"I'll send you the article." Sarah was a babbling mess.
It was a story in the local paper.
They called it the Circle of Cuckolds. Cuckold is a taboo subject that has become more and more popular.
A cuckold is a man who has been betrayed by his wife. If your wife cuckolds you, she is cheating on you with a different man.
In today's society, it means more. Some couples get pleasure through cuckolding. The wife or girlfriend has better sex with a bigger more confident male, often referred to as an alpha male.
called a Bull. The husband or boyfriend gets off on watching his wife with another man. This relationship will often go further into, what some call a fetish or even BDSM, Humiliation!
The wife and Bull degrade and humiliate the husband.
Cuckold is an old-fashioned word you can find in many of Shakespeare's plays.
cuckolding is certainly older than Shakespeare and will always exist as long as there are marriages. But one place it will no longer exist is at the club called "Circle of Cuckolds."
This one-time mini-mansion was turned into a club for cuckold couples to play. The wives would enjoy pleasurable sex with well-hung Black men. The sex they could never have with their husband. The husbands or cucks as they are called would gather around talk amongst each other and wait for their wives to come for them. As you can imagine, in a place like this, many husbands were degraded and humiliated beyond what you and I could ever imagine, and it probably continued at home too.
Well, the doors of the Circle of Cuckolds Club have officially been closed. The IRS received an anonymous tip from whom they suspect was an "unhappy cuck," It was not only a tip, but also a list of every tax code that the club had broken. Also, this individual found fraud among other things.
This unhappy cuck informed the IRS that the "Club" was listed as a 503 (b) not-for-profit organization. They claim to be providing sex therapy. They were even awarded government grants.
The club members were charged a monthly fee, and the "employees or Bulls" were paid for their services based on books and records seized by the IRS.
The club never reported wages to the IRS, in the form of W-2, or 1099.
The club never paid taxes. (Income tax, sales tax, employment taxes, etc.)
This unhappy cuck even went on the suggest that since it was a business serving food and beverage, they needed but never applied for a Liquor License. There was no record of a Board of Health Certification either. His list of findings and violations went on and on.
Needless to say, the club owners were arrested for Tax Evasion, Fraud, and the misuse of government funds. I love that last one.
The "Bulls" all owe back taxes now too.
Good luck finding them!
Linda looked at Bruce after having read the article out loud, "You didn't tip off your friends at the IRS by chance did you, Bruce?"
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Do I think I'm a good wife? Yes, but I could be better.
Do I think I'm a good mother? Yes, I'm the best.
When Tom and I met, I was 22 years old, and Tom was 32. We dated for two years before we married and at the age of 25, I was the mother of twins, Sara, and Tara. It was the happiest day of my life. I always wanted to be a mother.
Six weeks before they were born, I went on parental leave and never worked another day in my life.
I loved breastfeeding, which some moms said no to. I loved shopping for baby clothes right on through to their teen years. I was a den mom, PTA mom, school trip mom, and any other event where a mom was needed.
I knew all the girls' friends and their parents. I went to every school or any other activity in which they were involved. I was the shoulder that they cried on and the one they came to when they had a problem.
The girls were my life. are now they're away at college, I am now 45 and Tom is 55.
Tom was a corporate man. I was just a secretary when we met, Tom was already an executive climbing the ladder to success. At 40, Tom became the CFO of a multinational conglomerate. Needless to say, Tom was doing well, but traveled a lot and still does. Therein lies the problem. I was now home alone.
When Tom was home, my sexual desires were always satisfied. When he was traveling, I had girls. Now that the girls are gone and I have no distractions, I AM ALWAYS HORNY AS HELL!!!!!
I've tried to be good. I go to the club and spa with my friends, I do things around the house, shop, cook, and whatever else I could think of to distract me from my sex drive. I've gone through more toys and batteries than you could imagine.
And Cosmopolitan, they need a new tester. Maybe I should be the product tester for them.
18 Best Dildos of 2024 for All Your Penetrative Needs, according to reviewers my ass.
I skipped the cheap beginner dildos and went right for the Silicone 9.25" long, 1.8" wide Fun Factory Big Boss. That Big Boss felt good, but I burned it out within two weeks.
I tried to return it, but they told me there were no returns after use. That's a crock, how do you know if it works or not if you can't use it first?
Next, I tried the Velvet Thruster Teddy XL.
"Wow, this toy is powerful,"
"It feels so real. This is my new favorite toy."
"I wish my partner could fuck me like this!!"
"It's a little on the noisy side, but you could put earbuds on while you pleasure yourself."
After reading that, I had to try it.
Bullshit, well I agree it's a noisy dildo, but that dildo doesn't know how to fuck or "trust." It took longer to time it right. I was shoving it in, and it was pulling back instead of thrusting forward with me. Garbage!
They wouldn't even exchange my Thruster for a smarter one or something different that knew how to fuck.
I was getting frustrated!
The only decent toy that I would recommend is the Fifty Shades of Grey Relentless Vibrations Remote Panty vibrator with 10 intense pulsating patterns. The only problem is the charge only lasts 45 minutes. I would insert that little toy and play with myself when I go shopping.
I was playing with intensity while I was shopping at Stardust Chrystal, it was so intense that I lost control and knocked over a display rack trying to catch my balance. It was like playing dominos.
Word to self, 'play with the settings before you leave the house!'
Anyway, the girls are going into their Junior Year, and Tom's travel hasn't slowed down any.
I tried to be a good wife. Oh, I tried, I was at Walmart so often buying batteries that I was on a first-name base with the cashiers.
Look, I have a problem, an addiction. It's like being on crack, I need my fix. The difference between sex and crack is that I can't give up sex and don't want to. I'm sure Tom doesn't want me to either. So, I can't just go cold turkey and take a sex addict remedy.
My doctor and therapist both tell me there is nothing wrong with me.
I'm like an oversexed teen!
Fuck! I couldn't take it any longer; I cheated on Tom. I'm a bad wife I know! I know!
I plotted and planned. No one could ever know. Who should I go after to satisfy my desire? Not old, I already had old. When Tom was younger, sex was incredible. Don't get me wrong, it's still great with Tom. If Tom were here and we were having sex a few times a week, I wouldn't be sexually frustrated. But he's not.
At 53, Tom has slowed down a little. One time when we were going at it hot and heavy, I thought I killed him. I was riding my husband like I was back in the old west.

I should've been a cowboy
I should've learned to rope and ride
Wearin' my six-shooter, ridin' my pony on a cattle drive
Stealin' the young girls' hearts
Just like Gene and Roy
Singin' those campfire songs
Woah, I should've been a cowboy


Rest in Peace Toby Keith

His recovery time isn't like it used to be. But that's okay. I love Tom and once all this traveling is over, I will never cheat on Tom again. The problem is, I don't know when it will end or if it ever will.
So, I plotted and planned. I thought long and hard. And then I came up with it. College kids. Those boys are horny and love to fuck. They fuck like a dog in heat. A hot MILF like me, who would turn me down.
I needed rules. Condoms are a must. STDs are bad and can lead to divorce. Blow jobs. I love giving head and if any of you girls say you don't, then you don't deserve to be married.
No coming in the mouth. Coming on tits is okay by me. If a little lands on my face, I'll deal with it.
Kissing? No kissing.
I once saw a video, well it was a TikTok, at the Mustang Ranch and how they check their customers for STDs and clod sources, stuff like that. I have to watch some YouTube videos so I can do the same.
Money, I need to ask Tom to increase my allowance. I get a certain amount of money that he doesn't question. I just need to come up with an excuse as to why I need more. I mean I'm not changing my current activities. I need my spa treatment.
But I can't tell Tom I need money for gas and motels so I can fuck college kids.
Wait, Pickleball. I'll tell Tom that I found a college kid who gives Pickleball lessons. I tried to explain Pickleball to Tom once, but he didn't get the whole concept of the kitchen and when you're allowed in the kitchen and when you're not.
Tom, that male chauvinist told me the only person that belongs in the kitchen is a woman. Barefoot and pregnant so she can't cheat on her husband when he's hard at work supporting the family.
I'm a bad wife!
It was time to set my plan into action. Tom was away in Thailand, Iceland, Greenland, one of those lands. As long as it wasn't Long Island, I was safe.
The hardest part of my plan was to find a college bar that was far enough away from the town where I live, and I had to make sure I didn't end up fucking someone my daughters know. 'How! How! Do I wear a disguise?
That would work. No one would notice me while I looked for my suitor.
I was nervous. I was nervous as a virgin on her wedding night.
Pulling up to the bar turned a few heads too. They weren't expecting a Hot MILF to step out of a 2023 Yellow Corvette Z06 Coupe 3LZ worth $200,000.
When I said my husband is "doing well" I meant rich as fuck!
That's another reason I can't get caught. If Tom threw me out, I couldn't even afford a cardboard box. I was in love with Tom from day one. I signed some documents before we got married. I became a Trophy Wife and if I ever fucked up, I'd be poor.
I didn't think about my yellow baby, any one of my daughter's friends would know that car. Too late to turn back now. I'm a blond, so I put on a brunette wig. I also put on contacts that made the color of my eyes brown and I made my eyebrows darker. It was washable. See, I'm a thinker.
Okay, I took a deep breath and walked into the bar.
"License," the bouncer asked.
I looked at him, "Really?"
I wasn't showing my license to anyone. I gave him a five and walked in.
"You need a stamp to get a drink." I just kept on walking.
That guy better marry rich, because he's not that smart if he thinks I need a stamp on my hand so the bartender will know that I am old enough to drink.
I made my way up to the bar and received a lot of looks from the girls. I'm not sure, but while some were questioning why a MILF was in their bar, others gave me a look like they wanted a piece of this MILF.
I have never been into girls in that way before, but I wasn't ruling it out just yet. Sex is sex and I needed it.
I waited at the bar for someone to offer to buy me a drink, but these cheap ass boys offered nothing. 'Times have changed I guess.'
"Hey, can I buy you a drink," I was so embarrassed; I was going to buy a drink for a guy.
"You can buy him a drink if you buy me one too," I guess that was his girlfriend. I bought them each a drink and walked away.
The evening was a bust. 'I'm hot as hell. All the men at the Club check me out and get slapped by their wives for looking.'
In this place I got nothing. What the fuck's the matter with these boys? Am I not as hot as I thought I was? I was on the verge of tears. 'Fuck it' I gave it one last chance.
"Hey kid, why are you standing here all alone with all the hot-looking girls in this bar?"
He was a shy kid, he just shrugged. "You want a drink kid, I'm buying?"
"Sure, but can I have an Amaretto and Orange instead?"
"A what? Sure kid, whatever you want."
'Who the fuck drinks Amaretto and Orange Juice and why the hell am I walking to the bar instead of sending the kid with a few dollars.'
"What can I get you?" The Bartender asked.
"An Amaretto and Orange Juice and a Wine Spritzer." The bartender gave me my drinks and I left him a nice tip. "Thank you."
I made my way back and started making small talk with this kid. I knew this kid is a virgin and would have no idea what to do with his tongue or dick. And I was right.
It cost me a shit load of money to get this kid drunk off Amaretto so he would loosen up, but it was worth it. He had a nice 8" dick for me to work with.
And this kid was definitely in heat!
"Have you ever been with a woman before," I asked.
"No," he was so cute looking down at his feet with embarrassment.
"Well, this is your lucky night. Come with me." That kid followed me like a lost puppy. People were wondering what was going on when this kid jumped into the passenger seat, I revved that engine, and we were off.
We made it around the corner and had to pull over so this poor kid could throw up. I guess you can get sick from too much Amaretto and Orange Juice.
"I'm sorry," he said.
"It's fine kid; here let me clean you up." Typical mother, I had hand wipes, breath mints, and let's not forget the condoms. I had Regular, Large, Extra Large, Large EX, and Magnum. Hey, you never know.
I checked us into the motel, and it was the most awkward sex I had ever had in my life. But you know what, I liked this kid.
He had no confidence in himself whatsoever. The kid was a geek, a fucking genius, I gathered from our conversation, but a geek.
I got to thinking though, an 8" dick, and a tongue I could work with. I could also help this kid build some confidence. Lord knows he needs help, my help. If it weren't for me, this kid would have graduated college a virgin.
"Kid" he started to tell me his name, "don't care, you're just a fuck toy to me."
"Oh, okay."
"How would you like to be my regular fuck toy?"
"Um, I guess okay."
"A little bit more enthusiasm kid." This kid is gonna need a lot of work.
"Give me your phone," I took it and put my number in his phone under MILF. I then texted Hi to myself and put him into my phone as Kid.
"You never call me, and you never text me. You only text me back letting me know that you are available when I want to get fucked. Do you understand?"
"Yes."
"I will meet you here at this motel next week. Um, what does your class schedule look like?" I asked.
"Well, I have Statistics on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday. Business Math on....
"Slow down there, kid. I don't need to know your major, the classes you're studying, or your GPA. I just want to know if afternoons work better than evenings and do you have night classes that would prevent you from fucking me."
"Oh sorry. I'm free every night and I don't have any classes on Wednesdays."
"Okay, I'll meet you here next Wednesday at 2:00. I have a nail appointment at 1:00."
"Um MILF, I just want to say thank you."
This kid was so innocent and cute. I kissed him on the cheek and left.
Okay, so afternoons are better for me. Tom calls me every night when he's traveling, except for tonight because I needed to get fucked. I can only make up so many excuses. Like tonight, I took a few migraine pills, and it knocked me out. That's what I'm going to tell Tom tomorrow when he asks where I was. "Tom don't get mad at me," I will tell him, "But I washed my migraine pills down with Wine and it just knocked me out" He'll get mad and tell me to never mix medicine with alcohol.
Tom is such a boy scout.
Anyway, that's how I met my fuck toy.
>>>>>>>>>>
Tom was still away so I met the Kid the following Wednesday as we agreed. Holy shit, this kid blew through two condoms in under 5 seconds each time. "You're buying your condoms going forward."
"Sorry."
"It's fine, you can do something else for me now that you have cum. Get down there between my legs and I'll give you your first lesson on how to please a woman."
"Oh My God, you may suck at fucking, but you're pretty good with the tongue."
"Thanks, I guess."
"I'm sorry Kid, it wasn't nice of me to say it like that. Look. I promise you that I will turn you into a pleasure machine and the girls at your college will be lining up to get fucked by you."
"I'd like that," the kid said with a smile.
"I bet you would kid," this kid is so fucking cute, but he's gonna need a lot of work.
"My husband will be home for the next two weeks. So, I will call you, you do not call me, okay?"
"Yes, I understand. And um, what size condoms am I?"
My precious fuck toy, "Kid you are an Extra Large!"
"Okay, I'll buy a box for next time." I had to laugh.
"That's 36 condoms, I'm hoping we can get you down to two or three each time we meet."
It was great having Tom back home for two weeks, and he even tried his best to be home every day before six. We went to visit the girls over the weekend and stayed at a nearby hotel. I booked a room with a jacuzzi.
Let's just say that that jacuzzi is gonna need deep cleaning.
I fucked Tom so much over those two weeks, he couldn't wait to fly off to China or Japan, whichever one he was going to.
Tom left, I missed him, but it only took three days before I needed my fuck toys dick again.
"Kid, it's me. Get those condoms and I'll meet you Wednesday at 2:00 at the same Motel."
I went shopping for this kid. I needed to slow him down a bit, so I bought him a Dual Cock Ring.
"Okay kid, you ready for your next lesson?"
"I'm going to try my best to last longer for you this time." He said with a smile.
"I got you a little something to help you until you can on your own."
"What is it," the kid asked.
"It's called a Dual Cock Ring. Let me get you just a little hard and I'll slip it on for you."
"It feels kind of weird and a little tight."
"You'll be fine," I tried to reassure him. But in all honesty, it didn't look like it was the right size. The bigger his dick got, the tighter that band got.
"You sure this is, um, okay?"
"Yup kid, it looks fine to me."
My fuck toy went to town on my pussy. He had two fingers hitting their mark and a tongue that was licking, sucking, and flicking me to ecstasy.
"It's your turn now kid."
I had him lay on his back and I started at his neck and worked my way down. I was licking, sucking, and nibbling. I was gently biting the inside of his thigh. Sucking his balls and licking the underside of his dick.
The Cock Rings were working, he hadn't cum yet. It was the longest he had ever lasted. I was a little concerned since his balls were turning purple, but Pressure would be releasing soon enough.
I slipped an Extra-Large condom over that delicious 8" monster and slowly slid it into my pussy. I was straddling the kid and ready to ride him like a stallion.
"I want you to relax okay Kid, just enjoy yourself. The bands will help but you got to hold back too."
"I will! I promise!
Fuck even with those bands he only lasted about 15 seconds.
"I'm sorry."
"It's okay Kid. It takes time, but we'll get there."
"Should I go down on you again?" the cute kid asked me as I rolled onto my back, I lowered his head down and started grinding his face. "Kid, you got some tongue. Fuck you are good."
"Can we meet again," he asked.
"Kid, I think you may need two times a week." So that's what we did. Over the next year, we met two days a week when Tom was traveling, and the girls weren't home for a visit. I even bought the kid a nice Christmas present and took him out on his birthday.
He had improved just like I told him he would. It wasn't easy though. Oh, there was one afternoon I just couldn't take it. I needed to get fucked. So, on the way to the motel, I picked up a six-pack of Mic Ultra. I wanted that kid to relax, I didn't want whiskey-dick. I had him drink just enough that it would slow him down from coming too quickly.
Four beers did the trick. That kid fucked me for an hour.
I started taking him out for lunch, far away from anyone that I might know, and we'd get a motel wherever we were.
"You drive today kid."
"Um, are you sure? I mean this in an expensive car."
"Just don't get into an accident. I don't want to have to explain to my husband why a 20-something-year-old kid was driving my car and why I was sucking his dick.
That put a smile on the kid's face. "You pay attention to the road and not me. Just relax. The kid lasted longer than normal. He was more concerned with crashing a $200,000 car than coming.
There were a few close calls. I knew he was about to come when the car was all over the road and cars behind us or maybe in front of us, were honking their horns. I was glad we didn't get pulled over.
I got him to enjoy scotch instead of Amaretto. Scotch and soda that is. Straight scotch was too much for him. I didn't want whisky dick, so I had to teach him that scotch was for sipping.
I had him sip just enough to last 45 minutes.
I was teaching him how to treat a lady too. I was even wearing sexy lingerie for him. The kid got a lot better. Sober, he could last a good half-hour now.
I had been edging him, and I told him to watch porn and jerk off. Try to last as long as you can before coming. It was working.
I did have one issue though; I think the kid was falling for me.
"Kid, are you using what I've taught you to find yourself a girl?"
"Not really," He's still too shy to go out on his own.
"Listen, kid, you gotta get out there and start hitting on girls your age. We're going to the bar Saturday night."
"What about your husband?"
"I'll worry about him; you just worry about yourself. You have got some muscle so wear a shirt that shows it off. Not too tight, I hate guys that show off and so do most girls."
It was the big night; he was waiting in his car when I pulled up. "Okay kid, it's show time." I sprayed him with some cologne. "You go in first, I'll let you know which girls to hit on. And don't start with "Can I buy you a drink either? Look at the girl and see if there is anything unique about her and use that to strike up a conversation.



Be honest, don't lie. You're cute, and a little shy. Girls like that just as much as they like a confident guy." This kid is just too shy.
I stood by a round table so he could have a good view of me and at whom I was pointing. Fuck it took this kid hours, but he finally found one girl that was interested in him.
I spotted this pretty redhead fighting with some guy who was talking to another girl. Revenge fuck. I waved the kid over to me. "Kid, go to that redhead and say, "You deserve better" than order her a drink, whatever she's already drinking then turn and walk away."
It worked just like I figured; she followed him, and they sat at a table talking all night. I was getting tired, so I just gave a little wave and I left.
Tuesday night I sent him a text, "Are we on for tomorrow or do you have a girlfriend now?"
He responded, "Does 2:00 at the motel work for you?" I like this kid, but I was also hoping the redhead would work out for him.
"I'll see you there, kid."
The first thing I asked when we got into our room was, "Well what happened?"
"She was a nice girl. That guy was her boyfriend. Karen, that's her name, goes to a school upstate, but lives on LI, she came home to surprise her boyfriend and found out he was cheating on her."
Just like I thought. "And?"
"Um, well"
"Don't get all shy on me kid, did you hook up?"
"Yes, but she wasn't as good as you!"
"And any future between the two of you?"
"She told me her boyfriend never went down on her or lasted as long as me. We ended it with maybe we'd meet up next time she was home."
"See, I told you girls would want you."
"I guess so."
"MILF, can I ask you something?"
"Sure, kid what's up?"
"Why do you cheat on your husband?"
"Kid, I love my husband more than anything in this world, but he travels a lot and I'm just lonely or I'm just addicted to sex. Now get undressed, fuck me, and stop asking questions."
"I do have one more, I've been watching porn as you told me and we already do most of what I see online, but um."
"Spit it out, kid."
"Um, do girls really like to get it um you know, up the ass?"
"I can tell you that I don't, but many women do," I told him with a smile.
"Oh, um okay."
I knew he wanted to try. I don't like it, but I was teaching the kid how to please a woman. Should I just do it? Oh hell, why not?
"Listen, Kid, getting fucked up the ass hurts, especially with a dick as big as yours. Some girls are going to take one look at that monster and say, "No fucking way!" But if you want to try it, I let you do it one time."
"That's okay MILF, I just wanted to know if it was something I would have to do to keep a woman happy someday."
I love this kid. "Kid, you don't have to do it if you don't want to. If you don't feel comfortable doing it to her, you don't have to." Thank God I dodged that bullet or big dick in this case.
One day while Tom was home, he asked me how my pickleball lessons were going. We were sitting out on the deck, and I was drinking wine, which came flying out of my mouth. I coughed and made it like the wine went down the wrong pipe."
"Are you okay," Tom asked.
"Yup, wrong pipe (cough cough). My instructor tells me I'm improving, but I just think he's being nice to me."
Tom was away again, and it was Wednesday. "Hey kid, do you know how to play pickleball?"
"I do, we learned in high school gym class, and I play on Sundays."
"Good because I need lessons."
It became part of our Wednesday routine. We started meeting at 11:00, He would drive, and I would blow him. We found a court on which we could play. We would then grab lunch and have sex for the rest of the afternoon.
We even started playing against two old nasty bitches. It wasn't a fun game to them. They were out for blood. But I was getting better and every so often we would win, but never the match.
That bitch Betty would give me the loser sign the "L" on her forehead.
"That bitch!"
"It's a competitive game and the old people love it." The kid said, "My grandparents live in Florida in a retirement home, 55 and older. They have competitions every weekend."
Well, I was really getting good, and I think the kid was just holding back.
"Take that bitch," I hit that old bag in the head with the ball. Carol, her friend, just laughed at her. We finally won our first game. "Loser! Loser buys lunch!"
We all laughed, but we did go to lunch together. They ended up being okay. The kid excused himself to go to the bathroom when Betty asked.
"So, is that kid fucking you?"
"Betty!" Carol said, "Stop that."
"What, you think a cute kid like that is just friends with this..." I cut her off.
"MILF."
"Are you two?" Carol asked.
"Yes, my husband travels a lot."
"Mine did too, I wish I had the guts to find someone to fuck me on the side," Carol said.
"I'd like him to fuck me now," Carol and I both looked at Betty and without a beat, Carol responded.
"Betty, with your old dried-up pussy, you'd need a can of WD-40 to slide anything in it." We all three were laughing as the kid came back.
"What's so funny."
"Betty wants you to fuck her," Carol said, and we laughed even harder as the kid started blushing.
It became a regular thing to meet Carol and Betty to play pickleball when Tom was away.
It was summer now, the twins were home, but working part-time. The kid had some kind of summer internship too. So, getting together had slowed down. Where we would occasionally get together a few times a week, we were back to just Wednesday afternoon.
He told this company that he couldn't work on Wednesdays because he had other obligations. As I said, this kid was a geek and instead of enjoying his summer, he was taking classes online. I'd be sucking his dick and distracting him while he was taking online quizzes.
"MILF, I can't fail this class." Well, then you better take care of me first.
I liked this kid. He was going to someday find a nice girl too. And he finally did. As they say, "All good things must come to an end."
Tom was away, the twins were working, and I met the kid at the motel for our Wednesday fuck session. He didn't want to play pickleball, he told me he just wanted to talk. I was happy because I had a feeling, he had met someone. The kid was casually dating, but one girl at the place he was interning caught his eye. He would ask me questions about where he could take her for dinner, I even went shopping with him.
"Kid, talk to me what's up?"
"MILF, I met someone, and I really like her."
"Kid that's great. Look, I knew this would never last forever, you're like 10 years younger than me." The kid gave me a smirk. "Okay, maybe 20 years give or take a year or two."
We both laughed.
"Do you want to tell me about her? Is it the one from where you're interning?"
"Yes, she's smart, has a nice personality, and funny too. If the internship works out well for me, we'll both be doing a semester internship together next semester. And she goes to school in Connecticut, so if I take the ferry, it's only an hour from Bridgeport."
"That's great, I hope it works for the two of you."
"I have to thank you too."
"For what," I asked.
"This girl," he giggled, "she loves sex almost as much as you do. If it weren't for you, I don't know if I would be able to keep up with her. And when I said that I wasn't into the whole fucking up the ass thing, she said that she would never ask again."
"Kid and I were having a casual drink, scotch, and soda, as we were talking. Kid, how about one more time for old-time sake?"
That little bit of scotch in the kid did wonders. It was the longest he had ever lasted, and I lost count of how many times his tongue and his dick made me cum.
I even broke all my rules. We were kissing, I sucked his dick and swallowed his cum and I even let him cum in me. He asked if we could shower together, but with the wig, I was concerned. Fuck it, it was secured well enough.
The eyebrow coverup washed away, I don't think he noticed. He was preoccupied.
So, we fucked in the shower, and I got down on my knees and I let him come on my face too.
"Listen, kid, I only let you cum on my face because we were in the shower, and it was fun, but a woman doesn't like to be degraded like that, do you understand."
"I promise to never do it again unless I'm in the shower and I ask her first."
"Good boy." I gave the kid one more kiss and as we dressed, he asked me if I would like to see a picture of his girlfriend. I got excited, I wanted to see how he did and how I did at giving him the confidence he needed.
He showed me the picture and I had a tear in my eye, "She's beautiful, I'm so proud of you." I kissed him on the cheek like I always did. I would stay in the motel, take off the wig, fix my hair, and clean myself up.
I took my time cleaning up as I knew it would be the last time the kid and I would ever be together again. At least not as my fuck toy. I now had a bigger problem.
His girlfriend is my daughter Tara.
Maybe I'm not the best mother after all.
The End
For now!
Let me know how you would like this story to continue.
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I'd like to thank Folding for editing my story and his comments.
I was reading a "We Need to Talk" story and when the wife left on her date, her husband shot himself in the head and that was the end of the story.
I took the gun idea and elaborated on the story. It's a quick read.
Enjoy
There I was sitting at the kitchen table with my Colt Single Action Army Revolver by my side. Yes, I came home from a long day at work last night to see my wife sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me. You know the story.
We need to talk!
"Tom, I'm 45 and the girls are off at college, I just want to have some fun, some excitement, I want to go on a date... blah blah blah, you know I love you ... blah blah blah. It's just something I need to do for myself."
I stood up, grabbed my keys, and drove to the dinner for a bite to eat. When I returned, my wife Kelly was waiting for me and wanted to talk more. I put my
hand up, "I've heard enough." I went straight to our bedroom, changed, brushed my teeth, and went to bed.
Kelly joined me shortly after. "Tom, it's just a little fun," she said as she slid her hand down and started stroking my dick.
I grabbed Kelly's hand pulling it away. I got up, grabbed my pillow, and went down to the den. I grabbed a throw blanket and slept on the couch. Kelly didn't follow me. She thought I needed time alone to accept that she would be going out on a date tomorrow night with someone else, I guess.
I was up Saturday morning; I woke up and returned to our bedroom to shower, shave, and dress. We didn't say a word to each other. Kelly just watched me. She followed me as I walked out of the house, got in my truck, and drove off. I had some things I needed to do today but first was a stop at our local dinner for breakfast.
'Fuck her' I thought to myself. The rest of the day I did the best I could to stay away from home and Kelly. It was 4:30 when I returned, I thought Kelly may have come to her senses knowing how upset I was. I heard Kelly in the shower getting ready for her date. My being upset didn't change her mind.
I went to the study, retrieved my Colt, poured myself a Jameson on ice, and waited for Kelly.
So, there I was sitting at the kitchen table with my Colt Single Action Army Revolver by my side. Kelly came from the bedroom; she was dressed in something I had never seen her wear for me. It was tight, low-cut, and revealing. She looked good, but she wasn't looking good for me.
"Tom, where were you all day?" I didn't respond. "Tom please, let me have this," I said nothing.
"Tom, it's going to happen. My date is picking me up in a few minutes." I still said nothing. I was just waiting for Kelly's date to come to the door so I could put a bullet between his eyes.
"I'm not the sort to back away from a fight. I don't believe in shrinking from anything. It's not my speed; I'm a guy who meets adversities head-on." Love that quote.
There was a horn beep, Kelly went to kiss me, but I pulled away. Kelly turned and looked at me once more before she went off to meet her date.
I put the gun on the table and downed my Jameson. She said she loved me, and this was just something she needed to do for herself. Well, I have something I need to do for myself too.
I'm a contractor with my own business and do quite well for myself. Kelly works for a law firm and while she doesn't make as much money as I do, she still does okay for herself.
I had three homes in the process of being built and one almost complete, a vacation house on a lake; I was going to surprise Kelly with it as an anniversary gift this July.
Anyway, the Lakehouse is where I will now be living for the next month or two. It was about a three-hour drive.
I packed up all my clothes and other items I wanted to take with me. Before I left, I placed a bullet from the revolver on the table right where I had been sitting. I placed my wedding band next to the bullet and I left Kelly a simple letter.
This bullet would have gone between the eyes of your date if he stepped foot inside my house. Since he hadn't walked in, but you walked out, I put the bullet to my head. Before I pulled the trigger I came to my senses. You're not worth it!
I've lost all respect for you and the bullet still belongs between the eyes of your lover.
Tell him to watch his back.
Kelly
It was after midnight when I returned home from my date with Brian. Brian is a partner at the law firm I work for; I'm an administrative assistant. Brian has been after me for months. He takes me out for lunch and buys me little gifts. He's a nice guy, knows the right things to say, and is used to getting what he wants.
I know what his intentions were, and he never hid them from me. "Kelly, one day you will go on a date with me, and you will be mine. I will let you experience a real man." I would just roll my eyes.
Well, he wore me down, I guess. The other girls in the office helped him too. Brian had a reputation for being a good lover. A few of the girls knew firsthand. "Just do it and ask for forgiveness later," they told me. I couldn't do that, I had to be honest with Tom. I knew or rather hoped he would understand.
Tom wasn't happy and wouldn't talk to me. But I thought he would get over it. He
knows I love him, and it was only a date. Would it lead to more? I wasn't sure, but I wouldn't go any further than a date without talking to Tom first.
I returned to our home and Tom's truck wasn't in the driveway. Odd for Tom to be out this late, I was hoping he wasn't so upset that he was out at a bar drinking. I wouldn't want him driving home drunk.
As I entered the house and flicked on the lights, it felt cold. I don't know how to explain it. I went to our bedroom to change and get ready for bed. As I walked into our room, I noticed it right off, Tom was gone. He took all his clothes and other items. This was not what I had expected. I called Tom and left him a message, but he never responded. I went to bed and tried my best to sleep. I would be spending tomorrow trying to find where he was.
As I tried to sleep, all I could think of was how much fun Brian and I had on our date. Did we have sex? No, or I should say, not this time. Oh, Brian pushed me to the edge, his hand was on my ass as we danced, and I felt his hard dick against me as we danced to slow songs.
Was I close to giving in and letting him take me to a motel, which he had offered all night long? Not this time. "A night of passion like you have never felt with another man," he said. Passion, he wanted to fuck my brains out, there would be no passion. I had to talk to Tom before I decided to have sex with anyone.
I did want to get home and let Tom fuck me. If nothing else, Brian was getting me horny.
I woke up Sunday morning and reached for Tom, he wasn't there. All at once the guilt hit me like a ton of bricks. 'How could I have been so selfish?' I showered, dressed, and went to the kitchen to make coffee and to think about where Tom could have gone. I broke down in tears when I saw the note and Tom's wedding band. The bullet was very disturbing too. Could Tom kill someone? Tom has a few guns, and he loves his westerns. But to kill another man.
I was even more disturbed that Tom thought of killing himself and that he had lost respect for me.
I pulled myself together and started calling Tom's friends. "Please tell him to call me if you hear from him." "Oh, no it was just a little argument." My excuses went on and were different depending upon who I spoke to. I spent the entire day and found nothing. I kept calling Tom and leaving messages, but he didn't respond.
Sleep was hard that night, but I was up Monday morning and off to work. I had to warn Brian. To my surprise, Brian had been mugged Saturday evening sometime after dropping me off at home. He was in the hospital. 'My God' I thought to myself, 'could Tom have done this to Brian.' This was all my fault.
The girls had all kinds of questions for me. They knew I went out with Brian Saturday night, "Did Tom do this to Brian?" Was the first question before they started asking me how the date went and if he fucked me.
Of course, I said, "No, he would never do anything like this to anyone." As I said it, I knew I was lying to myself. Tom most certainly would do something like this. I'm surprised Brian isn't dead. I was in such awe over Brian that I thought my husband would accept this stupid idea of mine.
"No, it was only a date. A nice date but we did not "fuck," I told the girls to their disbelief.
"You should have fucked and just asked for forgiveness if your husband found out," they all agreed.
As the week went on, I still hadn't heard from Tom. But I did receive a bank text informing me of a withdrawal from our joint savings and checking. Tom took half.
Oh, how quickly a perfect marriage and 20 of the best years of my life went down the toilet.
Brian was a litigator at the firm so the police came to the office and asked the other partners if anyone could have had a grudge against Brian. Somehow it came out that he was a lady's man and I had gone out with him that Saturday night. I had to go to the police station for questioning.
"Did you have a nice evening?" the officer named Bill asked me.
What was I going to do lie, "Yes it was very nice."
"Tell me about it," He asked.
"Brian picked me up and at 5:30 we went to Club Blue. We had dinner and danced, and it was after midnight when he dropped me off at my house."
It was the officer named Rick that took over, he was not nice, "Did you fuck him? Is that why your husband beat the fuck out of your boss Brian and put him in the hospital?"
"I um, no" I couldn't get a sentence out.
"Is your husband into that sort of stuff," he asked next.
"What sort of stuff?" I asked.
"You know, a cuck. He likes to watch his wife get fucked by other men. Maybe he likes to suck dick too. Or maybe he likes it when you come back from getting fucked by your lover and tell him how good it was to fuck another man, a real man. Is that what he likes?
I hear that more and more guys are into that sort of thing. You found someone with a bigger dick and lost all respect for your husband." Rick continued to badger me.
"It says here you have two kids, are they your husband's or are they one of your other lovers?"
They were playing good cop bad cop, and I was in tears. What have I done? Is that what Tom thought? I didn't want him to be my cuck. It was just a date.? "No, he is not into anything like that!" I shouted. He left me because I wanted to go on a date and that was it. He's not my cuck and he wouldn't stand for anything like that, so he left me." I put my elbows on the table with my head down. "What have I done!" I was in tears.
Rick started to walk out of the room but turned, "I'd divorce you if it was me." Officer Bill finished questioning me after Rick left.
I told him everything. How I sprung it on Tom, and he wouldn't talk to me, but I went on the date anyway. Tom left his wedding band on the table and just a few days ago, took half of our cash. I didn't tell them anything about the letter or the bullet.
I was in tears, and I knew Officer Bill didn't care. I was glad Officer Rick wasn't in the room to make me feel even worse.
There were more problems that Brian and I never thought of. Brian is married. His wife had been away but returned when she heard Brian was in the hospital. It was a few days before Officer Bill and Officer Rick visited her.
She found out that I went on a date with Brian and now Brian is pleading with his wife to not divorce him. With all the trouble he has caused me, I almost want to tell her that he is also fucking three girls in the office that I know of. But I kept my mouth shut.
One evening Brian's wife showed up at my door, I had never met her before, "Can I help you?" I asked. She slapped me across the face, and that bitch slapped me hard. "Home Wrecker slut and Whore" There were a few more choices of words she used to describe me.
It was time for me to do what I had been avoiding. I called my daughters and told them that their father left me, would most likely divorce me, and that I deserve it.
"Mom," my daughter Tara spoke first, "I want the truth and if you are lying, I will cut you out of my life forever. Do you understand me?"
"I'll tell you anything."
"Did you fuck this guy?"
I was shocked by my daughter's language, "No, we never had sex."
"But did you want to?" my daughter Sara asked.
"I don't know. Maybe, I just don't know. I planned on talking to your father."
"And what," Tara was angry, "did you expect Dad to say YES!"
"I don't know what I was thinking." I tried to explain what was going on in my head and why I thought I needed this, the girls at work, how nice Brian was, and his seduction of me. They just shut me up.
"So now," Sara asked, "because of you, there is a warrant out for Dad's arrest?
Mother, Dad was pissed at you and came to see us and stayed the weekend."
"Girls, please don't lie and say anything that would get yourselves into trouble with the police, please."
Then Tara broke my heart, "Dad put a gun to his head!"
Tom must have called the girls and told them everything. I was in tears begging for forgiveness. I composed myself as they continued to yell at me.
"Don't ever call us again!" Sara shouted.
It's been two months since I ruined my life. I'm the slut of the office even though three other women were fucking Brian and I had only gone out on a date with him. I still had a job, but Brian now hated me and was giving me all the shit work that we would usually give to an intern.
Brian's wife was divorcing him, and he was blaming it on me.
Brian was in the hospital a second time. What are the chances of getting mugged twice in two months? I was glad he got mugged the second time. He was telling his wife that I had seduced him.
There was still a warrant out for Tom. They had no evidence, and I was never going to say anything about the letter, which I burned, or the bullet that I carry with me as a reminder of how I ruined my marriage.
And to top it off, my daughters hated me.
I didn't have Tom's money and he wasn't helping to pay any of the bills. I had credit card debt under my name, mortgage, and utilities to pay, so money was getting tight. And that's when I got a phone call.
"Kelly, it's Tom, I miss you, you can fuck anyone you want."
"NO! NO! NO! Tom, I'm sorry, please forgive me. I don't deserve you, but I want you. I don't want anyone but you. Please Tom please come home." I had to take a breath. "NO! Don't come home, the police will arrest you if you come home."
"I just left the police station. I have been working on a Lakehouse in Pennsylvania. I told them all about you and that I had to get away. I had my crew with me the whole time."
"Then who beat Brian?" I asked.
"Who the fuck cares," Tom was mad.
"I know I don't, that son of a bitch is telling his wife that I seduced him."
"I've had it with him. I had to answer the cop's questions and give names of who I was with," Tom said.
"I'm sorry Tom. Please come home."
"I have a few things to do, but yes, I'll be home later today," Tom said.
I was so happy that Tom was back. I don't know if my daughters were going to be as forgiving, but Tom was back, and I was never going to be a stupid selfish bitch ever again.
Tom
For those of you who think I shouldn't have taken Kelly back, always remember,
"Tomorrow hopes we have learned something from yesterday."
I was going to make sure Kelly learned from her mistake and wouldn't make a mistake again. Kelly would learn what life would be like without me. I couldn't let it go on for more than a few months since my name is on the mortgage and I can't have banks thinking I can't make my payments. I take out building loans all the time.
I hoped that Kelly would not go on her date, but she did. I had Harry, one of my guys and long-time friend, waiting for them just a few houses down the street and ready to follow them.
After I loaded my truck, I met Harry at Club Blue keeping an eye on Kelly and taking pictures. My good drinking buddy Officer Rick, whom I met through Harry years ago was with us too.
Rick stopped me from putting a bullet between Brian's eyes or at least swinging a gun around in the Club. I had hoped that Brian would have stepped foot into my house when he picked up Kelly, he would have shit in his pants if he saw me aiming my Colt at his fucking head.
We watched Kelly while Harry and Rick took bets on how far Kelly would go with this guy. Yes, my friends are dickheads. But they were playing around trying to calm me down.
I would give Kelly as far as kissing and that was it. She wanted to date another man not fuck another man. I would divorce Kelly if it were anything more than kissing. Brian would receive worse than a visit to the emergency room if it were anything more than kissing.
So, Kelly and Brian left, and we followed them in Harry's car. Rick was there to make sure I didn't kill anyone. Kelly got herself a second chance since she didn't fuck Brian. I didn't like the goodnight kiss or Brian's hands on my wife's ass, but I would feel better shortly.
We followed Brian who just happened to stop on the way home at a bodega. That's when I came up behind him, put a rope around his neck, and dragged him behind the building. It was dark and there were no lights so I just took a chance he wouldn't see my face. I kicked the shit out of Brian, a few broken ribs, black eyes, and missing a few teeth too.
"You feel better," Harry asked me. "I would rather have put a bullet between his eyes," I responded.
"Let's go, Marion," Brian said, and We all laughed.
Harry took me back to my truck; we dropped his car off at his place and we drove off to the Lakehouse in Pennsylvania. Harry (my alibi), and I drove from LI to Pennsylvania together. The rest of the crew showed up on Tuesday. We had already been taking trips to the house as we were building it and most times we would even stay over.
Brian's second beating was not from me. He really did get mugged. Harry and I couldn't stop laughing when Rick told us that.
Rick was the one who let Brian's wife know her husband was cheating on her. He said he received an anonymous tip and a picture of a woman with Brian. He asked if she knew her husband was cheating on her. That was enough to get the ball rolling on a divorce.
"Who is she," Brian's wife asked. Rick laughed as he told me the story. "Tom, I told her your wife's name, first and last, your address and telephone number. I figured I would just cover all the bases and let her have at it."
Even my daughters were involved. I told them everything except for the part where I kicked the shit out of Brian, but they knew it was me.
I told my daughters that I was going to give their mother a second chance. Her only second chance. The girls' job was to make their mother feel like shit. Especially since I almost killed myself.
I told the girls that I left a letter for their mother. I told them that I didn't really put the gun to my head. I just told their mother that I had in the letter.
So, did I do the right thing by giving Kelly a second chance? I think I did.
Kelly
It's been a year since that stupid Saturday night when I thought I was special and deserved more than my husband and what he does for me. We had a big 4th of July party at the Lakehouse. It was a lot of fun and family and friends were welcome to spend the weekend with us.
I did get a little nervous when I saw Officer Rick enter the house with Harry. That was until I saw Tom and Rick give each other a bro hug. 'What the fuck' I said to myself. Then Rick walked up to me. "Sorry, for being so hard on you, but you deserved it."



I gave him a hug and a big kiss. "Thank you"
Then I looked at Tom standing with Harry and my daughters, they were just staring at me and Rick.
'No, he couldn't have planned it all, could he have?'
The End
Who understands the reference to Marion?



        He Wanted to be my Cuck Ch. 01

        Are you sure this is what you want.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/he-wanted-to-be-my-cuck-ch-01

Title: He Wanted to be my Cuck Ch. 01

Author: StoryTLR

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Are you sure this is what you want.

Tags: 




I can't go one day without coming across a story where a husband wants to be his wife's cuck or is forced to become his wife's cuckold or is a cuck and doesn't know it, yet.
Can you be a cuck if you don't know you're a cuck or do you become a cuck once you know your wife is cheating on you and you accept it?
I guess it depends on what interpretation you read the answer could be different.
Anyway, I know some readers of the "Erotic Stories" especially under the Loving Wives genre get turned off by the topic of cuckolding and complain that it's in the wrong category, but I think you can find all genres under the "Loving Wife category."
I was turned off by some of them too. The whole licking the wife clean after she had sex with her lover. Do cucks do that? I don't know why it bothers me so much, my husband sticks his dick in my mouth after I orgasm, isn't that the same thing as a husband eating his cum? I'll have to think more about that.
I have also found some husband-humiliation stories that are very well-written. Some cuckold stories are, oddly loving, I guess. The clueless husband can't see what's happening right in front of his eyes or chooses to ignore the telltale signs until it is too late. But the wife always loves her husband and showers him with sex.
The wife just gets a little lost along the way. You know, missing that excitement in her life after being married for 15 or 20 years. The kids are away at college and the wife wants to spice things up a little. Or seeing a big dick. I guess seeing a big dick could make you want to cheat on your husband and make him your cuckold bitch so you can rub it in his face. "I'll never feel that little Tic-tac dick of yours again after my bull fucks me with his big cock."
I'm sorry, I got a little excited there.
As I said, I enjoy reading the cuckold stories where the husband is allowed to have sex with his wife and there is respect. Owe sure the wife may lock her husband's dick in a chastity cage as part of the game they play or the wife and bull may say things to the husband that might be a little unacceptable, but it's a loving game that they both enjoy playing.
And I think we can all agree that the comments can be more entertaining than the story itself.
I started reading all these erotic stories, especially the stories written by women, because of my husband. Yes, my husband. I didn't even know he was reading erotic stories. Oh, I assumed he was watching porn, don't all men, but reading erotic stories. That was a surprise.
The reason my husband got me turned on to Erotic stories and porn was because he had a fetish. I had to do a lot of research to understand his fetish too. To be honest, the porn and the erotic stories brought on this fetish. My husband, Jerry is 35, a project manager for a construction company. He's a big man standing at 6 foot 200 or so pounds, but he must have a submissive side to himself that I had never seen. Why else would be wanting to be my cuckold bitch.
I wonder if porn videos have subliminal messages built into them.
Jerry and I married when we were 27, and two years later our twin daughters were born; they're 5 now. I thought my marriage was great and humming along like it was supposed to. Well, we hit a little bump in the road; my husband wanted to watch me get fucked by another man. Is this normal? I didn't think it was normal, but I was wrong. Listen to this.
"The fetish is almost always the man's, not the woman's fetish."
What is wrong with men? I know they say the little head controls the big head, but this cuckold thing is out of control. Another article said "That doesn't mean cuckolding is all about him. "For couples who make this work, the woman also finds excitement, fulfillment, and stimulation from the sexual exploration of the taboo."
Many happy cuckolds are also voyeurs, and their wives or girlfriends might be exhibitionists.
Whatever happened to the traditional husband and wife relationship? A happily married couple just worrying about raising a family and growing old together. Now I have to have sex with other men to save my marriage and keep my husband Jerry happy.
I went on to read more.
"Any fetish is open to psychological interpretation with cuckolding, there may be an actual biological imperative at play."
I'll say there's a psychological problem at play, my husband is crazy if he thinks I'm going to go slut myself out to any man looking for a piece of ass.
"When a man believes his wife has been with other men, the man's biological passion is increased as he tries to physiologically compete with that other man's sperm. The man gets erect sooner, pumps harder during sex, ejaculates harder, and his ejaculate contains more sperm. He gets erect again after sex sooner and wants to have more sex than they'd had previously. This phenomenon is called, "sperm war."
What the fuck is wrong with my husband? Sperm war? Really!
For most, it remains an occasional fantasy or kinky sexual activity they indulge in from time to time. But men can get incredibly self-absorbed and demanding over this fantasy. That's not a healthy dynamic--it's a selfish form of narcissism and sexual self-interest.
There are, of course, plenty of deviations from this model, it's really up to you which terms and which acts you take from the dominant script on kink and what you develop and discover for yourselves.
A cuckold is her partner - who often watches his hotwife be intimate with others or is told about it later. To be cuckolded means that you are a heterosexual man (usually) who is being "humiliated" (again, usually) in a consensual way by his wife openly having sex with other men. The other men are called 'Bulls'."
This was all so confusing. My husband wanted me to be a slut and get fucked by other men for his enjoyment.
It's always about Jerry. Jerry this, Jerry that, and now he wants me to be part of some sperm war fantasy. No thought at all about my feelings. Sure, sex is great. Why wouldn't I want to have sex whenever and with whomever I wanted? Because I only wanted to have sex with my husband? If I wanted to sleep around, I wouldn't have gotten married.
And get this, through my research, I learned that some couples wanted to get pregnant by their lover or "Bull" while he, the ever-loyal husband plays daddy. I was glad Jerry and I already had children. If my bull were black, not that I care if a Black man and white woman date or get married, but how would I explain a Black child to my family and friends?
How would I convenience them that I didn't cheat on my husband, and that that was what he wanted?
This was from one of those erotic sites my husband had me reading,
There is the element of competition, of being bested by another in the most sacred place in his life, the home. This is why the marriage bed itself is so often an element in cuckolding: the most intimate place in a man's home has been used to humiliate him by having another man take his wife and please her more than he can. Likewise, the stranger will, often before the very eyes of the husband, use her in every imaginable way, ejaculating in her mouth, on her breasts, flooding her pussy and even filling her ass with his cum, and his wife will not only let him use her in ways her husband has not or has been forbidden to do, but will praise her lover as he takes his pleasure. The hectoring shrew her husband endures will become a compliant slut willing to allow the interloper his every wish.
Well, that pretty much says it all.
So, let's recap,

	My husband is crazy!
	My husband is watching too much porn!
	My husband needs to start reading directions so he can install the shelving unit we bought for our closet and stop reading erotic stories late at night!
	My husband thinks his dick is some kind of lightsaber and he's in a sperm war! 'Where is Obi-Wan Kenobi when you need him?'
	My husband thinks I'm a slut to share! No, I should apologize for saying slut. That is inconsiderate to women who enjoy this lifestyle and humiliate their husbands, which I will not be participating in. At least I don't think I will be. But who knows!


I know sex is never the same once you have children, but we were sure to find time for ourselves. If the girls were napping, Jerry would come up behind me, slip his hand down my panties and just finger me to orgasm. I would reciprocate by dropping to my knees, swallowing his dick, and enjoying his love juice. That's what Jerry calls it, his love juice.
Somewhere along the way, it wasn't enough for Jerry. Jerry had his fantasy, it was to watch me get fucked by another man or men, I guess. Who knows, maybe he wanted to see me with other women too. He said it would enhance our sex life.
It all started about six months ago when I found out that Jerry was watching porn. Jerry downloaded porn videos, of different genres. I was curious as to what kind of porn he was into, so I peeked. What I saw was normal, a little more than I wanted Jerry to do to my face and throat, but nothing crazy. I did get excited while watching the wife getting spanked by her husband for banging the pool boy.
But Jerry finally got the nerve to ask me to watch porn with him. As we watched his porn collection, I will admit, it was not the porn I saw when I peeked.
Jerry's new genre was a little over the top, two guys and a girl but not a threesome. One guy was the husband and he sat naked on a chair while the other guy was fucking his wife. The wife and her "lover" had sex in front of her husband, and he got off watching. He was stroking his dick while his wife was being fucked. Once the lover left, the husband and wife made love. He was "reclaiming" his wife. That's what Jerry told me.
Jerry was stroking his dick and playing with his balls, and he finally erupted.
"Jerry, did that turn you on?" I asked.
"Yes, I don't know why but it did."
I was never into porn so this whole concept of cuckolding a husband was new to me. I don't understand why a man would want to watch his wife being fucked by another man. I get it if it was a threesome or something like that, but to just sit there in a chair and watch. Jerry had other videos too. One where the husband was tied to a chair and another where the husband, and a ball strapped in his mouth.
For the next month or so, we watched hotwife and cuckold porn. Our sex life did improve. But as I had expected, Jerry now wanted me to be fucked by another man so he could watch and jerk himself off.
"Lisa," that's me by the way, "have you ever thought of having sex with another man?" And that's how it started.
'What the fuck.' I thought to myself.
"How romantic of you Jerry. No, I have never thought of having sex with another man and right now I'm thinking I may not want to have sex with you either."
But Jerry was relentless. He wanted me to read Erotic cuckold stories and lifestyle articles. He even had me listening to a hotwife and cuckold Podcast, yes, they exist," So, I did, and I found them to be disturbing.
"Really Jerry, you want to watch me get fucked by another man or men, and told that you can't please me like a real man, and then you want to lick my pussy clean?"
"What!" was Jerry's response as I laughed.
"That's what it says right here in the story you told me to read,"
My loving husband sat there stroking his dick as I was being fucked hard by my lover, my bull. I don't know what came over me, but I just started verbally assaulting my husband. I called him a pussy boy and told him his little dick would never satisfy me again. The more I berated my husband, the more my husband stroked his dick. You better not cum until I say you can!
Once my lover brought me to orgasm, I called to my cuckold husband, Come feast on my lover's cum. I didn't know if my husband would or not, but he did and he brought me to two more orgasms. Then we kissed and we shared my lover's cum.
As I read this story to Jerry, he was lying on the bed jerking off. I didn't know what I was supposed to say or do. 'Fuck it' I said to myself, "Lick my pussy Jerry," and Jerry did as he was told.
"Are you sure this is what you want Jerry? Do you really want to be my cuckold bitch and eat my lover's cum?"
"Well, up until the part where you ask me to eat your lover's cum, yes, that is what I want," Jerry responded.
'Thank God he didn't want to feast on another man's cum,' I thought to myself.
"But why Jerry?"
"I don't know Lisa, but there could be many reasons."
"Okay Jerry, let me hear um?" I said with a smirk.
"There are many reasons why men would like to be a cuckold. For me, the idea of having my incredible wife, whom I would do anything for, including watching her have sex with another man, is what fuels my fantasy. I would love to be there and hold your hand while your lover pleases you.
The other reason is the feeling of reclaiming you. You may have a lover, bigger and better than me, but you always return to me."
I just stared at Jerry as he went on.
"Many people, both men and women have this fantasy, watching their partner having sex with another person. But at the same time, most people are afraid of speaking of it because of how the world would react. It brings a sense of shame if someone gets turned on by watching his/her partner having sex with another person, and that shame becomes guilt. The fear is that even the partner will be disgusted if they hear about this fetish."
"What the fuck Jerry. Did you memorize that word for word? " Many people, both men and women have this fantasy, watching their partner having sex with another person. But at the same time, most people are afraid of speaking of it because of how the world would react. blah blah blah."
"No Lisa, that's how I feel. I love you and want you to be happy. I don't know, maybe my dick is too small, and you need someone bigger than me."
"You have issues, Jerry. Go get a ruler."
"What for," my future cuck asked me.
"Just go get it, Jerry!"
Jerry came back and handed me the ruler. I looked at Jerry shaking my head, "Lay down Jerry, and start jerking off."
"What?" Jerry seemed surprised.
"Start getting used to it. That's what you want, isn't it? I get fucked while you jerk off. Well, get to it." He just looked at me.
"For God's sake Jerry," I had to pull his boxers down and I started jerking him off and sucking his dick until it reached 6 and a half inches. "Look Jerry, 6 and a half inches. How much more do I need? I've tried deepthroating you and I can't. Why would I want someone bigger to abuse me? YOU ARE ALL I NEED!"
"Lisa, I was just giving that as an example."
"Jerry, what happens if I fall in love with my 'lover,' then what?"
"Lisa, it's just sex and fantasy, you're not going to fall in love and leave me. That only happens in those erotic stories."
And then, Jerry went on to throw statistics at me. Jerry was driving himself crazy over this cuckold lifestyle. "There have been studies done.... Blah blah blah blah blah," Jerry started in again.
"Really Jerry, and how many ended in divorce?"
"Less than 5%," was his response. But he was full of shit.
"Lisa, this is a quite common fantasy, fetish, and lifestyle. And it's not just heterosexual men who fantasize about their significant other being with a lover or bull. Heterosexual women, gay men, and lesbians can have cuckold fantasies too."
"What?" I just shook my head, "are there gay bulls Jerry and is a lesbian's lover called a cow?
Jerry just looked at me with a confused stupid look on his face. Yes, I was getting mad.
One night Jerry would not stop talking. I was sucking his dick, "just imagine if you were sucking someone else's dick Lisa and I were......" I cut him off.
"Jerry, I need some time to myself," as I got out of bed looking at Jerry with his dick still hard, "Enjoy jerking off," and walked out of our bedroom.
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"I'm going to make a cup of tea. I am not leaving you. At least not yet." Jerry looked relieved.
I stayed up late that evening reading more about my new role as a hotwife and my husband as my cuck. Never in a million years did I imagine my life would turn out like this.
The things we do for our husbands. So, I thought to myself as I read on, 'Maybe I should give Jerry what he wants. If he wants to be a cuck, I'll make him my cuck, and let's see if it's what he really wants.'
By the time I slid into bed, it was 2:00 a.m. and I had to get up in a few hours to get the girls ready for school. I was tired and pissed off when I woke up the next morning.
"I have to go, honey, we can talk more tonight," Jerry said as he started to leave for work.
"Go make the bed before you leave Jerry! Clean sheets." That's right my little cuck was going to learn how to do the laundry and maybe even do a little vacuuming too.
Jerry came home from work at 5:30 on the dot like he does every Friday night, except things were going to be different this Friday night.
The girls were at my parents' house, "Jerry, we need to talk," I said as Jerry, his jaw dropped, and his face went pale.
"Lisa, it's just a fantasy, please don't leave me."
"Shut up Jerry," he was pissing me off. "Are you sure this is what you want?"
"Yes, more than anything," my stupid husband responded.
"Okay, then I want a postnuptial agreement that says if either of us files for separation or divorce because of your stupidity and since it was your idea, I get full custody of the girls, the house, and 80% of our savings. You will also pay me alimony and child support amounting to 50% of your pay. I want that in writing before we go any further.
Also, now that you are home, go wash the sheets you pulled off the bed this morning. That is your new job. I want clean cheats if I'm going to be fucking other men in our bed."
"You're going to do it, bring men home so I can watch?"
"Calm down, Jerry." I thought he was going to cum in his pants. "I haven't decided yet, but for now, you will only get to hear about the men that fuck me. But you still have to do the laundry and learn to be a good little cuckold husband."
"Lisa, the whole point is so I can watch."
"Jerry, you get two options: Option 1) You wait until I get home, and I'll jerk you off while I tell you how much better sex is with someone other than you, or Option 2) You don't get to live out your little fantasy.
"Lisa, you're not taking this seriously," my whinny cuck bitch started to complain.
Just as a side note, I learned that my husband is an idiot. He can't follow simple instructions. How hard is it to separate white from colors and hang my damn bras to dry? Jerry doing the laundry got me a new wardrobe.
Anyway, back to my story.
I made Jerry licking my pussy Friday and Saturday night as I teased him, "You're gonna need more practice licking my pussy Jerry. It might be all I give you." He thought I was kidding.
"Did you like Cracker Jacks as a kid Jerry? Well just think of my pussy as a box of Cracker Jacks, you keep eating, and may you'll find a prize that my lover leaves for you."
"Lisa, I told you I won't do that."
"You'll do what I tell you, Jerry. That's what being a cuck is," I smiled, "Cucks get off on humiliation and you will eventually too."
Then I was tender and sweet. "Jerry, if you don't want to lick me clean, maybe we can find some other way to humiliate you. I read that a good cuck likes to suck a bull's cock, would you like that, Jerry? I promise I'll tell my bull not to cum in your mouth."
Jerry looked like he was about to cry. I couldn't believe that he hadn't changed his mind yet.
Sunday morning was all about Jerry, "Okay Jerry, give me your best shot. Reclaim Me! Show me what I have to look forward to after being fucked by my big dick bull."



I gotta admit, Jerry did well for himself. Just the thought of me fucking someone else was enough for Jerry to go into survival mode. He stayed hard longer and recovered quicker.
He tried to get me to have sex again Sunday night, but I cut him off. "No sex for two weeks Jerry."
"What, why?"
"I need to be horny when I go out looking for a lover, or a Bull, to fuck me!"
Jerry came home from work two days later with a postnuptial agreement and I was ready for him. I had videos for us to watch. Mine were a little different than the softcore cuckold porn Jerry had us watching. The videos I chose were full of humiliation. Jerry wanted me to fuck other men, he would be a true cuck. He was going to be my cuckold husband and I was going to be ruthless.
I read through that agreement, stepped away, called my sister Tina, and asked her to come over, "Tina, I need you to notarize a document for me and Jerry if you have time to come over."
"Tina's on her way over," I told Jerry.
"Why is Tina coming over?" I just looked at Jerry. The poor man had no idea what he was in for.
"Nervous Jerry? Well calm down, I'm not going to tell her that you're signing up to be my cuckold bitch, at least not yet. Tina's a notary and we are going to make this legal and binding, just like we want it to be."
"What do you mean not yet?"
"Jerry, Jerry, Jerry, I can't keep something like this to myself. Tina's my sister and my best friend we talk about everything."
Tina came over and notarized the document without asking to read it. Jerry was happy about that. Then Tina and I had a few drinks while we sat out on the deck.
"Tina, turn and look at Jerry and start giggling."
"Why, what's going on?" she asked as both looked over at Jerry and laughed. Jerry was looking extremely nervous.
"All I can tell you is that Jerry has a secret."
"You better tell me Lisa; you know I tell you everything."
That is true, I'm the only one that knows that Jack, Tina's husband, had messed with a transvestite. That is until she slipped out of her skirt and Jack found out that she was a he. It reminded me of the song by the Kinks.
Tina and I hugged and said our goodbyes. Tina didn't miss a beat. She walked right up to Jerry with no clue of what was going on, "Don't worry Jerry, your secret is safe with me." And she gave him a gentle kiss on the cheek.
I had to hold in my laughter as Jerry turned pale.
"Jerry are you okay," I asked, with a smile on my face.
"What did you say to Tina?"
"Oh, relax Jerry. Come on, let's go to bed and watch a few videos I got for us." The look of excitement on Jerry's face, like a kid in a candy store.
We watched three movies and Jerry had a look of surprise and shock on his face. So much for a kid in a candy store.
They were videos of humiliation. The wife and her bull were relentless. They were real homemade cuckold videos. "This is what you wanted Jerry, you're a cuckold bitch now!"
"I! I!" Jerry babbled as I continued. "Jerry, I will be going out every other Saturday night going forward. I will expect you to help me get dressed and make sure I look my best for my lovers. You will be responsible for taking care of the girls while I am out getting fucked. And yes Jerry, I will come home and tell you every detail while I jerk you off. I may, if you're good, drop the girls at my parent's house and bring a lover home and you can listen to us through the door."
Jerry protested but gave in like the little cuck he would soon become.
"This fantasy of yours Jerry and it's sexual only. Our lives together better not change. I am going to try and enjoy being fucked by other men because it is what you want. While I'm getting fucked you will sit home and babysit the girls. If you beg or whine, I will divorce you. Do you understand?"
"Yes," Jerry responded.
"Also, I assume you don't want our family and friends to know about your little fetish but at the same time, I don't feel safe going out alone to a bar. So, I will be telling my sister."
"Don't look at me like that Jerry," Jerry thought this was going to be just our little secret, but he understood and agreed.
"One last thing," I had to try and hold a straight face, "I bought you a present."
Jerry unwrapped the box. The first was for me, it was a cuckold anklet. "Go ahead Jerry, put that on your hotwife's ankle." He did as he was told.
"Will you wear it all the time," Jerry was now understanding his new life and that it may come with some embarrassment.
"Yes Jerry, all the time. Not everyone will understand what it means. I'm sure our parents will have no clue what it stands for."
I could see that Jerry was questioning his decision.
"Open the next gift, Jerry," I thought Jerry was going to pass out when he opened the box to find a chastity cage.
"What, what's this," he asked.
"Just like in the video Jerry, when I go out Saturday nights, I don't want you jerking off."
He wasn't happy, "say the word Jerry and we can end your humiliation right now. The call is all yours."
He didn't say a word, "Yes or no, which is it, Jerry?"
"Um, I uh" a deer in the highlights.
"FUCK JERRY! this is what you wanted isn't it!"
"Fine, I'll put it on when you go on your dates." I just smiled and kissed him on the cheek.
"Good boy Jerry, good boy."
We were a happy family. Jerry went to work while I took care of the girls and the house. Jerry was learning how to do the laundry and getting better at it.
I told Jerry I wanted him to stop watching porn. The more I read about the effects porn can have on a person and their sense of reality, I was sure porn was the reason for Jerry wanting to be treated as a cuckold husband.
Jerry and I make love like a normal married couple, but as we got closer to my Saturday night out, I would cut Jerry off. Jerry could bring me to orgasm, but he got nothing in return. And when I came home after a Saturday night out on the prowl, I had to put the pillow over my face. The orgasms were so intense, I didn't want to wake the girls, but damn, sex those nights with Jerry were incredible.
"Damn Jerry, where was that the past seven years. I would have turned you into a cuck years ago if I knew it would have made you a better pussy licker."
So, was I hooking up and getting laid on my Saturday nights out? No, I was going out with my sister. We would take in a show or go out for dinner. I told my sister the whole story. We had to tell her husband Jack since I was taking showers at their house before I went home to Jerry.
I told Jack if he said anything to Jerry, I would tell everyone that he has sex with a transvestite.
When I would return home from my nights out, I would be freshly showered. "Jerry, I got fucked hard tonight, mama's pussy hurts. I need you to lick me and make it feel better."
I came home once without showering and told Jerry to lick my pussy. I told him I only gave a guy a blowjob. Jerry used his fingers to probe my pussy before he went down on me.
I must say, Jerry and I were happy, and sex was better than ever. Besides the laundry, Jerry would occasionally help me around the house. Cooking is not Jerry's thing, but he did pretty for at baking.
My original plan was to abuse Jerry and tell him things like, my pussy is so stretched out I'll never feel your dick in me ever again. Or my lover wants you to suck his dick. And my lover says I can't have sex with you for a month. All things I was reading in those erotic cuckold stories. But after a while, I wasn't even making him wear his cock cage anymore.
Jerry just thought I had a lover, and he was happy. Reading all those erotic stories helped me too. I would come home from a Saturday night out and I would jerk off Jerry or let him reclaim me as I recited a sex scene from a story I had read.
There was one week when Jerry pissed me off and I needed to reassert my dominance. I don't even remember what he did or said but by the end of the week, Jerry thought I wasn't pissed at him anymore, but I was, and I laid into him when I got home.
It was midnight when I got in. I took off my heels as I walked into the kitchen for a glass of water. The house was quiet, but I knew Jerry would be awake just waiting for me to tell him about my evening.
As I opened the door to our bedroom, Jerry was laying there naked with his dick already in his hand. "Jerry, you are so pathetic. You jerk off while real men fuck me. I don't know why I put up with you. The men I'm with are confident, successful, and rich. You, you are worthless. I think I should lock that little dick of yours back in a cage and only let it out for your birthday or holidays. Would you like that, Jerry? I bet you would."
I thought Jerry was going to start crying, I felt bad, but Jerry had pissed me off.
"Go jerk off in the bathroom and sleep in the guestroom tonight."
The next morning, I woke to breakfast in bed.
We were three months into our cuckold relationship when I told Jerry that we were going out with Tina and Jack. I saw Jerry's dick getting hard as I tried on different clothes to wear out that evening. "What about panties," Jerry asked.
"I don't plan on wearing any," Jerry looked nervous, "are you okay Jerry?"
"Um no, no it's just a little warm."
It was fun watching Jerry squirm. "Jerry, I think I'll wear the red dress tonight what do you think?"
"I like it, um yes, that will work," Jerry said with a smile.
"Jerry, I plan on flirting with other men right in front of you tonight, how do you feel about that?" Jerry looked almost scared.
"We aren't going anywhere where people know us are we?" he asked.
"I would never embarrass you in front of people we know Jerry. Are you sure you ok with this Jerry?" I was giving him another chance to end this.
Jerry nodded his head, "I'm sure."
"Jerry you can go to the den while I get ready."
I told Tina that I was getting tired of going out every other Saturday night without Jerry. Tina, Jack, and I were having fun and Jerry wasn't there with us. I didn't know if it would work or not, but I was hoping Jerry would change his mind about the whole cuckold thing if he saw me with another man.
"How do I look Jerry," as asked as I walked into the den."
"You look incredible Lisa."
"Jerry, I'm going to give you one more chance. The girls are with my parents, we can go out and have a nice dinner with Tina and Jack, dance a little, and then come home and put on a cuckold video. I don't have to go out and find someone to replace you anymore."
"Lisa, I will be okay," were Jerry's last words.
"Okay Jerry, then drop your pants."
"What"
"Drop your pants and your boxers, it's time to lock your dick in its cage." I hadn't locked his little dick in its prison in a while."
I watched as he tried to figure it out. "Jerry, let me help you. lay on the floor."
"You're hurting me."
"Well, I'm trying my best, but your dick is getting harder each time I touch it."
"It's not my fault if I like it when you touch me," Jerry said with a smile.
"Jerry, how am I supposed to fit your dick in this cage with the hard-on? Go jerk off and don't make a mess in the bathroom either."
"I can't just Jerk off; it doesn't work like that. I need some stimulation."
"Jerry, if the wind blows in the right direction, you cum in your pants."
I just stared at him and shook my head, "Jerry go get me a mixing bowl full of ice."
Jerry stood in front of me naked with his balls on ice. "Jerry, you look pathetic, but it's working. Your dick shrunk down all right; it looks like a little boy's penis. Oh, look how cute it looks and it fits so nicely into its little prison now."
While Jerry got dressed, I took off the necklace that I wear every day. The first gift Jerry gave me was a heart, made of diamond studs. I slipped the chain through the key to Jerry's chastity cage.
"Do you like it, Jerry? It will be on display for everyone to see."
"But what if we see...."
I cut Jerry off, "Yes Jerry, everyone will see the key. Some will think of it as the key to my heart while others will understand that you are my cuck and I have your dick in a cage."
"I don't feel comfortable Lisa."
"It doesn't matter how you feel Jerry, we are beyond that point now, unless you want to go back to our vanilla life. If we stop it now, it stops forever."
"Fine, you can wear the key for everyone to see."
"That's a good cuck," I said to Jerry with a smile.
Jerry and I had a great evening out with Tina and Jack. My little red dress ended just above my knees, so it was easy to pull it up for Jerry to play with my pussy.
"That's it, Jerry, get me nice hot. I see a lot of good-looking guys here that I wouldn't mind fucking one or two of them." I whispered in his ear, "Tina and Jack can drive you home."
Jerry and Jack were talking about sports or whatever. "How's it going with Jerry?" Tina asked.
"Well, his dick is locked in its cage, and he seems to be okay with it. I should just go and pick someone up at the bar and bring him to our table."
But I didn't have to, a gentleman approached me, not looking at Jerry at all, "would you like to dance?" he asked me.
"Yes, I would," as he took my hand and led me to the dance area, we made small talk, and I learned his name was Tom. "That key around your neck, it's to your cuckold husband's cage, isn't it?"
"Yes, my husband is my cuck."
We danced together for a few songs, I felt his hand sliding down my back and stop just above my ass. It was as if he was waiting for my approval. "Not tonight," I whispered in his ear, but I would like your phone number."
We made our way back to the table "Tom, this is my husband Jerry, sister Tina, and her husband Jack. Jerry put out his hand to Tom and Tom just ignored him and sat by my side.
"What was your name again," Tom asked looking at Jerry.
"Jerry," my husband responded.
"Go get us another round of drinks. Get me a whiskey with a splash of water on ice." And he turned back to me as Jerry walked off to the bar.
I studied Jerry to see if he was getting mad at being ignored and disrespected. "Jerry," I whispered, "can Tom touch my pussy? I won't let him unless you say yes."
"Um, I um," Jerry wasn't sure of himself, and I didn't want to push him into saying yes.
"That's okay Jerry, I know this is your first time watching. We can take it slow," with that I kissed Jerry on the cheek.
Tom and I danced to a few more songs and Jerry just watched us. Tom's hand was now on my ass, I looked at Jerry for a sign that he was unhappy, but I saw nothing.
Tom was getting close and wanted to kiss me. I could feel his dick getting hard as he rubbed it against me. I wasn't feeling comfortable. "Tom, I want you to fuck me, but not tonight. This is the first time for my husband, and I need to take it slow. I don't want my little cuck to get upset and change his mind.
Tom backed off and we walked back to our table.
"So, Jerry," I wasn't sure what Tom was going to say, "Lisa tells me you have a small dick, and you want to watch other men fuck her. I'd be glad to show you what a real dick looks like and fuck your beautiful wife like she should be."
Jerry looked uncomfortable as he stood, "Lisa, I'd like to leave."
"You're not going anywhere you cock sucker."
I saw Jerry getting angry, but not sure what to say or do. This was his fantasy and he had to decide. "Jerry, what do you want to do?" I asked.
What Jerry wanted to say or do didn't matter. Tom made a big mistake. He turned and looked at Jack and then Tina, is he a cuck too? I have a few friends that would love to fuck a beautiful woman like you.
An ambulance was called to take Tom to the emergency room. Tina, Jack, Jerry, and I slipped out of the restaurant before the cops showed up.
Once we got home, I knew that Jerry and I needed to talk, "Jerry, I know things got out of hand and Tom pissed Jack off, but how did it feel watch me dancing with Tom and the way he spoke to you?"
I looked into Jerry's eyes, and it looked to me like he had doubts. "Jerry?"
"Um, Lisa, it was."
"It's okay Jerry, tell me how you feel. We're in this together." I was hoping he would tell me he wanted to go back to the way we used to be.
"Lisa, can we go back to you going out and just telling me about your night out." It wasn't what I wanted to hear.
"Sure, we can do that Jerry."
There was no reclaiming me that night, it was just passionate lovemaking, and our life went back to the new norm.
My sister and Jack have a son and daughter 6 and 8, and they have their friends too. Tina wasn't available every other Saturday night to be with me. So, I'd go out alone on those nights. I've gone to late-night movies; I saw a weird movie called Rock Horror Picture Show. I knew a lot of the people in the movie too. But it was odd, people on the stage acting out the scenes. Just odd.
My sister remembers my mom going with her friends to see the movie too. It had a cult following and still does. I can't picture my dad ever going to see that movie.
I'd gone ice skating, bowling, and even Topgolf (I'm surprisingly good with a driver). I've even been to a pool hall a few times. The guys I've met are nice and they let me play too.
Well one night, everything changed. My sister wasn't feeling well so There I was alone at the bar with a glass of water in front of me. It was a nice bar, far enough away from home so I wouldn't run into anyone I know, and close enough that it wouldn't take me over an hour to get home at the end of the night.
"Can I get you anything besides water," the bartender asked.
"No, I'm good. Um, a lemon slice would be nice."
I had guys coming up to me throughout the evening, but I wasn't into the whole bar scene, and I was just playing my hotwife cuckold game I had no plans to have sex with anyone. As the guys approached me, I just politely said no and just sent them away.
Then there was a tap on my shoulder as I turned to see who the recipient of my next rejection would be. I must admit, I did take a double take. He was big like Jerry, but older. Handsome, not hot. And he looked like he kept himself in shape too.
"Can you buy me a drink?" He asked.
He caught me off guard, "Wait what?"
"Can you buy me a drink," he repeated.
I stared at him, "why would I buy you a drink?"
"Well," he responded, "for the past two hours you have turned down every gentleman and a few ladies that have offered to buy you a drink, I just figured that maybe you wanted to be the one to buy the drinks."
"I... don't know how to respond to that."
"You already have, you haven't sent me away. My name is Dave, and yes you may buy me a drink."
"Well Dave, I will say this, you have a unique way with women." I gave a little giggle, "I'll buy what are you drinking."
"Excuse me, bartender," Dave asked, "can I have the same thing the lady is drinking and she's buying."
"So, you want water with a lemon slice?" The bar asked for confirmation.
"Yes please, and thank you,"
I looked at Dave, "do you think I don't have the money to pay for a real drink?"
"You might, but I don't trust you yet."
"Trust me what?"
"First you buy me a drink and I already know you're interested in me as you've sent every other person that has approached you away. Second, you continue to talk to me. I only accepted a glass of water, so I don't feel that I owe you anything. Third, I am a lightweight and don't want to drink too much. I know how you women like to take advantage of men. Fourth, if you drop anything into my glass of water, like that date rape pill, I'll see it."
I just sat there stunned. "My name is Lisa," as I stuck out my hand.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Lisa. So, tell me, why are you in a bar all alone?"
"It's a long story and I don't feel comfortable talking about it."



"Man trouble, I can see it written all over your face." Dave was a confident man, "I've been with many women in your position."
"What does that mean, Dave."
"You have a beautiful engagement ring and wedding band. But instead of sitting at home with your husband or going out to dinner and dancing, you're sitting here at a bar trying to pick me up."
Dave was killing me.
"See," Dave said, "I made you smile. I knew you liked me."
"Well Dave, just to be clear, I am happily married, and I am not looking to pick you up or anyone else."
"Oh, thank God. I didn't want to be rude since you seem like a nice person, but you're not my type."
I almost spit my water out. "Now I'm not good enough for you!"
"I didn't say that I just said you weren't my type. You're too pretty to be seen with a man like me."
"You're a smooth talker Dave, oh you're smooth all right."
"I'm a little hungry Lisa, let's say we get a bite to eat. Not a date, we can sit right here and order some appetizers. We can go Dutch or since you seem to be a big spender, you can pay."
He was amusing that's for sure, "I am a little hungry and could go for some wings."
"What about some mozzarella sticks too?"
"That sounds good Dave."
Dave and I had a wonderful time. We played pool, won some money, and ruled at darts. What started as a boring night out turned into a fun night out. Besides Dave, I also met Brian and his wife Jill, Chris and his wife Meg, and Charlie, and his wife Lynn. It was getting late so I said goodbye to Dave and the gang. Dave stayed by my side until the Uber picked me up.
I was surprised at how late it was; I hadn't stayed out past midnight in years and here I was walking in at 1 am.
"So, did you meet someone," Jerry was wide awake waiting to hear about my evening.
"You know what Jerry, I did. I met a man named Dave. And no, we just talked, he didn't take me to a motel or the back seat of his car either. But even know I didn't get laid tonight it doesn't mean you can't reclaim me."
And reclaim his wife Jerry did. When I tell Tina how incredible my sex life is now and how attentive Jerry is to me, Tina is jealous.
"Jack," Tina called for her husband, "I want you to be my cuck and lick my pussy like Jerry does for Lisa."
Jack rolled his eyes and gave a little head shake.
So, my life and family were great, Jerry was happy, the girls were happy, and I was happy too. This hotwife cuckold game I was playing on Jerry wasn't that bad.
I found myself going to the same bar every other Saturday evening and Dave would be there waiting for me. I wasn't even going out with Tina as much anymore. I would meet Dave and his friends. They were a fun bunch of guys. The wives knew something was up with me and my husband, but they never asked. I never told them my last name. I just felt nervous about that. I wanted it to be a secret, I guess.
I told Jerry all about Dave, plus I would make up a bunch of stories too. As far as Jerry knows, Dave is a great lover with an 8-inch cock. He's dominant too. "Jerry, I never realized I was so submissive."
It had been a few months I guess, and Dave would flirt with me, but he never crossed the line. I think Dave must be around 45 or so. He didn't talk much about the other women in his life, so I don't know what his story is. But that's okay cause I wasn't telling him mine either.
"Lisa, can I ask you a question," I looked at Dave and I wasn't sure where this was going. "I need a date."
I just stared at Dave waiting for him to continue. But, in my head, I had all kinds of questions and no answers. "What kind of date?"
"My grandmother's 90th birthday party."
"Am I supposed to be your girlfriend?"
"It would be nice if you said you were." Dave flashed that smile.
Please let me know if you'd like me to continue the story.
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Chapter 2 - Dave's Story
I just sat there frozen in time. This was not how it was supposed to happen. My stupid husband and his sperm war fantasy. Why couldn't we just live a normal happy life and raise our children?
I fought my husband and finally gave in. He wanted to watch me fuck another man, and I finally gave in and agreed but on my terms. I told my husband Jerry that he could not watch; he could only listen to me as I told him the stories of my nights out and the men who could please me like he couldn't.
I told him he was my cuckold bitch now.
Even when I belittled Jerry and told him how pathetic he was to jerk off while real men fuck me, he didn't give up on his fantasy. Meanwhile, I was out every other Saturday night having fun with my sister Tina or my sister and her husband Jack. Jerry thought I was out getting screwed in a motel or sucking some guy's dick in the back seat of a car like a little 18-year-old girl.
All the while, Jerry was sitting home with the girls just waiting for me to come home with a new story. And stories they were. I began to think of my husband's stupid fetish as nothing more than a game. My sister would ask me how things were going with Jerry, and I would respond, "We're still playing the cuckold game."
So, there I was sitting staring at Dave lost in thought. Dave was handsome, confident, and funny. Jerry would get along so well with Dave.
"Hello," Dave said.
I started to come out of my trance as I felt Dave touch my hand. I don't know what came over me, but I felt like a little schoolgirl. The boy I liked finally got the nerve to hold my hand. No, my pussy didn't start to tinkle and get wet. That only happens in those stupid stories my husband has me reading.
But it did feel nice, and I had a smile on my face.
"Lisa, are you with me?"
"Um, what, oh yes." I babbled.
"It's not like I was asking you to marry me, It's just an afternoon with me, family."
"Your family! I'm a married woman and you want me to meet your family!" Dave just looked at me with a smile on his face.
"Dave, why aren't you married or at least have a girlfriend?" I needed to know how a man like Dave could be single.
Once the question came out of my mouth, I wish I could have taken it back. It was like an unwritten rule, don't ask me questions and I won't ask you questions.
I could see Dave looked a little uncomfortable, "I'm sorry Dave, you don't have to tell me anything."
Dave was torn, "I've been married for 20 years, and I have a son and daughter away at college."
My jaw dropped, "married!"
"Yes married, and so are you," Dave responded, and he was correct.
"But that's different," I attacked, "I'm not hiding my wedding band and engagement ring."
"I'm not hiding mine either. It's a safety hazard in my line of work and I haven't worn my ring in years."
"What kind of work do you do that you can't wear a wedding ring?"
"I'm an electrician but I'm also an onsite welder. Metal around electricity isn't good. Also, the ring always got caught on things while I was working."
It sounded reasonable, I guess. "Well, well, if I knew you were married, I never would have talked to you let alone continue to meet you every other Saturday evening."
"Calm down Lisa. Look, let me tell you, my story."
"Okay, but it better be good. I don't like men who cheat on their wives."
Dave just looked at me with a grin, I know what he was thinking, 'Then why am I here every other Saturday night without my husband?'
Dave went on with his story, "Have you ever heard the term "Honey we need to talk? Or Honey, can I ask you a question?" Which I had many times from all those erotic stories I was reading.
"Well, Honey we need to talk is a favorite start to a conversation that involves a wife getting what she wants when it is nothing that she needs."
Dave took a breath, "The husbands usually end up having great sex and a few blowjobs without having to ask, but at what cost."
I sat waiting for Dave to continue.
"I came home from work one night; my wife could have been naked since what she was wearing wasn't covering much. I knew something was coming, but I played along because I knew the sex would be incredible.
I was thinking it was going to cost me a new car. My wife was still driving the old Tahoe and since the kids went off to college, I knew she was looking at a few two-seat convertibles."
Dave took another pause and a swig of beer. "She wanted something badly all right.
There was my meatloaf, which I love, and mashed potatoes with gravy sitting at my place at the table just waiting for me.
"Sit down and eat," my wife told me.
As I started eating, my wife was on her knees and my pants were unbuttoned. My wife's hand fished out my dick."
Fucking Dave took another pause just when his story was about to get good. "And! go on," I needed to hear his story.
"What do you think happened next?" Dave asked.
Men suck at telling stories. "Well, you got me invested in your story so make it good I want details."
"You want all the details," Dave asked.
I just gave a smile and a smirk, "Um, yes!"
Well, Dave didn't do a particularly good job with the details. What I did get out of his story is that his wife could be a sword swallower and she can suck better than a Hoover Vacuum cleaner.
"I get it, Dave, she gave you a blowjob. What happens next?" I just shook my head.
"She came up and sat on my lap, took a swig from my glass of water and we started kissing. She was undressing me while kissing my neck and talking dirty in my ear."
"What was she saying Dave, details?"
"I don't know Lisa, if you were whispering into my ear after just giving me the best blowjob of your life, what would you say to me? Would you tell me that you want me to suck your nipples until they are tender and hard, or would you prefer that I gently bite them? Would you ask me to let my tongue lick every part of your body before I lick your pussy and nibble on your nub? Would you tell me to be gentle with you or do you like it rough?"
Now my pussy was getting a little wet and I felt my breathing starting to change and my heart was starting to race. I couldn't wait for Dave to tell me how he fucked his wife with his 8" cock, just like the stories I had told my husband.
Dave took another swig of his beer, "she said something along those lines."
"What the fuck Dave! You get me all worked up and that's it." I threw my napkin at him. "Fine, please just tell me what your wife asked for."
Dave continued, "After making love, my wife, her name is Trish by the way, she laid with her head on my chest, and then the words left her mouth, "Dave, can I ask you a question?"
"Again," Dave said, "I thought she had picked out the car she wanted, but I was wrong. She had picked out the guy she wanted to fuck."
"Oh my god Dave, I'm so sorry. You don't have to say anything more if you don't want to," but Dave continued.
"So, who is it?" I asked my wife calmly.
"Who he is, doesn't matter Dave. I just think it would be exciting. A date with someone new. I know it's the same for a guy too, holding hands, the feeling of a girl wrapping her arms around those big muscles of yours, and the first kiss."
As I listened to Dave tell me his story, I could tell that he was hurting.
Dave ordered another round of drinks and then continued his story, "Trish was running her fingernails over my chest as she tried to convince me how great it would be. I was shocked at her response to my question. I said Trish, you're beautiful and sexy, you can pick up any guy you want, how am I going to find a girl to have sex with?
Dave, you have me, why would you need anyone else? Trish asked me.
And that's when I lost it and I yelled at her. You're fucking crazy if you think I'm gonna stand by and let my wife get fucked by anyone. And I know it's your prick of a boss Carl that you want to fuck!
My wife was in tears, and I didn't care.
I see the way he looks at you and flirts with you at your company outings and parties. Are the two of you already fucking?
No, Dave, I swear I haven't. It's only been innocent flirting. I kept on telling him I would never go behind your back, that's why we're talking now. Please, Dave, I'm sorry.
It didn't end there either, "but Dave, it's only sex."
Then why didn't you come to me and tell me you want to try swinging or swapping? I'll tell you why because it was all about you, not us.
I slept in the guest room that night.
That weekend I moved into an apartment. My friend has a rental above his detached garage."
"Did she go through with it, Dave, did she have sex with her boss?"
"Her friends say she didn't. those are her friends right there," Dave pointed at Jill, Meg, and Lynn.
"Trish knows all about you too."
"Me what did I do?"
"The three of them keep her informed. Their husbands have told them to stay out of it. They can talk to Trish and tell her whatever they want, but they are to leave you alone and never talk about Trish to you or say anything nasty to you."
"So, are you going to divorce your wife?"
"We're separated right now. She's the mother of my children and up until she told me she wants to fuck her boss; she was a great wife too."
After reading so many stories, I had to ask, "Dave, did you take any revenge on our wife or her boss?"
"I did some childish stuff, I guess. I stuck a knife in each tire on Carl's Porsche. I did it twice, eight tires for that car are a big expense.
I also ran over his golf bag breaking all his overpriced clubs." Dave let out a little laugh, "Fuck um."
After another swig of his beer, Dave continued, "I didn't have any proof that anything was going on between Carl and my wife, so I'm still deciding if I should tell his wife."
Dave paused. "The day I approached you at the bar, I figured I didn't have anything to lose, you had already turned down everyone that approached you. It was the first time in over 20 years that I tried to pick up a girl in a bar."
"You did a hell of a good job, Dave. You were creative and funny. I think you could have picked up any girl in this bar and still can."
"Well, when I saw the rings and knew you were married."
"So, if you knew I was married, why did you continue to hit on me, flirting with me and asking me to join you and your friends?"
I saw the look on his face, he didn't want to say it, but I knew, "You were using me to make your wife jealous, weren't you? You knew your wife's friends would go back to your wife and tell her that you met someone."
"But I like you too," Dave added. "And anyway, what's the story with you and your husband?"
I was on the spot now do I lie or tell the truth? Do I tell Dave my husband is a cuckold bitch that wants to watch me get fucked? Do I tell him that I go home after our Saturday nights at the bar and tell my husband that Dave pounded my pussy with his 8-inch cock? Or do I lie and tell Dave my husband is impotent and told me I could find a lover? I read a few stories like that.
"Well," Dave asked waiting for my story.
I paused for a minute to gather the courage to continue. "No story, I love my husband, he trusts me and lets me go out and enjoy myself after having to take care of our daughters while he is at work."
"I don't believe that story for one minute. But hey, if you don't want to tell me, I won't push you."
"Thank you, Dave." No, this was nothing I wanted to share, it was my and Jerry's game to play alone. Well except for Tina and Jack who also know.
"So, what's next for you and your wife?"
"My family loves my wife, and they all want me to take her back." Dave took a breath, "they told me I would never find anyone like my wife again, and I should just forgive her."
"Dave, she technically didn't cheat on you, and she did talk to you before it went too far."
"Well, not exactly. See Jill over there, Jill is on a very, very, very short leash with her husband. Most times we don't talk to each other."
"Why what happened?" I asked.
"Jill is Trish's cousin, and they work together. Jill knew that her boss was hitting on Trish, and it was getting out of control. Trish and her boss were going to lunch at least three days a week and everyone in the office thought they were having an affair.
Jill says she doesn't know if they were fucking, but she said she never encouraged Trish to go for it, but she also didn't tell Brian or me what was happening."
"Maybe counseling," I suggested.
"You're enough counseling, she understands the mistake she made every Saturday night that I am with you."
"Okay, Dave, tell me about this birthday party, what do you want from me? It already sounds like I'm not going to be welcomed."
"Well, it's next Saturday. I know you are very secretive so I can pick you up here at the bar if you like. Also, my grandma, grandpa, and my grandma's sister don't have any filters. They say whatever they want, and my family just accept that it is what it is."
"Any other surprises waiting for me?"
"Well, I mean my wife might show up."
"So, you want me to help you rub it in everyone's face that you found a girlfriend to replace your wife?"
"Pretty much," Dave said with a smile.
I said my goodbyes, and Dave stayed by my side as always until the Uber driver picked me up. On the drive home, all I could think of was Dave's wife wanting to fuck another man and my husband wanting me to fuck another man.
This whole party thing gave me more ideas to fuck with Jerry, my little cuckold bitch. I'll break him out of this fantasy if it's the last thing I do.
"How was your night with Dave?" Jerry asked as I walked into our bedroom.
I just looked at my husband and shook my head. "I'm sleeping in the guest room tonight," I grabbed a few things and walked down the hall.
I woke up Sunday morning to the twins helping Jerry make pancakes, there was pancake mix everywhere.
"I'm sorry," Jerry said, "I'll clean it up I promise. And then I was attacked by my girls.
"Mommy, Mommy, Mommy."
"Let's let Daddy finish cooking breakfast while you two go watch some cartoons."
I had forgotten that Saturday afternoon I locked Jerry's dick in its cage. Jerry shrunk my nice silk tops. He mixed my tops with colored clothes. Three of my tops are now belly shirts and my white top is now tie-dye.
I made sure the girls were playing out in the backyard when I yelled at Jerry. "I gave you one job; do the laundry and you can't even do that right."
To be honest, it's not Jerry's fault he was born a man and can't grasp the concept of doing the laundry. But he had to learn his lesson.
Playfully, I told Jerry he was in trouble and locked his dick away for the rest of the day and evening. I planned on having a little fun with him last night, but I decided to let him suffer a little longer.
After getting the girls set with their favorite Disney show I went to check in on Jerry. I walked up behind Jerry while he was flipping pancakes and whispered into his ear, "Did you leave the cage on all night?" I bit his earlobe hard.
"Yes," was all Jerry said.
I reached into his boxers and started playing with his balls, "I'm sorry about last night, I was in a mood." We can drop the girls off at my sister's and play for a while or we can wait until tonight."
"Do I have to stay locked up until tonight?" Jerry asked as I waited for his response.
He took too long so I decided for him, "Your dick stays locked in its cage until tonight. Also, we need to go shopping to replace the clothes you ruined." The look on Jerry's face. He hadn't gone out wearing his cage since the incident at the bar.
"Don't worry Jerry, no one but us will know."
After we went shopping for new clothes, most of the day was spent with the girls. Daddy spoiled the girls by getting them ice cream for lunch while I was shopping. I looked at Jerry and just shook my head. He knew he was in trouble, again.
I don't know where Jerry gets all his energy from, but he was running around with the girls and playing in the backyard with them all day. Which was good, they were exhausted and would be in bed early tonight. I had plans for Jerry.
I made spaghetti and meatballs for dinner and those girls we exhausted. I gave them their baths and were in bed by 7:00.
As Jerry and I said good night to the girls and walked out of their bedroom, I unzipped Jerry's shorts and grabbed him by his cage. He followed me like a lost puppy, down the stairs around the corner, down the hall, and into our master bedroom.
"Get undressed Jerry and lay on the bed." I had attached Velcro straps to the bed posts, the same straps Jerry used to lock me to the bedpost when we used to play. That was before Jerry suddenly became submissive.
I strapped Jerry nice and tight and started undressing in front of him. I saw his dick twitching in its cage. I lay next to Jerry running my nails over his chest, squeezing his nipples.
"I went to Dave's house last night. He has a nice house. It's big and has a pool and a jacuzzi. His house sits on the water and has a dock and a big boat. You'd like it." I had his balls in my hand as I played with them.
"Jerry, we need to get a jacuzzi. I sat on the edge of the jacuzzi with my legs spread and it was the right height for Dave to kneel on the jacuzzi seating and lick my pussy. You're good at licking my pussy, but nothing like Dave. You need more practice, Jerry."
I straddled Jerry's face as his magic tongue went to work pleasing me. "Oh Jerry, that feels so good. Stick that tongue in deeper like Dave does." I thought Jerry's dick was going to bust out of its cage.
"Jerry, I need to feel your little dick in my pussy. Do you want to reclaim my pussy or at least try?"
I slid off Jerry's face and started playing with his balls and cage. I started sucking on his metal-caged dick, "Do you like that, Jerry? Can you cum in your cage? You better not cum Jerry!"
With that, I released his dick and it stood tall and firm. "Here's a little treat for you for being so good with the girls." I started sucking Jerry's dick and deepthroating him, so he hit the back of my throat. I heard him moaning and had to slow down.
"You better not cum Jerry." I grabbed him by the base of his dick, tugging his balls down. Relax Jerry, I want to feel your dick in me."
I was sliding up and down on Jerry's dick, "You like that don't you Jerry? Dave loves it when I ride him like this." By the time I was done with Jerry's dick, he was out of breath, and I thought I would have to call for an ambulance.
"Where did that come from?" Jerry asked.
"I just wanted to see if you could stay hard longer than Dave, but you failed. Oh, it was good, and I enjoyed myself, but Dave is bigger, better, and lasts longer."
That was all Jerry needed to hear and his sperm war defense took over. "Please unstrap me, Lisa."
"Why Jerry, do you think you can get hard again?" Jerry was stroking his dick until it was hard, and he made sure to show me how long he could last this time. He was incredible and brought me to orgasm over and over.
We were both exhausted. I licked Jerry's dick clean and then I locked Jerry's dick away for another day.
"Hey," Jerry was surprised, "why are you locking me away again?"
"Dave said I could have sex with you tonight, but that was it for the rest of the week. But don't worry Jerry, I'll let you out Saturday night after the party."
"What party," Jerry asked.
"Dave asked me to go to his grandmother's 90th birthday party with him. He wants me to meet his family."
"What, we never talked about anything like this," Jerry was getting mad, and I was getting happy. I was hoping this would push him over the edge.
"Jerry, if you want to stop, we can stop right now and I'll release you from your prison, but that's it, we go back to the way it used to be.



Jerry, I'll even give you until Wednesday to decide."
I was happy and hoping this would end, but at the same time, it was fun playing this game. The sex with Jerry has been incredible and other than a few mishaps, he has done a decent job doing the laundry.
Jerry complained about the cage every day he went to work. "I had to sit on the toilet to go to the bathroom. After the first few times and realizing that is not that easy to pee out of this thing, I started bringing a wet paper towel into the stall with me to clean my dick and cage after I peed."
I let out a giggle, "Welcome to life as a cuckold husband. This is what you wanted, it's all part of the humiliation, and just remember those videos I showed you; your humiliation could be a lot worse."
The moment of truth had arrived, it was Wednesday evening, and we were lying in bed. I was teasing Jerry, playing with his cage, "Have you decided Jerry? Are you ready to go back to the way it used to be?" 'Please say yes,' I said to myself.
"It's been three days; I can make it until Saturday evening. But you promise to let me out and we'll have sex."
"Yes Jerry, I will release you and I expect you to reclaim my pussy."
The cuckold Game continues.
I'd like to thank Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
Also, I made some changes to the story after Folding's review, so punctuation or spelling errors are on me.
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Chapter 3 - Grandma's 90th Birthday Party
I woke up early that Saturday morning, nervous and a bit anxious too. That afternoon I would be meeting Dave's family and friends at his grandmother's 90th Birthday Party. Not only that, but I would also most likely meet Dave's wife. She wanted to fuck her boss, asked Dave for his approval and Dave left her.
I learned that he was using me to get back at his wife, which was fine with me since I was using Dave as my lover to fulfill my husband's cuckold fantasy.
Speaking about my husband, I still wasn't done fucking with him. This cuckold fantasy of his is a little tougher to break than I thought it would be, but I hadn't given up yet.
First, I thought the fear of a postnuptial agreement that gave me custody of the children and the loss of almost all our money would discourage him from continuing this ridiculous idea of wanting to watch me get fucked by another man. But it didn't.
Second, while he thought this was what he wanted from watching porn and reading some erotic stories, I showed him some videos of what a real cuckold's life "could be like." The videos Jerry had us watching could be found on Disney Plus compared to what I shared with Jerry. But that didn't discourage Jerry either.
Then I took him out in public while his dick was locked away in a cock cage. I danced and flirted with a man right in front of Jerry. The guy knew Jerry was a cuck and treated him as one. His name was Tom, he was a very good-looking guy, cocky and confident. Maybe a little too cocky and confident. He pissed off my brother-in-law Jack when he assumed that Jack was my sister's cuck. Jack sent Tom to the hospital in an ambulance.
Jack is a sweet man, but not a man that you want to anger. He knows that my husband has a cuckold fantasy and that I am trying to teach him a lesson and end his stupidity. So, he is very considerate and non-judgmental toward Jerry. But I also know that when he sent Tom to the hospital, it wasn't only because of what Tom had said to Tina, "Is he a cuck too? I have a few friends that would love to fuck a beautiful woman like you." It was also Jack's way of stepping up for Jerry.
After that incident, Jerry decided that he was okay with me going out and just coming home to tell my stories of the other men I was with. Which was promising, it told me that Jerry wasn't 100% into the whole cuckold lifestyle and maybe I could break him.
And then there was Dave. Dave was big like Jerry but older and handsome, not hot. And he looked like he kept himself in shape too. He was a smooth talker and he won me over. Did I want to drop to my knees and suck his dick? Did I feel my pussy getting wet and need him to throw me over the bar and fuck me? Um, no.
But I did enjoy spending time with Dave, and I will admit that I was a little concerned that things were getting too close between us. Dave eased my concerns a little. I learned that Dave was using me to teach his wife Trish a lesson. She wanted to fuck another man while Dave sat home waiting for her. I was being used to show his wife that he could pick up a girl that would fuck him too.
Jill is married to Brian, who is one of Dave's best friends. Jill is also Trish's cousin. Jill was telling Trish all about me.
I was using Dave too, so can I complain? I told Jerry I met a man named Dave, and he was now my lover. I told Jerry he has an 8" dick, he's dominating, and I love how he pounds my pussy. I figured that's what Jerry wanted to hear me say.
So, there I was early Saturday morning, the day of the party, looking at my husband lying there sound asleep. I pulled back the covers to see his dick locked away in its cage, I had him locked away for the past week. There is a feeling of power and control over a man when you see his dick locked up like that.
Was I enjoying myself with this power and control? You better believe I was. Jerry was more attentive to me, helped around the house, did the laundry, fucked up at doing the laundry, but got better and most of all, Jerry was incredible in bed and was no longer complaining about our sex life being boring. Sex was good before, but now I come first and it's not always about Jerry. Jerry still reads the online erotic stories, but he told me he has stopped watching porn. My threat to cutting him off and locking him in his little dick prison probably influenced his decision.
As I started to say, I was lying there looking at Jerry, he was sound asleep while I was plotting my next move to humiliate Jerry into giving up his cuckold fantasy. I told him Dave said he had to wear the cage for the week until Saturday evening when I get back, and Jerry agreed to it, 'Damn him.'
Next, was my day at the spa to get ready for the party. I would need Jerry to help me get dressed too. But first, it was time to wake Jerry up and play a little before it was time to make breakfast for the girls.
I started by sucking Jerry's balls since they are outside of the cage. I also took my highspeed vibrating bullet and placed it right between his balls and ass and turned that baby up as high as it would go. Jerry's dick was bouncing around, and it wanted out of its cage before Jerry even woke up.
"Oh fuck!" Jerry was awake now lol, "Lisa that feels good, but I need you to stop, I can get hard, and it hurts in the cage," my little bitch whined.
As I haven't a clue about a cock cage, other than what I have read, I don't know if he can or he can't get hard...or which would hurt more, but it was fun to watch him wiggle, whine and complain.
"With pain comes pleasure," I shared with my husband. "So, relax and enjoy it. I feel bad Jerry, I deprived you of sex this whole week."
"But you're just teasing me. I can't cum in this cage.
I read an article about being locked in a cock cage and you can come in a cage.
"7 ways to make your cuck cum in a Chastity like a bitch."
Cumming in a chastity cage is the most frustrating thing ever, but the orgasm is intense.
The chastity cage is about tease and denial. I liked the sound of that.
While this article went on to tell how much enjoyment a cuck gets from Cumming in his cage, Jerry doesn't like being locked up and he whines like a bitch. He only agrees to wear it because he knows I would eventually set him free, and the sex would be spectacular. But not tonight. I had to laugh at myself, knowing what was to cum. Just a little pun.
Cumming in a cock cage they call a sissy orgasm. The article said Cumming in a cock cage is humiliating and submissive but also the best orgasm a guy could ever experience "It's fucking mind-blowing!" Well, Jerry's won't be.
My favorite ways the article discussed to get your cuck to cum were using the bullet and teasing him with a blow job while he's locked in his cage. Fucking his small dick while in its cage and can't get any bigger was an interesting one. If it would drive Jerry crazy, I was willing to give it a try.
Time to fuck with Jerry. "How does that feel Jerry? Tell me how much you love it." Jerry didn't look happy.
"You want me to suck your cage, Jerry? I read that cucks love that."
I played with Jerry's balls as I sucked his cage, I heard him moaning so I knew it was working. I still had the bullet on its highest setting.
"You want to cum for me don't you baby? Just like a good cuck, you want to cum in your cage." I felt his dick struggling to get free, his balls were getting swollen and that was my cue to stop everything.
"Please stop," my bitch was whining, and I was laughing.
Jerry couldn't hold back his orgasm, but the pleasure was gone, his cum just dribbled out. There was no powerful orgasm.
"How did that feel Jerry, did you like it? Well, I guess since you came, there's no reason to take it off tonight now is there."
With that, I left Jerry lying on the bed in disbelief, "And Jerry, make sure you clean up your mess and do the sheets." I walked off to take a shower.
After my shower, I walked into the kitchen, but I wasn't wearing my same around-the-house weekend wear. I heard the laundry going and Jerry was making breakfast for the girls.
Jerry didn't look happy, "where are you off to today," Jerry asked.
"I have an appointment to get my hair and nails done. Dave wants me to get a Brazilian too."
"A Brazilian, I always asked you to do something like that, but you never would."
"I don't know what to tell you; Dave didn't ask me he told me." Leaving Jerry in the kitchen, I went to check on the girls.
The morning with my girls was fun. Putting my hands down Jerry's boxers was fun too. Jerry usually loves it when I tease and play with his balls, but for some reason, he didn't today. Oh well.
"Girls, mommy has to go out for a while, you be good for daddy." I kissed the girls before I left.
The nails, the hair, and shopping for sexy lingerie were fun as always but that Brazilian hurt like hell. Now I know why I never got a Brazilian when Jerry begged me to get one. I'm going back to my Philips Lady Shaver Series 6000. It makes me feel smooth and sexy. The holiday set comes in a cute little pink bag with cream that is so soothing.
Back to my story. I was gone for a few hours and Jerry was out back playing with the girls when I got home. I walked right up to him, gave him a wet kiss and we played with each other's tongues. Cuck or not, Jerry is my husband and I love him.
"Jerry, are you still mad at me for teasing you this morning?"
"Yes, but I guess I have to get over it don't I?"
"Yes, you do Jerry and I like that you are learning to submit to me. Remember, this was your fantasy, not mine." With that, I went to see my girls and play with them a while before I had to get ready for the party.
After my shower, I dressed and called Jerry. Well, I wasn't completely dressed yet.
"Holy shit, you look incredible," my husband commented but also complained, "How come you never wear stockings and a garter belt for me? And where are your panties?"
"Dave told me to dress like this and I am not wearing any panties, Dave wants to be able to lift my skirt so he can fuck me. He likes to push me to my limit, knowing that anyone can be watching us is so exciting."
"What happened to my wife?" Jerry asked, "You felt uncomfortable wearing a bikini at the neighborhood pool."
"Dave just has a power over me. Look, you're getting plenty of benefits for me fucking Dave, and pushing me to explore my sexuality. Are you happy or not? This is what you wanted and I'm enjoying it now too."
"Well, I guess." Oh, I think I have finally struck a chord with Jerry. Jerry is now seeing that he may not have thought this whole cuckold fantasy through.
"Jerry, help me get dressed," I slipped on this sexy form-fitting dress that showed off my boobs and plenty of cleavage. "Jerry put my anklet on for me."
Jerry stood back and took me in, "You look spectacular!"
"Do you think Dave will like my skirt too," I bent forward and pulled my skirt up, "Look, Dave has access to my pussy and ass."
"You let him fuck your ass! I've tried forever for you to let me fuck your ass and you tell me "No it's disgusting, and I would never do that!" Now this guy Dave that you have only known for a what two or three months is fucking you in the ass?"
"Jerry, you need to calm down. I tried over and over and gave you plenty of opportunities to tell me you did not want to continue with this fantasy of yours, but you didn't and now I am enjoying myself and my time with Dave. So don't start complaining now."
Jerry left our bedroom, and I could tell that he was sulking, but not enough yet to give up on his fantasy.
Once I was dressed, I called and waited for my Uber driver to pick me up. Jerry was avoiding me. But he did accept my kiss as the driver honked his horn to let me know he was there.
Now if you're wondering why I agreed to go to Dave's grandmother's 90th birthday party, knowing that his wife will be there and that I am the enemy since Dave's whole family wants him to forgive his wife, it's Jerry's fault. Dave has me reading these crazy stories that are truly unbelievable. Well, I say that but based on the comments from readers I may have to question myself. But to have the opportunity to be part of one of those stories in real life, oh no, I wouldn't miss it for the world.
The cheating wife meets the new girlfriend. The cheating wife fights to save her marriage. The cheating wife was wrong, she thought her husband loved her enough to become her cuckold bitch like my Jerry. Oh no, I was not going to miss this.
As we pulled up to the bar, Dave was waiting for me, wearing black slacks, and a golf shirt that showed off his broad chest and muscular arms, he looked very handsome and hot.
"Lisa," Dave complimented me first, "you look incredible."
"Thank you, Dave, and you look very handsome. Your wife is a fool for taking the chance that she might lose you just so she could have sex with another man."
Dave opened the door to an old Corvette, he let me know it was a 67 Stingray, a convertible too. "I can put the top down or will it mess up your hair?"
"I should be fine if you want to drive with it down."
It was a nice ride, about a forty-five-minute drive or so to the Cherryville Country Club, an exclusive country club. I learned that Dave's grandparents are loaded and pay the membership for Dave's parents, Dave, his siblings, and their families.
The club was well-landscaped and very impressive. There was a cocktail hour on the back deck, off the room where we would be having the party. More people were attending the party than I thought there would be.
Now it was show time.
"Grandma, Grandpa, this is my friend Lisa."
"I thought you were married to that hot blond," Dave's grandfather shared.
"Shut up Lenny," Grandma was a pip, "Dave dumped the cheating bitch for cheating on him."
"Grandma, she didn't cheat on me, we are just trying to work things out."
While they were talking, Grandpa grabbed me by the hand, and we made our way to the bar. "Oh, okay. Um, Dave, I'll find you later."
"Boy! Boy! Over here," That was Grandpa's way of getting the bartender's attention. "Where's the pretty barmaid?"
The bartender just gave an I don't know look, "What can I get you, sir," he asked.
Grandpa responded as you would expect, "The hot barmaid."
Within minutes the hot barmaid was there to take our drink order.
"Hi Grandpa, what can I get for you and your lady friend?"
At first, I thought it was truly Grandpa's granddaughter, but it wasn't. "She's not my real granddaughter, I'm her sugar grandpa," he whispered to me.
We ordered our drinks and Dave was right, Grandpa has no filters.
"So, Lisa I might be old, but my dick still works."
"Okay, Grandpa that's good to know."
And then the bartender confirmed it to be true. "That's right Grandpa, it still works just fine! Just keep taking that little blue pill." They both laughed together, and Grandpa tossed her a fifty.
"I'm not going to use it on you Lis, I'm just sayin is all, it still works, and I popped a little blue pill. Sometimes I can't control it and it just pops up."
I was at a loss for words and was hoping Dave would save me.
"Your dick doesn't get hard anymore you old fuck!"
"Hi! I'm Helen. David's grandmother Edna is my sister, and this is Arthur, my husband."
"Very nice to meet you," I shook both of her hands and Helen noticed that I forgot to take off my rings.
"Married, your secret is safe with me. Hurry and take them off before anyone else notices." Oh, I liked Helen.
"Brenda," she yelled to the bartender, "we need two shots and none of that cheap shit or I'll tell Edna you're taking money from Henry again."
"Henry is a nice guy, but he's, well, not all there."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
"It's okay, we just need to keep an eye on him and keep him out of trouble." Helen whispered to me, "Edna gives him a tick tack and he thinks it's Viagra."
I couldn't resist, "Is it like the placebo effect? Does it work, does he get ...hard?" I'm going to hell for asking.
"Honey, I'm not sure and I don't want to know. It's bad enough I still have to look at Arthur's dried-up old prune."
"Hey, take that back," Arthur heard Helen.
"Oh, Arthur, you know I'm just kidding. That little prune still pleases me."
"That's right it does, and you're gonna beg me a little something tonight too."
Helen said under her breath to me, "A little something is right."
"Lisa," Grandpa smiled, "What's the difference between peanut butter and jam? Only one has nuts."
Arthur laughed and Helen just rolled her eyes.
"I got one, "Arthur shared, "Why did the sperm cross the road?
Because I put on the wrong sock this morning. Get it?" Okay, I even laughed at that one.
"Good one Arthur," it was Helen's turn, "What's the difference between a woman's husband and her boyfriend? 60 minutes. Get it, Arthur?"
Helen and I enjoyed a shot or was it two? "I got one more," Arthur said, "why is there a flower on the front of a woman's panty? It's in memory of all the faces that have been planted there."
Helen took me by the hand, "Let's get away from these two, and don't get offended if they start feeling up your ass later. The two perverts mean no harm."
"Thanks for the warning."
"I know about him and his wife; that's Trish right over there."
I tried not to stare, "She's beautiful." I said to Helen.
"Yup, and she likes to flaunt it too. But this time she took it too far."
"So, what's up with the rings," Helen asked, "are you cheating on your husband too?"
I leaned forward, "We have an agreement."
"Swingers, you like to swap or is it an open marriage?"
What could I say? Fuck it, I was never going to see these people gain. "I'm a dominatrix." I don't think that's too far from the truth; I dominate my husband. I left him home with his dick locked in a cage, I tease him and withhold his pleasure and I make him do the laundry.
"No! Is David into that?"
"Oh, I don't talk about my clients or potential clients."
That's when David approached us, "What are you two talking about?"
Helen just shook her head, "I didn't see that one coming."
"What?" Dave looked at me with a grin.
"Oh, it's nothing, just girl talk," I said to Dave.
"Dave, your wife is beautiful."
"And so, are you," Dave said with a smile, "now what did you say to Helen?"
"I told her I was a dominatrix, and now she thinks you're a client."
Dave just put a smile on his face and shook his head. "You couldn't have said I was your Dom?"
"What fun would that have been? But if you want, I can tell that to the next person who asks how we met."
"Come on, it's time to meet the family." This should be fun.
"Mom and Dad are here, but my daughters couldn't make it, they're away at college."
Before we got to his parents, I was swept away to the dance floor. Let me tell you, to see a bunch of 80 and 90-year-olds doing the Margarita, line dances, and a dance called The Ally Cat, was a sight to see. But I joined right in with them.
Just then I thought about Jerry and how much fun we have together at weddings and dancing to that stupid Chicken Dance.
So, there I was dancing with Grandpa, a slow dance. Grandpa held me tight with both hands palming my ass. He was holding my ass even after the song had ended.
"Hey, give the rest of us a chance Henry. Shit, it's not your birthday." That was Marcus. Marcus is one of Grandpa's oldest friends and he says he has a lot of dirt on Grandpa.
"Henry doesn't know it, but I fucked Edna." Marcus laughed. "Henry has always had a tiny dick." I love old people.
"How come you don't hold my ass like that anymore Henry?" Grandma asked. But it didn't look like she cared, she was more interested in Marcus. Grandma grabbed Marcus by the balls, "They feel like they dropped a little Marcus, I may need to put some life back into them," Grandma said with a smile.



"Because you ain't got an ass like that anymore," Grandpa responded to Grandma.
Grandma gave him one back, "Well you ain't got a dick big enough for that ass to enjoy. So, let it go so it can find David's dick."
"Edna, let Marcus' balls go. He has that fine 85-year-old piece of ass; he doesn't need you."
"Fine!" All three of them were laughing.
Grandma and Grandpa both giggled and kissed each other. And as they walked away, and Grandpa squeezed Grandma's ass.
"They do love each other," Dave said standing next to me.
"They are a fun couple and have no filters just like you said."
Dave and I danced to a few songs. Of course, they played New York New York by Frank Sinatra, and you can't have a party without hearing Sweet Caroline, bum, bum, bum.
Dave left me at the bar while he excused himself to go to the bathroom. "Two shots, make it sweet and smooth." I looked to my right, and it was Jill.
"She's jealous of you, you know?" I knew what she meant.
"Hi Jill, I didn't see you come in."
"You're a surprise to everyone Lisa. Dave didn't tell anyone he was bringing you to the party." He told me he wanted everyone to be surprised, especially his wife Trish.
"That's Dave's sister and brother over there arguing with Dave."
"I'm just here as Dave's guest, Jill; I don't want to cause any trouble,"
"I think it's too late for that. But it's not your fault. Dave is set in his ways. As far as Dave is concerned Trish crossed the line and she is now fighting for forgiveness. You are competition. Trish has never had to compete for a man."
"I can see why, she is beautiful," I said.
"Don't kid yourself, Lisa. You are a fucking knockout and stiff competition for Trish. I don't know your and your husband's story, but your husband is stupid for letting you out of his sight. If I were Bi, you'd be first on my list."
I didn't know what to say to that, "Thanks, I guess."
"Anyway," Jill continued, "Trish is a good person and a great mom. She just got a little caught up with Carl, our boss, and his flirting. You know, making an older woman feel young and desired again."
"How old is Carl," I asked.
Jill thought for a minute, "I think he's 30 or 32, something like that. Trish is like 40ish."
"She looks more like 30ish to me," I said with a grin.
Jill just laughed, "Yeah, she looks good for her age, but she doesn't think so. All she sees is wrinkles on the sides of her eyes. Her boobs look like they've dropped, and her ass isn't as firm as it once was. She's obsessed with her looks.
Now Carl comes along and flirts with Trish, buys her gifts, takes her out to lunch, and makes her feel wanted and sexy; she was under his spell."
"I understand you didn't say anything," I commented, "yes, and now I am fighting for my husband's respect.
I fucked up by not saying anything. I don't know if Dave will ever forgive me. Dave and my husband Brian have been friends since kindergarten. Brian is like part of their family. I am afraid every day and walk on eggshells around Brian. If it weren't for the children we have together, I think Brian would have divorced me."
I looked at Jill and truly felt sorry for her. Brian is a nice guy, and they look so happy together. "I'm sorry Jill."
"I'm sure I'll be okay. I'm gonna be on my knees a lot more than normal that's for sure." We both laughed.
"Do you think Dave will forgive her?" I asked.
"He may have if he hadn't met you. Even if you're not the one, he knows that he can pick up younger women now. I have to go, my husband is staring at me, and I'm not supposed to be talking to you."
"Jill, don't be a stranger next time I see you at the bar." She just smiled and walked away.
Overall, the afternoon was a lot of fun. Sitting down to eat was fun too. It was a buffet and there were name tags at our seats. Mine didn't have my name, it just said,
"Dominatrix."
It was Helen of course. She also gave me the seat right next to Dave and moved Trish to the other side of the table.
We were seated with Helen and Arthur, Dave's parents, sister and brother with their spouses, and Dave's wife. Dave's brother and sister's children were at the cousin's table.
"So how did you two meet," his sister asked.
"Lisa is a dominatrix and David is one of her clients," Helen shared with the table to which the response was a lot of choking and wine being spit out of their mouths.
"Well," Dave continued without missing a beat, "I'm not a client yet, I needed to get whipped into shape after, well, you know, and Lisa took care of that for me."
Trish stood up, threw her napkin on the table, and walked away. Dave's sister got up and followed her. Dave's mother was next, and I saw out of the corner of my eye, Jill doing the same.
"Dave," I whispered, "how long are you going to let her suffer?"
"I'll call her tomorrow and tell her she needs to go to counseling before I more back."
When I was standing at the dessert table, and to my surprise, Trish approached me. "Lisa, can I please talk to you in private," she asked.
I looked at her nervously, "you promise not to try and hurt me?"
"I can't promise but I'll try and refrain from any violence."
"Well, okay but you walk in front of me." I wasn't taking any chances.
We walked out on the back deck, "I want my husband back," was all she said as she stared at me." She had tears in her eyes.
"Does Dave want you back?" I asked.
"We were making good progress until he met you," Trish was pleading and was in tears.
"Why would you cheat on a good man like Dave," I asked.
"It was just sex. I, I thought he, Lov, loved me enough to let me I, I was stupid. Carl told me...I want Dave back!" She couldn't even get a complete sentence out.
I thought about my relationship with Jerry, here I was letting him live out his fantasy because I loved him, he's a great dad and a great provider for our family. But if he cheated on me, I don't know if love would be enough.
"Trish," I looked her straight in the eyes, "did you fuck this guy Carl or anyone else? And don't lie to me!"
"No, never. I would never go behind Dave's back and cheat on him."
I saw Dave watching us and called him over. "Dave, I'm ready to go home."
Trish looked so sad; she couldn't hold herself together. "Alone" I added.
Tisha threw her arms around me and thanked me over and over. "Look at me Trisha, "if you ever fuck up again, I will be back for Dave, and he will be mine. Do you understand me?"
"Yes! I promise never to be so stupid ever again."
"Dave," I said as he approached, "I'd give her another chance Dave. I think she's learned her lesson, but if she fucks up again, just call me."
"Cuz, really 2 women!"
I turned as a man approached us. Not just any man. This man looked like a God. He was big like Dave, with blond hair, blue eyes, and a bright smile that could light up a room.
"Just one," I said, "I'm giving Trish one chance before I take Dave away for good."
"Well, in that case, I'm leaving this geriatric convention if you need a ride."
I walked up to Dave, and kissed him on the cheek, "it's been fun." With that, I took my rings out of my purse and slipped them back onto my fingers."
"I'm Lisa, it's still early yet, where are we going."
"I'd say my place but since you just broke it off with my cousin, I'll give you a few days."
As we were walking to the car, the responding beep to the key fab came from a red Ferrari. Not just any Ferrari, Todd was his name, told me it was the original Ferrari from the 80s TV series Magnum PI. Did I believe him? Sure, why not?
His license plate read PLAYAH. And that he was. We went out for a few drinks, and he was trying his best to get me up into one of the hotel rooms. We were at the Marriott Hotel bar. The hotel has a nice mellow bar, that's where we were, and In a few hours, the adjoining club would turn into a meat market, one of the hottest clubs around. I didn't plan on sticking around for that.
Todd was quickly losing interest in me once he realized he wasn't going to be getting into my pants. He had moved on to two blonds that just entered the bar. The doors to the meat market would be opening soon.
I looked at my phone and it was 9:00 and I found myself once again sitting at a bar alone. I don't know where the time had gone. There were only a few people in the bar, mostly people staying at the hotel, but the adjoining club I'm sure was packed and there would be a long line out front waiting to get in.
As I sat there drinking my water with a slice of lemon, I realized that I was thinking about Dave. 'Fuck, why didn't I tell his wife to fuck off? She hurt Dave and she would probably just do it again.'
"Ready for another water or can I get you a real drink?" the bartender asked.
"I should probably get going," I responded with a smile, but for some reason I didn't. "You know what, I will have a drink."
The bartender smiled back at me, "How about something pink and smooth with just a little tang to it?"
I looked at the bartender, her name tag said Lily, as she smiled at me, "Okay, I'll try it." I'm pretty sure I heard her say "I bet you will."
It was about 2 a.m. when the Uber dropped me off at home. I tried to be quiet as I stumbled into the house. Jerry was lying on the bed soundly sleeping as I turned the light on. I undressed and slipped under the sheets naked. I was very intoxicated.
"Wake up Jerry, I need my cuck's tongue."
Jerry was groggy as he went on to apologize to me for being upset earlier today, or yesterday since it was Sunday morning now. 'What the Fuck! I can't break him.' It was now 2 a.m., I was smashed, and he was apologizing to me.
"Did Dave um you know?"
"Jerry, are you asking me if the night went well and are you hoping there's gonna be a present in the Cracker Jacks box for you?" I slurred my words.
"Oh, my loving cuckold husband, not this time. This time he came in my mouth." I attacked Jerry and started kissing him and sticking my tongue down his throat. I held him tight so he couldn't get away.
He looked disgusted when I finally released his mouth. I debated, should I tell him I was only kidding or let him think he had just shared another man's cum. He did want to be a cuck and be humiliated.
"Don't worry Jerry, I swished enough alcohol in my mouth, there is nothing left. Now get licking like my good little cuck."
We laid down on the bed, 69 positions as we pleasured each other. Well mostly me since Jerry was still in his cage.
Jerry's magic tongue was driving me crazy, and I was fucking with Jerry with my magic bullet.
"Jerry, you're getting much better, you keep this up and you may be better at it than Dave. I just wish your dick were bigger."
I was thinking back to Dave and if I would ever see him again. But at the same time, I was thinking about Lily and the fucked-up night we had together.
"Lisa, you need to take this cage off me, please." I was fumbling to get my necklace off so I could get the key to release Jerry from his cage.
"FUCK!!! Jerry, I dropped the key, help me find it."
Jerry was on his hands and knees searching for that key while I was on the bed laughing. I had the key in my hand. "Come here, Jerry, I have the key."
The cuckold Game continues.
As I lay there drunk off my ass, after having incredible sex with Jerry, I thought back to the afternoon and the whole cuckold game I was playing. This could be a great story to write and publish on the erotic story site we read. "The Cuckold Game" Will Lisa ever break Jerry of his stupid fantasy?
Thank you to everyone who has commented on my Story.
I'd also like to thank Folding for editing my stories and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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Just a quick recap
My husband Jerry convinced me to treat him like a cuckold bitch, which was his fantasy. I went along with it, but I was trying to break him of his fantasy. It's been a little tougher to break than I thought it would be, but I haven't given up yet.
First, I thought the fear of a postnuptial agreement that gave me custody of the children and the loss of almost all our money would discourage him from continuing this ridiculous fantasy.
Second, while he thought this was what he wanted from watching porn and reading some erotic stories, I showed him some videos of what a real cuckold's life could be like. But that didn't discourage Jerry either.
Then I took him out in public while his dick was locked away in a cock cage. I danced and flirted with a man right in front of Jerry. The guy knew Jerry was a cuck and treated him as one. His name was Tom, he was a very good-looking guy, cocky and confident. Maybe a little too cocky and confident. He pissed off my brother-in-law Jack when he assumed that Jack was my sister's cuck. Jack sent Tom to the hospital in an ambulance.
After that incident, Jerry decided that he was okay with me going out and just coming home to tell my stories of the other men I was with. Which was promising, it told me that Jerry wasn't 100% into the whole cuckold lifestyle and I could break him.
And then there was Dave. Dave was a handsome smooth talker and he won me over. Did I want to drop to my knees and suck his dick? Did I feel my pussy getting wet and need him to throw me over the bar and fuck me? Um, no.
I did enjoy spending time with Dave, and I will admit that I was a little concerned that things were getting too close between us. Dave eased my concerns a little. I learned that Dave was using me to teach his wife Trish a lesson. She wanted to fuck another man while Dave sat home waiting for her. I was being used to show his wife that he could pick up a girl that would fuck him too.
I told Jerry I met a man named Dave, and he was now my lover. I told Jerry he has an 8" dick, he's dominating, and I love how he pounds my pussy. I figured that's what Jerry wanted to hear me say.
Dave asked me to go to his grandmother's 90th birthday party so he could rub it in his wife's face. I had a wonderful time and met some funny old people too. But I eventually told Dave to give his wife Trish one more chance. Since it was still early and my husband would be expecting a story when I got home, I left with Dave's cousin Todd. We stopped off at the Marriot Hotel bar for a few drinks. Todd's license plate read PLAYAH, and he was. He was trying his best to get me up into one of the hotel rooms.
The hotel has a nice mellow bar, that's where we were, but soon the adjoining club would turn into a meat market, one of the hottest clubs around. I didn't plan on sticking around for that.
Todd was quickly losing interest in me once he realized he wasn't going to be getting into my pants.
Then I met Lily, the bartender, "How about something pink and smooth with just a little tang to it?" That was the drink she had offered me. I'm pretty sure I heard her say "I bet you will."
When I accepted a drink.
While I was out, Jerry was home taking care of our twins. Jerry was also locked away in his dick prison waiting for me to get home to tell him about Dave and me fucking while I jerk him off or let him reclaim me. I like it when Jerry reclaims me, it's the best sex of my life. And Saturday night when I returned home was incredible, from what I remember that is.
Chapter 4 - The Day After
I woke up Sunday morning and I thought I was in church the way my head was ringing. Feeling like shit could not describe how I really felt. Spread out on my bed like Patrick the Starfish from Sponge Bob, my girl's favorite cartoon, in a pool of drool.
Jerry will be changing these sheets tonight and where is Jerry I wondered, not knowing what time it was or where he could have fit on the bed with me sprawled out like I was.
As I lay there, aware that the sun was shining through the window, I could barely open my eyes as my fingers made their way around my nightstand attempting to find my phone. To no avail, but they did find a piece of paper.
I struggled to focus as I read my husband's note to me.
I took the girls to your sister's house for their cousin's birthday party. I will tell the family that you weren't feeling well.
Well, that was very impersonal. No "Feel Better" or "Love Jerry."
Fuck, what time is it anyway? That party was supposed to start at one o'clock.
I tried to sit up, but my head was ringing like I had a bad case of tinnitus. I felt nauseous and my body was trying to tell me not to get up. But I didn't listen. I needed a shower; I attempted to stand but my legs weren't paying attention, and I just fell to the ground.
I lay there for a few minutes before I was able to sit up and there on my nightstand were three Extra Strength Excedrin with Caffeine and a glass of ice water. Also, next to the water was a glass of my favorite hangover remedy. Sitting in a mixing bowl filled with ice was a glass of Nestle's strawberry milk.
I love my husband so much.
I went for the strawberry milk first and gulped down half the glass. Oh Fuck, Fuck...Brain Freeze!
I took the three Excedrin and water next. I tried once more to stand. Fuck it, I just crawled on all fours to the bathroom. How embarrassing, a grown adult woman crawls around on the ground like a child.
I managed to make my way to the bathroom and pull myself up to the sink. Feeling like shit was nothing compared to how I looked. And where did the hickeys around my tits come from? I hoped they were from Jerry, but I had a feeling they weren't.
I stood under the shower for what seemed like hours as I tried to piece together what the fuck happened to me last night.
I met Dave's family and a bunch of amusing old people. I learned a few old dances and jokes too.
I broke up with my fake lover, Dave, and threatened his cheating wife " If you ever fuck up again, I will be back for Dave, and he will be mine. Do you understand me?"
I went to the Marriott Bar with Todd, Dave's cousin, as he tried his best to get into my panties. Which I was not wearing. I had told Jerry that Dave didn't want me to wear panties. Dave wanted easy access to my pussy and ass.
I met an attractive bartender at the Marriott. What was her name?
Lily! Fuck Lily! And then it all came back to me. NO, NO, NO, NO, NO!
I told Lily about Jerry, "Your husband wants you to fuck other men and he wants to watch and you're being miss goodie, goodie while playing a cuckold game with him? You should be out getting fucked every night."
Lily got me drunk and the guys from the bachelor party that we met got us both high. I hadn't smoked pot since I was in college and this pot wasn't like anything I remembered.
Oh fuck, Lily told all the guys that my husband was a cuck and that I had just broken up with my bull. Shit, shit, shit where's my phone?
I tripped out of the bathtub and pulled down the shower curtain and rod as I went down. Tuck and roll! Where that came from, I have no idea, but I did it and I'm sure there will be a bruise on my ass now.
Struggling to unwrap myself from the shower curtain and regain my balance, I looked into the full-size mirror, yup, that's gonna leave a bruise as I turned to look at my ass.
Phone, where's my phone? Here I was running around my house naked looking for my damn phone. Any neighbors out for a walk could see me in all my glory.
I finally found it charging on the kitchen counter. I suspect that Jerry must have placed it on the charger for me.
As I feared, Lily sent a text to me and Jerry with attachments.
Hi Lisa and Cuckold Bitch Boy,
Lisa, I had a blast with you last night. Cuck boy, I can't believe you would want to share your beautiful wife with another man or other men, after last night. But to each their own.
I attached the videos of the guys we interviewed last night to be your wife's new lover. And Lisa don't say no to a woman lover before you try one, "ME."
Can't wait to see you in two weeks.
Love Lily.
It was all the bachelor party guys Lily and I met last night. There were pictures of me and Lily in their suite drinking and smoking pot. I was sitting on different guys' laps. Fuck I was wearing nothing but my Garde belt and stocking.
I had no idea who was taking the pictures and videos because I was in most of them with a naked Lily. Damn, she looks even better than I remember. Perky little tits too. There were Videos of me and Lily dancing together and.... I was making out with Lily as she was playing with my ass and sucking on my tits.
One video was of a guy begging me for a blow job since I lost the bet. Not sure what bet he was referring to.
One guy said that he would shower me with gifts and vacations if he were my lover. "But don't tell my wife," he said.
There were pictures and videos of me dancing with guys as they were grinding, their crotch into my naked pussy.
There were various pictures of guys giving me their names and numbers. But one guy stood out among the rest. He sent a text to me and Jerry, his name was Hein.
He was a big Swedish guy or German or something like that. He had blond hair and blue eyes. And when I say big, I don't mean just his height and muscles. Hein sent a dick pic along with his text. HOLY FUCK!
"Did your husband enjoy the marks a left on your tits? Next time I'm going to do more than just mark my territory. Next time my cock will claim you. Your husband is welcome to watch me fuck your pussy and ass if he wants."
There is no way that monster is going anywhere near my ass. Hein should be doing porn. God damn he is big.
I sat there looking at the rest of the pictures and videos. I was naked in most of them and so was Lily. In a few, Lily and I were naked together on a bed. I did notice that there were no pictures of us with any of the guys on the bed, thank God.
Lost in thought, I just sat at the kitchen table naked. I needed a drink or a shot, but I still felt like shit, so I made my way back to my bedroom to finish my strawberry milk instead.
I fell onto my bed and felt like crying, I'M A SLUT NOW!!!! I yelled out loud. Jerry's gonna divorce me. He wanted to watch me have sex with another man, I'm sure he wasn't expecting what I did last night.
It was seven o'clock when Jerry returned home with the girls. I planned to say nothing.
"Still not feeling well?" Jerry asked me.
I had finally dressed and made my way back down to the kitchen. Now I was sitting at the table drinking a cup of tea and eating saltines. "Better but my stomach still doesn't feel right."
I did my best to listen to my girls and their story. I was sad that I missed the party and seeing my family.
"Your sister asked about Dave's grandmother's party and if you had fun." Jerry didn't look happy that I had told Tina.
"I tell Tina everything. I told you I would when this all started."
"The girls need a bath," was all Jerry said.
"We want Mommy to give us a bath." The girls were so excited.
"Okay, but it's late so no shower toys." So much for being excited any longer.
Of course, I gave in, and they had a bubble bath and played with their toys in the tub. I was so wet at the end of bathtime, you would have thought I was in the tub with them.
It was eight-thirty when we finally got them to bed.
"We need to talk," Jerry said to me.
I was a little nervous, but this was a good thing. Maybe Jerry had had enough of his stupid fantasy after seeing all the pictures and watching the videos of me parading around naked for a bunch of men. Could we go back to a normal life now?
"Okay Jerry," I said sternly, "let's talk."
Jerry just stood there deep in thought. "Fuck Jerry just spit it out." I must have startled him.
"Lisa, um."
"Jerry, go change the sheets!" I figured I would piss him off even more.
Jerry changed the sheets, made the bed, and put the dirty ones into the wash. When he returned, I was in bed waiting for him.
"I was a little shocked when I first saw the pictures and videos," Jerry said, "and I must admit, I never thought you would do something like that. All those men and with a woman too. But I found myself watching the videos over and over."
Jerry got undressed and he was wearing his dick cage. "Jerry, did I lock you up last night."
"Yes, you told me that you met someone new, and things were going to change around here. After you fucked me like never before and drain every last drop of my love juice out of me, you made me wear the cock cage again."
Fuck, I didn't remember any of this.
"Lisa, it's not what I had expected when we started living out my fantasy," I was hopeful that this would all finally end.
"But I was so excited last night when you told me you were taking a woman as a lover and looking at the videos again this morning was more than I could take. I'm sorry Lisa, I took my cage off and jerked off. But I put it back on."
I just lay there on the bed looking at Jerry. Fuck me! I'm never going to break him of this fantasy. Well, I guess it's time to step it up a notch.
"Jerry, you are pathetic. Two weeks Jerry. I'm locking that dick of yours away in its prison for two weeks this time. And I am going to order a new one that can only be opened with a key. Now get down between my legs my pussy is still sore from last night. It needs some tender love and care." I said with a smile.
"Oh, fuck yes, deeper Jerry Deeper."
Jerry brought me to orgasm over and over as I ground... my pussy on his face, "Hey Jerry, at least you don't have to worry about finding a surprise in my Cracker Jack box any longer." We both laughed at that.
"I'm sorry things didn't work out for you and Dave."
"That's okay Jerry, I still have you, my little cuckold bitch." I said with a smile.
Jerry dozed off while I just thought about what I was going to do next. Now, to keep my marriage together and my husband happy, I must act like I'm bisexual.
The things we do for the ones we love.
Monday afternoon I received a call from Lily.
"Hey, Lisa it's Lily."
"Um. Hi."
"So how did it go with Jerry? Was he pissed and did he give up on the hold cuckold fantasy?"
"Wait what," I was now confused.
"All the pictures and videos. Did you tell him you had a gang bang last night?"
"I'm not sure what I told him. But he was excited to find out that my new lover was going to be a woman."
"A woman! Lisa you were supposed to tell him that he had turned you into a slut and you fucked eight guys last night. You were supposed to tell him either he stopped this whole cuckold fantasy, or you were going to divorce him."
"Lily, I'm at a loss here. I must have been pretty drunk Saturday night. You may need to fill in a couple of pieces for me."
"Well, you explained the whole cuckold fantasy and that it was a game you were playing while you tried to break your husband of his fantasy. Then we met the guys that were out at a bachelor party. They did get us high, but they were nice guys too, and agreed to play along with us. They also enjoyed seeing us naked.
Also, by the time we went up to their suite with the other girls, my husband Hein was there to protect us. I get off at 10:00 on Saturdays and Hein always meets me at the bar."
"Hein as in the guy who left hickeys on my tits and is going to fuck my pussy and ass is your husband?"
Lily laughed. "Yes, but I gave you the hickeys and took a picture of Hein's dick. I then sent the text to you and your husband from his phone."
"And you and me on the bed together kissing... what else did we do?"
"Well, there was no way to fake what we did on the bed together. I cut the video short so your husband wouldn't see us giving hickeys to each other. You wanted to do it and I was just as drunk and high as you were. Oh, I also have the money the guys gave us for putting on a little show for them."
"What did we do," I asked.
"Just what you saw in the pictures and videos. We kissed and when we were on the bed together, there was more kissing, and we gave each other hickeys."
"So now I am bisexual?" I said as I shook my head to no one but myself.
"No, I am bisexual not you. That's why I went along with your idea. You were a drunken and a stoned mess, and Lisa...," I was waiting to see what she was going to say next, "I think you're enjoying being a hotwife while you toy with your husband."
Could she be right?
"The guys were enjoying the time you spent flirting and dancing with them. They were disappointed that they didn't at least get a handjob from you."
"You said we went to their room with other girls," I questioned.
"The hookers. Those girls gave more than handjobs to the guys and we were cheering them on too. My husband had to hold me back from attacking a few of those girls."
I was a little confused and needed to find out more. "So, what kind of an arrangement do you and your husband have?"
"Sometimes we share, um a girl. Not often, but at least once a month, maybe less. We like to find a girl to play with us."
"Well, as far as my husband is concerned," I said with a smile and ideas already coming to mind, "I guess I'm your new play toy. I should tell my husband I have two lovers now."
"A unicorn! Yes, I love it. And if you decide to play for real, Hein and I would love to share you."
Now I was scared and didn't know for sure if I would be returning to the Marriott.
The cuckold Game continues.
Thank you to everyone who has commented on my Story. I was away visiting my parents and then away on business, so sorry for the delay in submitting this chapter.
Anyway,
I plan on incorporating reader comments into my story, so keep them coming.
Also, for those of you who have been reading from the beginning, The story was originally to be only six months with Lisa telling her story. But based on the comments and requests to keep the story going, I have decided that six months may not work. So please disregard the original timeline.
As always, I'd also like to thank Folding for editing my stories and adding his comments.
I tend to make edits to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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I was sitting on my back deck when I heard my daughter Tina approach me.
"Hi, Dad."
"Hey kid, I didn't know you were stopping by."
"I just thought I would stop by and see how you were doing."
"Did your mother tell you to check in on me?"
"Yeah, Mom said you weren't too happy that she was spending the weekend with Brian after the awards ceremony."
"You know what Tina; 'I just don't give a fuck any longer.'
"Dad don't be like that. You have to look at it from Mom's perspective too. She's always there for you, and she takes care of your needs." I looked at Tina just waiting for her to say it.
"You know what I mean Dad, sexual needs."
"What did your mother tell you!"
"Calm down Dad, Mom and I talk. Please don't be angry, just think of Mom. She is only 45, and she has needs too."
"So just because I have to suffer it doesn't mean that she should?"
"Dad, she was there for you for a year and a half. Do you know how many men hit on Mom and she stayed by your side? And Dad, you agreed to this, and it made Mom so happy."
"I never agreed to shit. I told your mother our life would never be the same again, but I also couldn't stop her. She had her mind set before she approached me."
"Dad, it's only sex."
"That's why she's off at an awards ceremony for the whole weekend, with the arrogant prick."
"Dad!" my daughter gasped like I had insulted the Pope, "Brian is a kind man and treats Mom with respect. I know you are angry, but... Just remember that Mom only loves you."
"Keep telling yourself that Tina, keep telling yourself that.
If it were only sex, why the whole weekend? How much sex does your mother need?"
"Mom and Brian are friends, friends with benefits I guess you could say. Brain asked if Mom would go with him to the ceremony. It's innocent; Brian just needed a date."
"Yes, a date. A date to fuck the whole weekend!" I let that hang there but Tina was not phased.
"Dad, I've never heard you talk like that before. You need to stop and just relax and remember that Mom only loves you. Brian is nothing more than sex."
"I've taken the back seat to your mother's fuck buddy Brian. He calls and she's out on the deck talking and laughing. She tries to tell me it's not Brian, but I know."
Just a little background for you.
My wife Lisa and I have been married for 22 years. Our daughter is in college. It's under two hours away, so not too far for her to come for a weekend visit and give her laundry to her mother to do for her.
Lisa used to work for Brian. She no longer works thanks to me, I guess you could say. I was an electrician in the union, but I no longer work either.
About two years ago I was in a bad accident while driving to a job site. I was driving the company van when a delivery truck T-Boned me. I was in the hospital/rehabilitation for two months. I had nerve damage, spinal cord "complications," that's what they call it, and vertebrae in my neck had to be fused.
Two years later I am still in pain, I have trouble walking and at times I need a cane. I'm on all kinds of pills, oxycodone is about the only one I can pronounce. My life sucks.
As a result of my accident, nerve damage, and spinal cord complications, I am almost impotent. I can't get hard, well, maybe an inch and I do feel pleasure. Can I cum? Not enough to make a difference one way or another.
As you may have guessed, intercourse with my wife is nonexistent. I go down on my wife and use various toys to bring her to orgasm. As for me, Lisa tries her best to bring me to orgasm orally. As I said, I feel it, but it's not the same or even worth the effort.
Well, about six months ago my wife approached me with the idea that she wanted to take a lover. Not exactly a lover, she called it a friend with benefits. "It would only be sex," she told me.
And who was the man that would enjoy my wife? Her boss, Brian. Well, old boss. Because of my accident and lawsuit, I am now rich as fuck. I can't work any longer because of my injuries and Lisa, well, Lisa just quit.
Brian had been flirting with and hitting on Lisa for years. "Oh Tom, I just love it when you're jealous." Or "Tom, it's just a little flirting, nothing more." That's what Lisa would say to me.
Every one of Lisa's office parties was the same. Brian is by Lisa's side the minute he sees her, and it's as if I were not even there. He would take Lisa's hand and lead her to the dance floor at the Christmas parties. He would be all over her at the summer barbeque, pool parties, and the happy hours or whatever other get-together her office had.
"Tom, Brian is my boss. Please don't start any trouble for me." That's what I would get any time I got pissed.
I was happy when Lisa quit her job and I was finally rid of that prick. But I was wrong; somehow, he weaseled his way back into our lives. Brian is a good-looking guy in his mid to late 30s and divorced. His wife probably divorced him once she realized he was an arrogant prick too.
Lisa only sees Brian the nice guy. I guess that's what my daughter sees too. They don't see the prick that talks down to everyone who doesn't have his kind of money. I have his kind of money now, but he would eventually let me know every chance he had that he must please my wife because I can't.
Lisa doesn't believe me when I tell her the backhanded comments he makes.
So, after much arguing and walking on glass around the house, Lisa made her decision, even though I think she was already fucking him. At first, it was discreet. Discreet to the point that I didn't even know she was with him. "I'm going shopping Tom" or "I'm going out with the girls tonight." She would come home with shopping bags, or her friends would comment on the fun they had out together. But deep down I knew where she was with him and that her friends were just covering for her. Yes, I followed her on more than one occasion.
Did Brian have a big dick? No bigger than mine once was.
Did Lisa let Brian do to her what I never did? Yes, she did. I had no interest in anal sex, but it looks like my wife loves it. She's also kinky, which I never knew. She enjoys being cuffed to the bed and treated like a sex slave. Who knew?
One day, Lisa was getting dressed for an evening out with Brian. "Tom, Brian has tickets to a play. I want to see the play. It's nothing more than that."
That was the last straw for me. "You know what Lisa, do whatever the fuck you want. I'm done." She went out that night and I moved my clothes into the spare room and our marriage went downhill from there. We talked and acted like a couple around others, but our life together was far from happy.
"Why do you have to be like this? Please move back into the room with me." Lisa would beg.
I couldn't do it. Was it my ego? Was it knowing that I couldn't please my wife so someone else was doing it for me? Was it how happy I saw Lisa when she returned from being with Brian?
It was all the above.
So here I was getting pissed off at my daughter. "Tina, I think it's time for you to leave."
"Really Dad. I'm here because Mom is concerned for you, and this is how you are going to act. Fine, we are all tired of your self-pity anyway." And she left.
She left and I decided to do the same. It was Saturday and the banks were open, so I visited mine. I took three-quarters of our checking, and savings and transferred it into a new account in another bank. I also went online and updated the bank account for the monthly benefit payments I was receiving. I had control of a lot of other funds, some retirements that couldn't be touched and others that were in the market or CDs. My portfolio also included lucrative real estate properties. Lisa was just a beneficiary, so I left those alone.
If I didn't file for divorce, there would be no reason for Lisa to go after half of my holdings.
I left Lisa with enough money for her to live comfortably. Next, I packed a few bags with clothes, toiletries, my computer, and any other stuff I would need to start a new life. I thought about leaving my wedding band and a fuck you letter but decided to just leave and say nothing.
Well, my daughter must have talked to Lisa because she called and sent me texts to which I would not respond. I was in my truck to destinations unknown.
I made my way from New York to North Carolina, where I stayed for a few weeks. I rented a place on Emerald Isle, a beach town with rental properties on the water.
But I finally ended up settling down in Clearwater Florida. I found a place on the water with an option to buy. I was miserable and most times I found myself eating fast food and sitting at a bar most afternoons and evenings. I also spent time at a strip club. I got to know the girls, and I helped a few of them with financial problems.
The girls at the strip club were my new friends and they offered to take care of me, you know what I mean, but that just depressed me even more.
I kept on getting calls and texts from my wife and daughter, but they finally ended. Brian probably convinced Lisa that I wasn't worth the effort. I kept in touch with my parents and my sister who lived in New York. They knew I was living in Florida but not where in the state.
The girls at the strip club became my family. There was Laurie, the oldest and in her 30s or so, with a smoking hot body. And Kelly was the youngest at 22. At times I felt like a dirty old man watching Kelly strip. What she did in the VIP rooms, I never asked.
Laurie ran the place. She worked the bar, topless, and would occasionally dance and take a regular into the VIP room. She was also a mom to all the girls. If a guy was drunk or getting out of control, Laurie was the first to call the bouncers over. I caught her a few times making sure the girls had condoms if they were taking guys into the VIP rooms.
One day I had to ask, "Laurie, do they..." I didn't have to finish my sentence.
"Tom," Laurie looked at me, "these girls do what they need to do to survive."
From that day on, I made sure that I was a big tipper. To my surprise, the girls would not take my money unless I went into the VIP room with them. Sometimes I would strip for them. Well not completely of course. The only one that I ever let near my little dick was Laurie.
"Tom, I've been a stripper for a long time and doing what I need to survive. I've seen big dicks and little dicks. Believe it or not, some guys are born with a tiny dick, and they just accept it and I treat them no different than a guy with a big dick."
"But which would you prefer?" I asked.
"I would prefer the man that was kind, caring, loving, and funny." I just smiled because she had described me.
"Tom, all the girls here get tested regularly for transmitted diseases, and as the saying goes, No glove no love." Even if a guy wants a blowjob, there will be a condom on his dick. Most guys don't like that."
"Well, I don't think a condom would fit on my dick."
Laurie looked at me with a smile, "And I would never ask you to wear one."
It had been four months since I left my wife and daughter behind. I went to CVS to get my laundry list of prescriptions refilled. I was told that I needed the doctor to send in a new script.
It was time for my doctor's visit, but I had no interest in driving back to New York, so I found a doctor close to where I was now living. Victoria, some last name that I could not pronounce. I explained to her secretary that I needed to see the doctor, all about my accident, my medications, and that I needed refills. She felt bad for me and squeezed me in for an appointment.
I also gave her the name of my doctor in New York and DocuSigned some forms to transfer my files.
So, there I was in the waiting room, "Mr. Myer, the doctor will see you now."
I was stiff to get up after sitting there for so long. "Right this way," she said.
"Thank you," I responded.
"I'll be right with you, please have a seat," the doctor said as I entered her office. She was standing by the filing cabinet and looked good from behind. She had nice legs and a nice ass too.
"Hello, Mr. Myer."
She introduced herself and thanked god she said "But you can just call me Victoria or Doc. I know my last name is hard to pronounce."
Victoria had my files but still had a bunch of questions for me. Her biggest concern was all the medication I was on.
"Mr. Myer."
"Please, call me Tom."
"Tom, when was the last time your doctor went over your medications with you?"
"I've been taking those same pills since the surgery."
"Some of these pills should not have been taken long-term." She went on to ask me about my health and how I felt. She hooked me up to a bunch of monitors and had her nurse take blood and I gave her a urine sample. I didn't tell her about my little dick problem. I was too embarrassed.
"Tom, I want to wait for your test results to come back before I put you on any medication. Now before you say anything, let me finish. You have been taking Oxycodone for over two years for the pain."
"But only when needed. I don't take it every day."
"Tom, you shouldn't be taking it at all. You should be taking Aleve if you have pain."
"Really, Aleve? Do you know how much pain I'm in in the morning and how stiff I am?"
"Do you understand the long-term effects of some of the bills you are taking?" she looked at me like I was the doctor and had the answers for her. "High blood pressure, kidney and liver problems, weight gain, mode swings..." she went on and on. She made it sound like I was lucky to be alive.
"Are you calling me fat?" I said with a smile.
"Tom, this is not a joke." She looked serious.
She prescribed a painkiller that was stronger than Aleve, but not addicting like Oxycodone.
"And Tom, I would never call a patient fat, but you are overweight." She handed me a meal plan.
I was going to mention that I didn't see McDonald's on the list of acceptable foods, but Victoria wasn't into my humor. "Is alcohol a no-no?"
"For now, no alcohol, and I want you to go this gym," she handed me a card, "I will call Mia and she will put you on a workout schedule to get you back in shape. A strong core can help to relieve back pain."
I spent the rest of the day shopping. I bought my new workout wardrobe and healthy food. Besides no McDonald's on the healthy food list, there was no meat on the list at all. On the list were fish, chicken, fruits, vegetables, a bunch of healthy legumes, kale (not gonna happen), and some other crap that I knew I wouldn't like.
I could drink coffee or tea in moderation but with no milk or sugar. For a healthy snack, carrots were recommended.
This diet was going to suck, but I was determined to stick with it.
My dick may not work, but I still liked looking at my naked friends at the strip club, so I decided to take better care of myself and not look disgusting to them.
The girls were going to help me too. They were all going over the list of healthy foods I could eat. "Kale, I love Kale," Kelly said with a smile. "You can season it and cook it in the oven; you'll love it, you'll see."
"Tom," Laurie joined in, "Kale, leafy greens, nuts, fruit, and fish, which are on your list, are all good healthy foods for a strong erection." She looked at me with a smile.
"I googled the health benefits of the foods. See, I'm a smart stripper."
"You're a hot as fuck stripper," I said with a smile.
Well, I ate Kelly's Kale and it tasted nasty, but I never complained.
I met Mia my new trainer and she kicked my ass. She was a fucking dominatrix with a hatred for the male species. If I didn't listen to her, I had a feeling she'd bring out a bullwhip and teach me to obey.
I was never late for an appointment with her and over the course of just three months, she had my ass in shape. And I mean it, I had an ass again. I felt good and the fat turned to muscle. I didn't look like some 20 or 30-year-old bodybuilder or anything, but I was better than a Dadbod. I still needed a cane at times, but with the weight loss, my back pain wasn't as bad.
Victoria had my meds all figured out and I was sticking to my diet. The girls made sure of that. By now I owned the beach house, and the girls were always over. Most times they were topless in the pool or jacuzzi. I was even starting to like Kale. No, no I never started to like Kale, I just told Kelly that I did.
Laurie would stay over a few nights a week which turned into every night, and you may have guessed, my dick one day started to work again.
"OH, FUCK ME!" That was Laurie's way of telling me she was happy that my dick was working too.
As I said, I kept in touch with my family, but not my wife and daughter. It had been just over six months since I left New York when I got an invitation to my niece Cathy's wedding.
"So, are you excited to get back to New York and see your family? Maybe rub it in your wife's face how good you look?" Laurie asked.
"I don't know, what do you think we should do since you're coming with me?"
Laurie looked at me and shook her head, "I'm not going, Tom."
"Why not?"
"Tom, I'm a stripper and I fuck in a VIP room for money. What do I say when your family and friends start asking how we met?"
"Well, first of all, you don't work at a strip club, you own a strip club." Laurie looked confused as I handed her a stack of paper she needed to sign.
"Tom, what's going on?"
"I had a few dollars lying around and the club looked like a sound investment. You practically run the place already, so now you own 80% of it. We're partners."
As you can imagine, Laurie was confused, happy, kissing me all over, sucking my dick, fucking me and it all ended with, "Fine, I'll go to the wedding with you."
I didn't just buy the business; I bought the building, the connecting abandoned restaurant, and the motel that was also on the lot. I got it for a steal. My brother-in-law works for a law firm, which offers all kinds of services for businesses. He and his firm took care of the purchase for me.
"Lenny," I said, "I don't want anyone to know where I am or what I do with my money and my life." He agreed but told me eventually he would have to tell my sister. He was not going to keep secrets from my sister, his wife.
So here I was, a 50-year-old man, in the best shape of my life, introducing my hot as fuck 30 some-odd-year-old business partner to my family and friends.
I took my mom, dad, sister Chrissy, and her husband Lenny out to dinner a few days before the wedding to catch up with them. They were happy to see me and couldn't believe how good I looked. They knew the pain I was in and how hard it was for me to get around.
"No more McDonald's for me and unfortunately, I also had to give up alcohol," I told them.
"The doctor said you could have one or two," Laurie added.
My family took to Laurie right from the start, but my mom and sister did corner me and wanted to know what my plans were. "Tom, as fucked up as it is," my sister said, "you're still married to Lisa, and believe it or not, she does love you and misses you."
"Really, and who is she coming to the wedding with?" they were both quiet, "that's what I thought."
Laurie and I hung back at the church and entered after everyone was seated. I had no interest in seeing my wife and daughter at the church. This was Cathy's day, and I just had a feeling that seeing me with Laurie would cause a stir.
We also cut to the front of the line and gave congratulations before we drove off to the reception hall.
"Are you ready for this Tom," Laurie asked as she kissed me on the cheek, "I want you to play nice, but if you feel that you need to kick the shit out of that prick Brian, then give him hell."
I think over time, being with Laurie and the girls, I realized that I was too hard on myself and Lisa. Maybe it was just sex, and my ego couldn't see that. Look at me now; I am part owner in a strip club where the girls take guys into a VIP room to fuck for money. And now that my dick works again, Laurie shares me with the girls. Oh, did I forget to tell you that? Look, I had over two years of a sexless life, I needed to make up for lost time.



Laurie's openness is what got me thinking about the adjoining building and motel. Lenny says he can structure the financing for my renovation and my business plan looks sound and profitable. I plan on having a strip club, swingers bar, and connected motel, which already has a large pool in the back and plenty of room for an outdoor bar and other activities if you know where I am going with my idea.
So back to the wedding reception. Laurie and I were seated at the same table as my wife, daughter, and my daughter's boyfriend whom I had yet to meet, I didn't think he was the one for Tina. And then there was Brian.
I approached the table where the others were already seated. Wine came flying out of their mouths as jaws dropped. "Hello everyone, it's nice to see all of you," I said with a smile.
There was still a little choking before my wife and daughter got a few words out. My daughter got up and rushed to my side to hug me.
"Daddy, I have missed you and I'm sorry for anything that I said to drive you away from us. I should have been more sensitive, and I should never have said anything mean and hurtful to you. Please forgive me."
"Honey, it wasn't just your words, I needed to get away for a while."
With that, I introduced Laurie, "This is Laurie," I thought they were waiting for more, and to my surprise, Laurie used the same words my wife and daughter used on me. "We are friends with benefits."
I got stares from everyone at the table, and Laurie continued. "I want to thank you, Lisa, sticking to a strict diet, exercising, and getting rid of all those harmful medications was all that was needed to correct Tom's 'little problem,' Laurie said with a giggle.
"Tom, I'm going to the bar and get a drink. Are you going to have a beer or just seltzer?"
"Just seltzer, thank you."
Laurie whispered in my ear, "Play nice, she is still your wife," As she walked away.
"So, still together I see." Looking at Lisa and Brian. Brian, would you mind if I danced with my wife?" My wife looked pissed for some reason that I couldn't understand.
She attacked me as we made our way across the dance floor and out onto the back deck. "What the fuck Tom! You just leave us without saying a word, and when you finally return it's with a girl half your age and she informs us that your dick works again."
"First of all, Laurie is not half my age."
"Whatever Tom, what the fuck is going on? Are you back or are you going to run off again?"
"I see you are still with Brian."
"Tina and I tried over and over calling and texting you. Your family would tell us where you were."
"And you're still with Brian. That arrogant fuck is part of the reason I left. Him and the fact that you needed something I couldn't give you."
"What did Brian do to you?"
"You're finally going to listen instead of telling me how nice Brian is and that it's my ego?"
"Yes, fine. What did Brian say to you?"
I pulled out my phone and played a few videos that the private investigator had given me. The first was a conversation between Brian and a few of his friends that I knew quite well. So much for being discreet.
"I'm finally banging Tom's wife. I've been trying for years but now that limp dick is useless, his wife Lisa is begging me to fuck her." Lisa let out a gasp, but I wasn't done. I had plenty more.
"Pay up boys and the drinks are on me tonight."
"That son of a bitch," I had a smile on my face as Lisa got pissed.
"I have more, and some are more recent too."
"She can't suck dick worth shit, but she can swallow a dick without choking. I love to fuck her throat almost as much as I love to fuck her ass. Her virgin ass. I had her in tears the first time I slammed that ass."
"I got more pictures too. I convinced him to let me tie her to the bed blindfolded. I took a lot of pictures."
"You gotta see that hot daughter Tina. She drives me crazy in the bikini she wears around the pool. That boyfriend of hers is a piece of work. He's fucking three other girls and has shown me pictures of them too."
And then I showed her the videos and what he would say about me while they were fucking.
"That's it, Lisa, take that real dick, not that limp dick your husband tries to fuck you with."
"Brian, please don't say that about Tom."
"I'm sorry Lisa, but you are young and beautiful. He can't please you like I can."
"I know Brian, but please don't belittle Tom. He feels bad enough that he can't please me any longer."
"Lisa, I have videos of him saying the same thing over and over and eventually, you just stopped defending me. I also have pictures and audio of him telling his friends what you say. If he's not videoing, he's got you on his phone. Even as recent as last week when you were at the Marriott."
"What! You..."
"Yes Lisa, I spent a lot of money keeping tabs on you. Brian has been videoing the two of you fucking from the beginning and has been sharing it with his friends?"
"Why didn't you ever say anything to me?"
"I tried, but you held Brian on a pedestal and told me it was my ego and jealousy. You were always mad that I couldn't accept that Brian was a good guy and good for you.
Lisa, you were just a conquest for Brian, that's all. Brian has always wanted you, and once he fucked you, you were nothing more than a notch on his bedpost. You were just another woman for him to brag about to his friends."
That was the last straw, Lisa went storming off to the table and walked right up to Brian, slapping him across the face and throwing a glass of wine in his face. Next, she took the bottle of champagne that was on ice sitting at the table, shook it, and sprayed Brian in the face with it.
"What the fuck," Brian jumped up looking clueless.
"Get the fuck out asshole and never call me again."
"You're a fucking stupid slut and I'm done with you anyway." was all he said as he walked away.
"Mom, what's going on?"
"We'll talk later." Lisa handed the next bottle of champagne on ice to Tina. "Here, your boyfriend is fucking three other girls besides you."
Tina followed suit and sprayed her now ex-boyfriend in the face with champagne, giving him a few slaps across the face and he left too.
"I guess Tom showed you the videos," Laurie said with a smile. Come visit us in Florida anytime you like," putting the knife in Laura's heart and twisting it.
Epilogue
The house in New York sold quickly and within two months, Lisa moved into our house in Florida. It took a while for Lisa to adjust to our new relationship or lifestyle, I guess that would be a better word for it. But hey, wasn't that what she was doing with me when she was with Brian?
Since I was still married to Lisa, she was now a partial owner of a strip club, a swinger's club, and a motel-turned-swingers/lifestyle getaway. We host monthly events and the swingers and whoever attends have access to all three establishments.
Lisa may as well embrace the lifestyle.
Lisa learned how to bartend and now she takes off her top with Laurie and they bartend together. I stopped having sex with the other girls, it was just me, Laurie, and Lisa. Laurie stopped stripping on stage and taking men into the VIP room. She was making plenty of money now that she owned 80% of the club.
Lisa was true to her word and only loved me. She had no interest in anyone who flirted with her, and she was quick to throw a drink in the face of any guy who put the moves on her.
So here we were, a happy family again.
Well, it's bedtime for me and I have two beautiful women waiting to share me. Yes, that's right, Laurie and Lisa play together too.
The End
I'd like to thank Folding for editing my stories and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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I had just finished my shower, looked at myself in the mirror, and realized why my wife of 20 years was cheating on me. Well, maybe not the only reason but I know it was one of them. 'Holy shit Bob,' the little voice in my head said, 'You look like shit.'
I don't know when it happened but I'm starting to look old, fat, and out of shape. I know I'm 55 but come on.
'It's time for a change Bob you fat fuck,' that little voice said.
Fuck, no more snacks, and no more beer. Liquor? Vodka? Vodka should be okay and it's less filling too.
No more fried food and I'm gonna eat more salads and fruit. 'You also need to get your fat ass to the gym, or you'll never get your wife back.' He was right.
Next, I looked at my face in the mirror, turned side to side, and played with my jowl. At least it hadn't dropped yet. I should make an appointment for a new hairstyle and trim up my beard, maybe a goatee. I'll have Mia, find someone to clean me up.
As for the gym, I know where I'm going, the same gym as my wife and her Fuck Toy Billy. He's been fucking my wife for close to three months that I know of. It could be longer, who the fuck knows.
Yes. I have proof. Things didn't seem right, so I hired a PI to follow her and take pictures and videos. All I can say is my PI got a nice show. That kid was fucking the shit out of my wife and lasting forever. He also recovered quickly for rounds two and three.
Billy is a 20-something-year-old trainer at the gym. My wife isn't the only wife he's fucking either.
I also need to get in shape in case I decide to divorce my wife. No one is going to want to date a 55-year-old fat fuck like me.
Just a little side story, when I was younger, my grandmother gave my dad some money to put down on the house he was buying, and she moved in with us. My grandfather had died a few years before.
From what I understand, Grandma went to some shrink who told her that if she finds herself lonely, it's okay to talk to herself. I thought my grandmother was crazy. I would sit in my room, right across the hall from hers, and would hear her talking to herself.
Look, I'm not 100% sure, but I swear I heard her respond to herself too.
So, as you may have guessed, this shrink fucked me up too. It's like I have this little guy in my head that helps me make decisions. He's a sarcastic fucker too. I can't say anything out loud or people will think I'm as crazy as my grandmother was. Sorry Grandma.
Back to my story.
Why haven't I confronted my wife or filed for divorce? Good fucking question. The little fucker in my head thinks I enjoy being a fucking cuckold wimp and I won't stand up for myself. He may be right. Or a more realistic answer is that I am happy with my life. Also, I'm old school. You marry for life and if you have a problem, you work it out.
Listen, I have a great marriage. Yes, my wife is cheating on me. But since she's been fucking this kid, my sex life has improved 100%. It was always good, but this kid has a bigger dick than me. I know from the videos that my PI showed me that my wife is trying her best to deepthroat his big dick. I'm benefiting because I'm her practice dummy.
Another issue is our family; we have twins (Tara and Sara) in college, and Lynn, our 17-year-old daughter is in high school. I don't want Lynn to deal with divorced parents and try to split time between us. I've seen other kids with divorced parents, and they're all fucked up now.
Other than my wife enjoying being fucked by young men with big dicks, my life is great. We have a close family and great friends, and I love my business. I am an electrician and own my own business. The big money I make is from my surveillance and lighting.
It doesn't sound impressive, but it is. I didn't want to go to college. So, I took every industrial arts class I could in middle school and high school. Auto, metal, carpentry..., you name a shop class, and I took it. I took art too; I was good at drawing shit, and it helped to keep my GPA up and my mom and dad off my ass.
I also did well in business classes like business math and basic accounting.
Like I said, I told my dad that I didn't want to go to college, I wanted to learn a trade. Dad was a banker so to him, school was important. But he surprised me. My dad told me, "Okay Bob, if you're not going to college, pick a trade. Do you want to be a plumber or carpenter? Or a landscaper."
"I kind of like tinkering with electronics," I told my dad.
"I know a guy." my dad said.
Back then, everyone knew a guy. My dad made a call, and he got me a job working for Johnny Walker. Mr. Walker was a great guy with a great name too. He told me to just call him Johnny.
I took classes and Johnny helped me get through all the other bullshit I needed to be a certified electrician. I wanted to own my own business one day, which was my dream.
I knew a bunch of guys from school who followed in their dad's footsteps and became landscapers. So, I hooked up with a few of them. As a side job, I was doing landscape lighting.
Johnny thought it was a great idea. He didn't do it or take business away from me, no, he would help me with any questions I had or let me use his Tax ID number and business name to get discounts and avoid paying sales tax on my purchase of supplies and shit.
Next, were surveillance cameras. For some reason, everyone thought they were gonna get fuckin robbed. I was doing resident and business video surveillance. I worked out a deal with Johnny, I would work 3 days a week for him and 3 days a week doing my side jobs.
I was making a lot of fucking money.
One day I was talking to Johnny, and he said he wanted to retire. "Bob, I'm done. This is a young man's game. I'm too old for all this lifting and squatting, climbing up into attics and crawl places. I've done well for myself, and Mrs. Walker has done well for herself too. She can retire next year and get a full pension."
"Are you interested in buying the business? The client list, supplies, and vans are included."
I didn't know what to say. "Johnny, I can't afford to buy your business."
"Think about it Bob, I'm sure we can work out a payment plan."
Well, I thought about it and I talked to my dad about how to get a loan. My dad told me to go talk to my grandmother. It ended up that my grandpa was tighter than Scrooge McDuck. He stowed all his money like a squirrel hunkering down for the worst winter in history and I benefited from it. Grandma just gave me the money I needed to buy the business.
My grandma was the best. Other than fucking with my head that is.
Over the years, my business has grown and I'm now running 5 three-man crews. My big money still comes from lighting and surveillance. I net close to $5,000,000 a year. That also includes my store sales.
So yes, I am a happy man. I want my wife back and I don't feel like sharing her with Fuck Toy.
My wife thinks we're rich because I give her whatever the fuck she wants. Actually, I am rich, but she is not. She can't touch any of my money if we divorce. You see, I have some smart friends, one is a lawyer, Joe Keen and the other is an accountant, Richard Thomas, whom my girls call their uncles Joe and Rich.
I owned the business before Kelly, and I got married. Joe and Rich did some restructuring of my business in such a way that I could limit my liability and be treated as an employee of the business. There are some tax benefits too.
I'm not going to tell you I understand it all and make myself look smarter than I am, because I'm not. Remember, I didn't go to college.
I receive a salary, and my salary is minimal. I take distributions out of the business if I need money. My car and Kelly's are leased through the business. The only thing I own is my house, which I also bought before I married Kelly. So, I would retain the house if we were to divorce.
"Good morning, Bob." said my beautiful wife as I walked into the kitchen.
Let me explain beautiful wife. Kelly, my wife of 20 years, is only 45. Yes, I robbed the cradle, that's another reason not to divorce my wife. She is sexy as hell and that is also a problem because just like me, everyone wants to fuck my wife.
My daughter's friends call Kelly a MILF.
"Would you like a bagel?" she asked.
"Nope, I'm getting fat, I'm going on a diet."
"You're going on a diet?" asked my wife with a surprised look on her face.
And my sarcastic daughter joined in, "Yeah right Dad, just until Uncle Rich and Uncle Joe call you "Time to get stupid Bob!" she said in her stupid-Dad-sounding voice.
Rich and Joe are my oldest friends. Let's just say we like to have fun, play golf, drink too much, and do stupid shit. We also have another friend, Charlie, who joins us every Sunday morning for golf.
"Yes, a diet," I stuck my tongue out at Lynn, "I am also going to the gym. The same gym your mother goes to." Oh, the look on my wife's face when I said that.
"My gym?" she asked.
"What, I can't go to the same gym as you? Do I embarrass you so much that you don't want to be seen with me let alone have anyone know we're married?"
"Bob, I'm sorry. I think it's great that you want to get back into shape." 'That's right you, cheating slut' Cool it Dickhead, I said to the voice in my head.
That conversation within my head happens throughout the day. When I'm stressed or confused, he's there with his opinion. I like to call him Dickhead. But sometimes he helps me to make the right decisions.
"I want to work on my stamina too, you know what I mean," I told my wife as my daughter just rolled her eyes in disgust.
"I would like that too," my wife responded with a smile.
"Just don't kill him, Mom. He still has to pay for my college, and he promised me a Corvette for Graduation."
"Don't you have a bus to catch?" I stared at my daughter as she smiled at me with that smile only a daughter could share with her dad.
"So, do we have any fruit, health cereal maybe yogurt?" I asked my wife.
"Yes, yes, and yes. I'll fix you something healthy."
"What about that healthy green shit the two of you drink every morning?"
"Bob, I don't know if you're going to like that, how about a sip of mine first?"
"Is it that bad?" I asked.
"Well, I like it, it's kale and kelp with a protein and collagen powder."
"Collagen?"
"Bob, you want me to look good for you right? Well, collagen helps my skin and keeps my bones and joints healthy too," she then whispered, "so I can straddle that dick of yours and keep you happy."
"Hello! You do realize I hear everything, e v e r y t h i n g!!!" my daughter said, "Can you keep it to yourselves or just write dirty little notes to each other? And while we're on the subject, how about you two turn the volume down a little when your F... making love." My wife and I both laughed.
Can you understand why I don't want to divorce my wife? I just want her to come back to me, say she's sorry, and maybe some counseling to understand why she likes to fuck 20-year-olds.
So why don't I just confront her you may be asking yourself? I'm not sure if she would stop or if she would just find someone to replace her current Fuck Toy. I want my wife to come back to me on her own and be done with this fucking behind my back for good. How will I achieve this? I don't know.
So, back to my story. My wife whipped up her concoction and I took a sip. "That's disgusting," as I spit it out in the sink.
"I told you; you wouldn't like it."
I ate some Greek yogurt, fruit, and a piece of Styrofoam with organic peanut butter and wanted to throw that up too.
"Honey, you need to eat more if you're going to the gym."
"Are bananas still okay to eat and these fruit bars that taste like cardboard or are they not healthy any longer?" I asked.
"You can still eat those; I threw out the bad ones you bought." My wife informed me that I am no longer permitted to buy healthy food. Or what I thought was healthy food.
"Okay, what time do we go to the gym?" If I'm going to save my marriage, I gotta cock-block this kid.
"I'm going to school now." my daughter announced. "Have my loving parents decided when I might have my car back?" My daughter drives an old 2003 Buick Century. I don't want to spoil her and have her take advantage of me like her mother does. She hates the car but it's all she has.
"How long has it been?" I asked.
"12 days and counting." My daughter confirmed for me.
"Honey, I think we should let her have her car back on Friday." my wife gives in too easily.
"Okay, Friday it is. I will expect your essay on the effects of marijuana on the brain by Friday morning, and you can drive to school, but only if I find your essay satisfactory."
"Mom!"
"Just go to school honey, I'll talk to your father." My daughter whispered something to my wife, and I can only imagine what it was. Those two are too close to each other.
I got a peck on the cheek and a hand reaching out for money.
"What?" I asked.
"I need lunch money."
"You need a job," I told her. When I was your age..." she cut me off.
"I know, you walked up and down the street with a push lawn mower, not a gas mower, and hand-held grass clippers. Also, a rake, a broom, and paper grocery bags because plastic leaf bags weren't invented yet,"
"And don't forget his bag lunch. A hamburger bun with American cheese, a big slice of tomato, and mayo." my wife added.
"Now can I have $20, Daddy?"
"$20? Doesn't your school have a free lunch program or something like that?" As she emphasized her hand.
I gave her the $20 and got a hug. I'm such a sucker.
"You're serious about the gym?" My wife asked looking unhappy, "But I take classes with Susan." she said.
"And you still can. I'll be using the weights and the treadmill."
"What about work?" she asked.
"I show up when I show up. It's my business remember." This is going to be harder than I thought. She must love this kid's dick.
"Kelly, I need you to push me and get me back into shape again. It's for your benefit as much as mine. I want to be the man that I used to be and keep you sexually satisfied. I know I haven't been lasting as long as I used to and my recovery time, well you get what I mean."
"Also, Kelly, I don't want you to run off and find a new dick to satisfy you when a perfectly good one is right here." Kelly looked shocked and dropped her glass of green shit to the ground.
"Bob don't talk like that. You keep me satisfied and I love you even though I know you couldn't help it if..." as she thought better about her next words.
"Thank you, Kelly, I think?" As I helped clean the green shit off the floor I asked, "So, when are we off to the gym?"
"10 o'clock, I meet Susan for yoga and then we take a spin class."
"Perfect, a little weight training, and then I'll try the spin class too. Don't you also have a fitness trainer? I thought you said you did at one point." I asked.
"Um," she said nervously, "Billy."
"Good, I'm going to get him to train me too." Her mouth dropped open; she thought I missed that.
"Let me get ready for the gym and do a few things on the computer and we can go," I told my nervous wife.
I knew she'd be on the phone with Susan as soon as I walked away. They're both fucking Billy.
I don't give a shit about Susan. She cheats on her husband and her husband cheats on her. He throws his money around and fucks whoever says yes. Usually 20-year-old strippers. He throws parties and invites a bunch of strippers to join him and his clients.
Kelly is at least discreet; not Susan, she flirts with everyone. When we go out as a couple with Susan and her husband Chuck, she even flirts with the wait staff. Forget the country club members. Susan's fucking the whole staff. I know she's fucking the pickleball instructor too.
I was right, Kelly was on the phone talking to Susan as soon as I walked away. How do I know? Because I got this kid named Jeremy that works for me. He's a nice kid but a little geeky.
This kid could hack into a missile Silo and blow the shit out of Russia and China before they knew what hit em. So, hacking into my wife's cell phone was nothing for him.
If Kelly is on her phone or texting, I get a text notification and I can read her phone conversation or text. I could view it in real time or later. I can view her calls and texts on my iPhone or my computer.
"Susan, I'm in trouble.
"What's going on?"
"Bob wants to get in shape, he's decided to come to the gym with me, every day! And I'm not sure, but I think he may know something is going on with me and Billy."
"Fuck Kelly, just stop practicing on his dick. Cut him off, he only gets a blowjob on his birthday. Who knows, maybe he'll encourage you to keep on fucking Billy if you cut him off."
'What a fuckin bitch!' that little voice in my head said and I agreed.
"Did you tell him no when he said he was going to the gym with you?"
"No, I didn't tell him no. He's my husband what was I going to say, "No honey you can't come with me, I'm fucking Billy, the trainer." Also, I told Bob after yoga I take a spin class. Now I have to take a damn spin class with him," Susan laughed.
"Don't laugh, I told Bob I take the yoga and spin class with you."
"You bitch," They both laughed.
"You got me into this mess."
"Oh, Susan, you're the one that said Bob had a useless dick."
"I never said that. I said he was losing his stamina, and I needed more."
"So, what's the difference? It's a useless dick if he has no stamina."
"Whatever, just get to the gym before me and tell Billy that he can't flirt with me anymore and it's over between us. I'm not going to lose Bob over a little extramarital sex."
"Give up a kid with a huge dick, are you for real Kelly?"
"Yes, I'm done. Big dick or not, I'm done with Billy."
"Look Kelly, I can hook you up with Jimmy at the club."
"Jimmy the pickleball instructor? You're fucking him too?"
"Yes, his dick isn't as big as Billy's, but he can last forever. I'm exhausted after he's done with me, and he likes to give it to me rough."
"He is cute. Let me think about it, Susan."
"I'll see you at the gym."
Fuck, now I have to cock-block the pickleball kid too. Maybe I should just divorce her.
I shut the laptop, and we went off to the gym.
When we arrived, I saw Susan talking to Billy, they were both looking our way and laughing as we approached.
I saw a smirk on this kid's face. I know what he was thinking, "look at that fat cuck."
I should pay someone to kick his ass. He's a lot bigger than me and I'm too out of shape to fight him.
"Hi Billy," Kelly said as she looked awkward trying to hug him.
Susan and Kelly did that cheek-to-cheek rich spoiled thing women do. Susan and I gave each other pleasantries but no kisses.
"Billy, this is my husband Bob, could you set him up with a membership and get him into a workout routine?"
"Sure, Kelly, I can take care of that." He didn't think I noticed that his hand was on my wife's ass. Kelly tried to squirm away from him, I guess. This kid needs an ass-kicking. Me and Dickhead both agree on that.
"Come on Bob, I need you to sign some papers, and we'll set you up with a workout routine."
By the end of my workout session, I was about to die. That little prick was working me hard just to fuck with me. But I was determined not to complain or give him the satisfaction of knowing he broke me. I did his whole workout and then went into the bathroom and threw up.
Next, I met Kelly and Susan at the spin class. I could tell that neither Kelly nor Susan had ever taken a spin class in their lives. "Turn it up a quarter," the instructor kept yelling. Kelly and Susan had no idea what that meant. Every time the instructor, an extremely attractive instructor I might add, yelled "Turn it up a quarter" Kelly and Susan turned the tensioner a full turn.



By the time we were done, neither one of them could stand up let alone walk.
"There must be something wrong with those bikes I need to find a different one next time," Susan said.
I didn't bother to tell them what the instructor meant by turning it up a quarter, but I did make my way over to the instructor to introduce myself.
If Kelly can meet someone and screw around behind my back, I was going to at least say hi to a pretty woman.
"Hi. I'm Bob."
"Bev." we shook hands, "I haven't seen you here before."
"I'm new, trying to get back into shape," as I tapped my belly.
"There's nothing wrong with a little belly fat, just stay healthy and eat right. These guys here all walk around showing off their six-pack and bulky muscles, but I'm not impressed."
"Thank you for letting a fat man feel good about himself," I said with a smile.
"Who are the two women I saw you talking to? It must be their first time. I should let them know what quarter turn means."
"Oh, don't worry, that's my wife Kelly, the blond, and her friend Susan. I'll let them know. Question for you though, does anyone else instruct the spin class?"
"Only the evening sessions. Why, don't you like taking my class?"
"Oh no, I'm coming back to you."
I walked behind Kelly and Susan and watched them struggle. "You two all right?" I asked with a smile.
"You think this is funny Bob?" I almost laughed in Susan's face.
"Bev agrees with you two, she said there must have been something wrong with your bikes. She said experienced spinners like you two should have no problem with this beginner class.
I told her we would be back tomorrow to take her intermediate class."
"Who's Bev?" My wife asked.
"Bev, the instructor. She's the only instructor here. You must know her." I paused and stared at them both. "Never mind."
"Oh! Oh yes, Bev, she must have done something with her hair." Kelly added and Susan agreed.
"Bev is very nice too, and she told me there's nothing wrong with being overweight as long as you're healthy. She doesn't like the six-pack muscle heads either."
"Really Bob, is that what she said?" Susan laughed.
"Yup, that's what she said. So, do you girls take showers here or back at home?"
"I'm just going home today," they both said.
With a smile on my face, we walked out of the gym. "See you tomorrow, Billy." 'You better hire someone to kick the fucker's ass.' Dickhead said to me.
Once we were home, I helped Kelly out of the car, she stripped and went right into the jacuzzi. No one was home so she just went in naked.
Kelly looked at me and knew what I was thinking. "No Bob, I am in too much pain. I promise tonight, if I feel better, I am all yours."
I took a quick shower and dressed, "I'll see you tonight." I said as I kissed Kelly goodbye.
Next, I called Mia, my secretary, and told her I needed someone to give me a fresh look.
"Why?" she asked, "I've known you forever and you don't like change. You eat chicken salad wraps with chipotle mayo every day for lunch. You drink 4 cups of tea a day. No coffee, coffee bothers your stomach. And you love Peanut M&Ms."
"Well, that's all going to change. But not the Peanut M&Ms."
"Again, why? And don't give me any bullshit excuse either," damn secretary thinks she's the boss.
"We'll talk when I get to work."
"And why are you late today?" she asked.
"What are you, my mother?"
"Talk nasty to me and I'll quit."
"We'll talk when I get in!" I said a little too loud.
"I warned you I would quit. One more chance that's all you get." She's worse than Dickhead.
When I walked into the office Mia was waiting with my cup of tea, which I needed. I was going through caffeine withdrawal.
"I didn't get you lunch. Did you eat or should I get you something?"
"No, I'm fine. I have some Nutra Bars or some healthy shit to hold me over."
"Bob, are you feeling, ok? You're not dying, are you?"
"No, I'm not dying! I have a worse problem."
Mia ushered me into my office and closed the door so no one would hear us talking.
I have an electronics store that Mia manages and takes client calls. We also have three others working at the counter and supply room. My office is at the back.
"Kelly's cheating on you, isn't she?"
"What the fuck! Why would you say that?"
"Oh, come on Bob, she's out of your league and all the guys wanna fuck her. Shit, I know I would do her. I'm surprised she's lasted this long without cheating on you.
She keeps you around because you're rich as fuck."
"Yes, ok, you're right, Kelly is cheating on me."
"No fuckin way! Bob, I was just kidding. Well, not about guys and me wanting to fuck her."
I told Mia everything. I told her about Big Dick Billy the trainer and Susan the bitch encouraging Kelly to fuck other guys. There isn't much that I keep from my little sister. Yes, Mia is my sister. Dad impregnated Mom on New Year's Eve after partying a little too hard. Mom thought she was done and couldn't get pregnant any longer, some medical issue.
Ops! Mom and Dad weren't expecting to have another kid after me. But Mom and Dad could not have been happier. Mia was always the wild one getting into all kinds of trouble. She's 42 now and she's still a handful.
"So, divorce the cheating slut!" Mia's words of wisdom.
"I don't want to divorce her. I want her to realize she made a mistake and come back to me."
"So, let's get back to the gym thing. Why are you working out again?"
"Because I'm fat and I want to cock-block her trainer, Billy."
"Billy? Big Dick Billy? I'll keep his cock busy if you want me to," Mia offered.
Mia was married and divorced three years later when she found out her husband was cheating on her, with a man. Mia has a neighbor that watches her son Timmy while she goes out and picks up a guy to fuck or perhaps a girl since I just learned that she would fuck Kelly.
Mia has no interest in settling down ever again.
I could write a story about Mia's ordeal with her ex; she tried to convince her husband that he wasn't gay, and he just wanted to see what it felt like. Mia bought a dildo and used it on him a few times, but her husband was adamant that he wanted the real thing. In the end, her now ex-husband said he was bi and would stay married to Mia only if she would accept that he would have sex with men from time to time.
Mia divorced him and took custody of their son, Timmy. Her ex is still part of Timmy's life and pays alimony and child support on time each month.
Now back to my problem.
"You are not helping, Mia. I also need to work on my stamina." Mia laughed at me.
"Bob, you're only 55. Your dick hasn't stopped working already, has it?"
"No! it hasn't stopped working. Fuck! NO Christmas bonus for you!" Mia just laughed at me.
"So, I assume this is why you want to change your looks too? You trying to look younger and win back your wife?"
"I don't know about looking younger, but maybe a change is what I need."
"Well, I hooked you up with my girl and she's gonna clean you up. Finally, get rid of that beard so you don't look like a Hillbilly. Your beard could be another reason Kelly is cheating on you.
"Does anyone else know that Kelly is cheating on you besides me and the PI guy?"
"Yes, Joe and Rich"
"I figured you would tell them. What did they say you should do?"
"Enjoy the sex and be a good little cuck for your wife."
"Really?" and she laughed.
"What does Dickhead, your ultra ego think about this?"
"Enough! I'm already pissed at his comments." Yes, Mia knows I talk to myself.
"Bob, you need help, Grandma fucked you up bad."
"Joe and Rich also both agreed that I should confront Kelly and tell her to end it or threaten her with divorce.
But I would rather find a way for Kelly to realize she should stop listening to Susan and come back to me on her own."
"Are you stupid Bob? She's getting fucked by a 20-something-year-old kid with a big dick and the pickleball kid is next on her list. You think she is going to give that up on her own when she doesn't even know that you know she's fucking around behind your back?"
"Then what should I do?"
"Find yourself a girl to fuck and make Kelly jealous. Leave Kelly little hints. Let her know that you know what she is doing and that you are doing the same. You either end up with an open marriage or she'll try to win you back!"
"Two questions Mia, first, are you sure this brilliant idea of yours won't end in divorce? Second, where am I, a 55-year-old overweight guy gonna find a woman to have sex with, without having to pay for it I mean?"
"You're not that fat. I don't know about your stamina problem, but the gym should help. Most important is that you need to be more confident, big brother. You've been out of the dating game far too long. Women want sex just as much as men do and women like older men."
"So, am I going to just leave some hints for Kelly, so she thinks I'm having sex or do you plan on me actually...."
"You, big pussy! Your wife is cheating on you."
"When it comes to business, you are a ruthless negotiator. You don't let clients take advantage of you. Stand up for yourself AND GO GET LAID!"
"I don't know," I said to Mia.
"As for divorce, you're rich and she knows it. You'll probably give her a million if you were to divorce. But I'll kick your ass if you let her walk away with more than a million and NO ALIMONY!" 'I like the way she thinks.'
Mia took me to see her friend Julie and I got a haircut and a fresh style. "Make me look like George Clooney." They both laughed at me. We settled on Ryan Reynolds's hairstyle. It looked pretty good too. I also have a five o'clock shadow now and a razor to keep it looking that way.
They also waxed the shit out of my back. Mia found it hilarious.
"Man-scape too," Mia said.
"No man-scaping!" I shook my head.
"Women like it clean down there. We don't like to get pubic hair in our teeth" Julie said. "Or I can trim it up a little bit. But you'll still have to take your pants off for me."
"Well, I'm out of here when his pants come off," Mia said.
So, my pants went down, and my dick got hard as a fucking rock as Julie moved it from side to side as she shaved me clean. I had to think about colored wire and surveillance installations to keep my mind off my dick before I came into Julie's hand. How embarrassing that would have been. Julie is in her 30s, extremely attractive, with a great body.
"It makes trimming easier for me when guys dicks are hard like yours. Easier for me to trim around. Most guys leave with a hard-on wishing I gave happy endings. I don't but today could be an exception."
"Not just yet, but thank you for the offer," I said walking out embarrassed and of course, my sister had to start in.
"Did he make a mess?" Julie laughed right along with Mia.
"Mia, your brother was nice and hard for me, but he turned down my offer for a happy ending." Now I was really embarrassed.
"Let's go stud!" Mia said. "Pay Julie and let's get something to eat, I'm hungry."
Mia and I had a nice conversation. Mia controlled the conversation as always. "Kelly gets one chance to end this cheating shit or I'm going to file for divorce for you."
"Mia, why are you so controlling over my life?"
"Because you are too complacent! And I love you, you're my big brother, and someone has to look out for you. Kelly doesn't have your best interest in mind, or she wouldn't be fucking Big Dick Billy, would she?"
I just smiled at her.
"And, since I do so much for you, I need an advance on my big bonus so I can take Timmy to Disney and all the other Florida amusement parks."
"Mia, if you ask me nicely, I will pay for your whole trip."
"Ask you nicely! You should just pay me better, you cheap fuck," we both laughed.
"Mia, seriously, I want to save my marriage. That is my priority."
"Fine, don't divorce the cheating slut. Use some of that money you're hoarding and put a hit out on Big Dick Billy and the Pickleball Kid too while you're at it." I just shook my head.
"What?" Mia asked.
That evening, I walked into the house and Kelly and Lynn were in shock.
"Damn Dad. You look good. Nice haircut and you finally got rid of the beard."
"Oh Bob, we are going to have some fun tonight," Kelly said.
"Mom, you need to be put on some kind of medication." my daughter said with a smile.
As you can imagine, Kelly liked the new look, hairless back, and the trimmed-up nether region too. Yes, the sex was great that night.
Over the next few months, I was working out, feeling good, and dropping a few pounds, well 30, but who's counting? My stamina had improved too. I was lasting longer and getting in for at least round two. But Kelly hadn't given up on Big Dick Billy. She was meeting him on his lunch break.
So, I had to put a stop to that. I had my PI take pictures of him fucking other guys' wives. Mia and dickhead told me to send the pictures to the husbands, but I just wanted him gone not dead. I sent a letter and pictures to the owners of the gym, and he was fired.
He's working at another gym now and hasn't been with Kelly since.
Kelly and Susan were upset that he was fired and once the reason came out, I had a feeling that Kelly thought it was me that tipped off the owners.
I also learned that Bev was also a trainer, and she became mine, which made Kelly very jealous. I would even go as far as to say pissed.
"Damn Bob, you're looking good." Bev would say, "But remember what I told you, I don't like a six-pack on my man. I prefer the Dad Bod, and you have a nice one." When Kelly heard Bev say that her head spun so fast that I thought it would come flying off.
"Sorry Kelly, but he does look good, especially with the haircut and trimmed-up beard. I may steal him from you." Bev and I laughed but not Kelly.
My PI was keeping an eye on Kelly and Susan, while I was monitoring Kelly's calls and texts. Yes, Billy was out of the picture but the pickleball kid was fucking Kelly and Susan now.
I had my PI look into Jimmy. That kid is a fucking machine, and I have videos of other country club wives that he was fucking. But he'd be gone soon, I sent a letter and pictures to the Country Club Board, and there may be some divorces to follow.
In the meantime, Mia and Julie had plans for me.
"Damn Dad, ease up on the cologne," My daughter said as I walked into the kitchen.
"No gym for me today, Kelly," I said with a grin.
"What's with the cologne? You only wear cologne on date night." I just looked at Kelly and smiled as I walked out the door.
I met Julie for lunch. It was the first date I'd had with another woman in over 20 years.
"Bob quit being so nervous," Julie said, "I'm not going to attack you and if you see anyone you know, just say Hi. Hopefully, they'll let your wife know."
"You and Mia have this all figured out, don't you?"
"Just play along Bob and enjoy our time together."
She kissed me when I saw one of my neighbors in the restaurant. I don't know if they saw the kiss, but they stopped by to say "Hi" and saw me with a much younger woman. They went to their table and just stared at us.
"My neighbor keeps staring at us."
That was all Julie needed to hear. She was nibbling on my neck like a sex-crazed teen, and she was stroking my crotch. I was ready to cum in my pants. Then she put her head in my lap.
No one could tell what Julie was doing based on the way she was seated, but my neighbors sure would think Julie was going me a blowjob.
"I got my napkin," she said as she lifted her head off my lap. Then she seductively wiped the sides of her mouth.
Once we finished lunch, we drove back to Julie's house.
Julie told me she was going to ride on my dick while I play with her tits. 'She's gonna be bouncing on your dick and give us a heart attack.' Dickhead shared his thoughts with me.
"Okay Bob, I can see you're nervous, and fucking me might be going too fast for you. So, I have another idea. Take off your shirt and as long as your shirt is off, I guess it's only fair that I take my shirt off too."
Looking at her tits, I was hoping Kelly would keep cheating on me so I wouldn't feel bad fucking Julie.
"You ready Bob," she said with a smile.
Julie started running her tongue over my nipples and gently biting and sucking, I felt my dick getting hard as a rock again.
As Julie was sucking my nipples, she slid her hand up and down my back and scratched the shit out of me.
"Ow, what was that for?"
"Be sure to undress in front of your wife tonight and think about some lame excuse for the hickeys around your nipple and the scratches down your back. And, if things don't work out Bob, I'm gonna suck dick until you explode in my mouth, get you hard again, and ride that beautiful dick of yours."
I'm gonna miss Julie if Kelly and I do stay together. 'So am I.'
Shut up Dickhead.
I was going to be fucking Kelly tonight for sure. That is as long as she doesn't go off on me after she sees what Julie did to me.
I went back to the office and Mia was waiting for me.
"Let me see, let me see."
"You're like a little kid." I took off my shirt and Mia was proud of Julie's work.
"Okay Mia, what's my lame excuse for Kelly once she starts questioning me?"
"Well, Julie only marked one nipple, so just say that I pulled open a filing cabinet draw and hit you in the chest. As for the scratches, play dumb. Say, something like, oh, I don't know what that is, maybe a rash." Mia spoke to me in the same stupid voice Lynn used. I hope I don't really sound like that.
"You think she's going to fall for that?"
No stupid! That's the idea. Make her think you are cheating on her. Do you understand the plan?"
"Yes. I understand the plan."
'And Bob,' Dickhead said, 'remember good old Bill Clinton. A blowjob is not sex. So, since Julie sucking on your dick isn't sex you wouldn't be cheating on Kelly.'
I don't know if I agree with that, but I'll take that under advisement.
"I can't wait until tomorrow when you tell me what Kelly says. Or better yet, I can't wait to see Kelly's text with that bitch Susan."
I finished a few things at work and headed home. Lynn was sitting at the table typing away.
"I'm working on the essay Dad!"
"It has to be handwritten?" I responded.
"Mom!"
"This is between you and your father," Kelly said with a giggle.
"You look happy tonight, Bob."
"You know what, it was a good day," I responded with a smile. I then went over and kissed my wife.
"Get a room," my daughter said.
"Bob, what's that smell on you?" my wife asked.
"Oh, some new sent Mia is spraying around the office."
"It smells like Chanel," my wife said.
"Let me smell." My daughter said. "Definitely Chanel."
"I don't know," I responded, "and how was your day, Kelly?"
"Well, I went to the gym, and I asked Bev if she would be my trainer too." She looked at me with an evil smile. "Bev told me to tell you that she missed you today,"
"Do I sense a little jealousy?" I asked.
"No, I'm not jealous. I just don't like the way she talks to you. I love your dad bod, but just don't go crazy and start getting a six-pack on me."
"Sounds like you're jealous to me Mom." I love my daughter.
"Why don't you clean off the table and get ready for dinner?" Kelly asked Lynn.
"How am I ever going to get this essay done?"
We finished eating, watched a little TV and it was time for the big reveal.
"Bob, what happened to your back?"
"What is it?" I said sounding concerned.
"There are scratches all over your back and what happens to your chest?"
"Oh, that. Mia opened a drawer and hit me right in the chest."
"It looks more like a hickey and are those scratch marks from fingernails," she said with a look of anger.
"I don't know." I said with a shrug, "Maybe a rash?"



What happened next was beyond my comprehension. My wife got on her knees and helped me out of my pants, pulled my boxers down, and had my dick deep down her throat. It was the best blowjob she had ever given me. She swallowed every drop and got me hard again.
Kelly was into Doggie; she liked it when I was in control. But not tonight. Tonight, Kelly was riding me like a prize bull. If this is what it's going to be like if she thinks I am having sex with someone else, I'm gonna keep on meeting Julie for lunch. Or just buy a bottle of Chanel.
"Fuck me, Bob!" She rolled off lay on her back and spread her legs for me. "Fuck me harder Bob. Make me come. I want to feel you deep inside me."
We were both exhausted and just lay together naked.
"What came over you tonight, Kelly?"
"I was just in the mood for a good fucking tonight I guess."
"You were a little more aggressive than normal," I said.
The next morning, we came down for breakfast and Lynn was already seated at the breakfast table. "I hope the TV on in my bedroom all night didn't keep you guys awake. I had to turn it up loud to drown out all the moaning and vulgar language coming from the two of you." Lynn just shook her head and left for the bus while Kelly and I laughed like two teenagers knowing we got caught.
"Kelly, I have a few things to do this morning. I'll get to the gym in time for the spin class."
"Oh, you can't miss Bev, can you?" I gave her a raised eyebrow, "I'm just kidding Bob."
As soon as Kelly left for the gym I was on my computer and our neighbor called Kelly and told her about the young woman I was with at lunch.
"Kelly, I don't know how to say this, but saw Bob with another woman. A young, woman. I think she gave Bob a blowjob right at the table in the restaurant."
"Oh, that can't be right. I'll talk to Bob tonight."
"Ok, I just thought you should know."
"Thank you. I do appreciate the call."
Kelly hung up and called Susan.
"Susan"
"Hi Kelly"
"Susan, Bob's cheating on me."
"He's what?"
"Bob took off his shirt last night and he had hickeys on his chest and nail marks down his back."
"Well, what did you say to him."
"I told him it looked like a hickey and nail marks down his back. He gave me a lame excuse that Mia hit his chest at work with a draw and he that the scratches must be a rash."
"Kelly, Bob has lost some weight and looking better than ever, but do you think he would cheat on you?"
"Susan, he knows I cheated on him with Billy, I'm sure of it now. I hope he doesn't know about Jimmy or Larry for that matter."
'Larry, who the fuck is Larry' Dickhead asked me.
How the fuck should I know. Let me read the rest.
"Kelly, Larry was a mistake. Just let it go. It was only one night."
"But he has pictures."
"Kelly let's just meet at the gym and work out the stress. We need the sauna and a massage today. Marco gives a nice message too."
"Susan, this is serious. I fucked the hell out of Bob last night to remind him that I am his wife."
"Kelly, just ask him if he's cheating on you and threaten him with divorce."
"Susan, I'm cheating on Bob remember? I'm the cheating slut."
"Oh Kelly, you worry too much. Let's go to the gym and see Marco for a message after."
I met Kelly and Susan at the gym just in time for the Spin class. I wasn't happy after hearing that Billy wasn't Kelly's first fuck toy, so I didn't say hi to either of them. I just hopped on a bike, and I didn't say hi to Bev either.
Riding the bike gave me time to think and when the class was over, I just got off the bike and headed for the shower. I didn't talk to anyone. When I got out of the shower, I dressed and drove off to work.
"How'd it go? What did Kelly say?" Mia asked.
"I don't want to talk about it."
"Bob, what happened?"
"Fuck, Billy isn't the first fuck toy. Kelly was with some guy named Larry and supposedly he has pictures of them together."
I gave Mia my computer so she could read the call transcript for herself.
"Well at least you got laid last night and it sounds like she took good care of you."
"Thanks, Mia."
"Tom, I think it's time to talk to Kelly. Tell her you know everything and get past it or divorce her."
Kelly was calling and texting me all afternoon and I ignored her. She was also calling and texting Mia. Mia just told her I was out.
"Bob, what are you going to do?" Mia asked.
"Fuck me. I don't know. Susan was texting Kelly today with another guy she wants her to meet now that the pickleball kid is gone. Read the text.
"Kelly, I have a guy for you. His name is Henry; he's older, and very nice; I know you'll like him."
"Another fuck buddy Susan?"
"Honestly, no. I have never fucked him. I want you to and then tell me all about it."
"Susan, I'm done, I'm worried. I think Bob knows and he got both Billy and Jimmy fired."
Kelly, stop being paranoid. Henry is a new member of the country club. I'll introduce you this weekend."
"No Susan, please don't."
Fuck, I'm gonna kill Susan; it's the only thing left to do.
I didn't know what to say or do, I should have confronted Kelly, but I didn't. I just told her I had a stressful day with an installation that was nothing but a problem. I could see that she wasn't sure if I was telling her the truth or not.
The rest of the week I was cold toward Kelly, and Lynn too.
"Daddy, I finished my essay." She handed it to me, and I just put it to the side while I ate my breakfast.
"Are you going to read it? I spent over an hour writing it since you wouldn't accept a typed copy."
"Whatever." I gave her the keys, on my way out the door. Friday evening, no one talked at dinner, and I stayed up until Kelly went to bed. Lynn was out with her friends.
Saturday morning, I was up and out of the house early. Kelly and Lynn were still sleeping. I had an early tee time. Kelly was meeting Susan and for Lunch.
I was so worked up that I only shot 100, which sucks for me. I decided I needed to talk to her and put an end to her cheating on me. I was happy that Kelly told Susan that she was done and didn't want her to introduce her to this guy Henry. I was hopeful that we might be able to put the cheating behind us.
After golfing, Chuck and I were to meet Kelly and Susan. A man was sitting at the table with Kelly and Susan when we got to the club restaurant. I had a pretty good idea who it was too.
"Bob," Susan said. "This is Henry. Henry this is Kelly's husband Bob."
"Glad to meet you, Bob. You have a lovely wife."
I shook his hand and took a seat across from my wife as Henry was sitting next to her with Susan on the other side of her.
Henry was a good-looking guy in his 40s. Every chance he got he was flirting with Kelly, and she was doing the same. So much for being done fucking other men. I was also pissed because this guy was not a kid like she had been fucking. He was older and potential competition for me.
Susan excused herself to go to the lady's room and was texting back and forth with Kelly.
"I think Bob has caught you and Henry flirting a few times, you better watch yourself."
"Oh shit! Thanks"
That was it. No more Cock-block. I got up, walked over to Kelly, and whispered in her ear, "Fuck Henry if you want, I'm leaving," and I walked away.
I drove home, took a quick shower and when I stepped into the bedroom, Kelly was waiting for me.
"Bob, please tell me what's going on?"
"Really Kelly? What's going on?" as I dropped my towel and started dressing, "Where should I start? Let's see, you were fucking your trainer Billy for months, so I had to join the gym to put a stop to that, but you started meeting him for lunch.
So, I had him fired!" I yelled.
"Then Susan set you up with Jimmy the pickleball instructor. I had him fired too.
Then I find out that before Billy, there was some guy named Larry." Kelly was now crying.
"And now this guy Henry. I'm not sure if I care any longer. I've been working out, lost weight, my stamina is back and I'm running 5 miles a day. It wasn't enough for you. I guess I still have a "useless dick" isn't that what Susan called it.
If I were you, I would dump that bitch as a friend. All she did was ruin your marriage."
Kelly was surprised that I knew all I did.
"Bob, it's not how it looks..."
"Save it, Kelly. It's exactly how it looks. I wasn't enough for you and Susan convinced you to find others to fuck you like I couldn't. Tell me I'm wrong."
"Bob, you do make me happy, and I love having sex with you."
"And other men too it appears," I responded.
"Why didn't you confront me when you found out about Billy?"
"Because I wanted you to realize what you were doing was wrong and stop it on your own. But it doesn't matter anymore. Kelly, you can do whatever you want. We now have an open marriage. I have found that there are a lot of young girls that are into older men. They call us DILFs, Dads I'd Like to Fuck."
"Bob, you can't be serious! Please don't do this. I promise I'm done. I will not look at another man. You are all I need. I love you, Bob, please don't do this to me. I love you, Bob."
"I know you love me Kelly, and you are a great mother too. That is why I'm not going to divorce you. I won't ruin Lynn's life by divorcing you. What will happen when she graduates is a different story and I haven't thought that far ahead yet.
But I am going to have sex with other women now. But unlike you, I'm telling you rather than going behind your back. Divorce me if you want."
Kelly was in tears as I finished dressing and Kelly asked me, "How did you find out what was going on?"
"As soon as you started deepthroating me I knew something was up. I had a PI follow you and I have plenty of video of you failing to deepthroat Billy's cock. I did enjoy your practicing on my dick."
"Bob, I'm sorry."
"Don't care." I finished dressing and walked out of the house.
"Where are you going, Bob?"
"I have a date."
As soon as I walked out Kelly was on the phone with Susan.
"Bob knows everything. He wants an open marriage."
"Good, now you don't have to sneak around. You want Henry's number?"
"No, I don't want Henry's number. I want my husband back."
"Kelly, you haven't lost Bob, he just wants an open marriage. He's not going to find anyone like you. He'll realize what he's lost by opening the door for you to fuck anyone you want, and he'll be back."
"Susan, we are done. Don't ever call me again."
As I drove away, I called Mia,
"Mia"
"Yes Bob"
"Was your friend Julie really serious, does she want to fuck me?"
"What's going on Bob."
"I've had it with Kelly. I'm not divorcing her, but I told her that I know everything, and now we have an open marriage."
"You go, big brother! And yes, Julie loves older men."
"Then send me her number please."
I called Julie and she told me to get there as fast as I could.
"Come on in stud!" Julie greeted me at the door wearing nothing.
I was nervous but looking forward to my new life and sex with Julie.
"I thought we would start with a little wine and sit in the jacuzzi and play. Would you like that, Bob?"
"Yes. Yes, I would."
We sat in the jacuzzi, and we talked before Julie fucked me to death.
"Bob, Mia gave me a cliff notes version of what's been going on between you and your wife. I need you to tell me this is what you want. You are very handsome, and I have had sex with men older than me before. I love older men, call it a daddy complex.
Bob, tell me this is what you want."
"Are you dating anyone," I asked as Julie had her hand on my hard dick.
"Not exactly," she responded.
"What does that mean."
"Bob, I swing, I'm bisexual and sometimes I play with couples.
I looked at Julie as that little voice in my head spoke, 'Bob, we need to fuck this beautiful woman, we deserve this.' "Yes, this is what I want."
We finished the bottle of wine as Julie stroked my dick as she told me what she was going to do to me. "Follow me."
Julie had my dick, I mean cock as she called it, deep down her throat as she swallowed me whole and sucked every last drop out of me. Next, she was sitting on my face feeding me like it was my last meal. She kept coming and I never thought it would end. She was moaning with pleasure and begging for more.
I was rock-hard by this point. Julie was licking her juice off my face. "I see are you ready for me."
The gym was what I needed. My cock was standing tall and ready for round two.
"Oh, my God Bob that feels so good."
Julie started sliding up and down my cock, she was going nice and slow and then the demon took over. Julie sped up the pace and then leaned forward so her tits were just above my mouth. "Suck my tits, Bob, bite them feast on my tits, leave your mark. My tits are yours my pussy is yours and my ass is yours too."
I don't know what happened next, my head was spinning from the wine, but I was lasting a long time and fucking Julie in more positions than I thought possible. She must have read that Kama Sutra book cover to cover.
'You go Bob. YOU ARE THE MAN!' My little buddy was so proud of me.
I finally came and came and came. "Fuck Bob, that was incredible."
Then Julie went down and licked me clean. "I'll be right back," Julie said as she walked into the bathroom.
She looked incredible as she returned. "If I get you hard again, will you fuck me up the ass?"
I just stared at her. 'Bob, we can do this. Together we can convince that dick of yours, I mean cock, to get hard one more time and I'm sure Julie will help too.'
Fuck it. "If you can get me hard again, I'll do it."
Somehow Julie got me hard. I felt like a 20-year-old again. Three times in one night. And the first time fucking a woman up the ass.
I was done. All I remember was waking to Julie sucking my cock. She milked my dick into her morning cup of coffee and sucked the rest out of me. I have breakfast waiting for us."
I went into the bathroom to throw some water on my face. "I left a pair of sweatpants for you on the bed," Julie called to me.
When I walked into the kitchen Julie had a feast waiting for me. French toast, eggs bacon, coffee, and orange juice.
"I wasn't sure what you liked so I made a little of everything."
What amazed me even more was that Julie was up, showered, had made breakfast and then she handed me the Sunday newspaper. "I didn't know if you read the paper or read the news on your phone."
"How long have you been up?" I asked.
"I don't know. Since six, I guess. I wanted everything to be special for you."
"The last time I remember it was 2 am before I passed out."
"I know and you looked so cute, Bob. You were sound asleep as I cuddled up next to you."
After we finished eating breakfast we showered and did one more round of sucking and fucking.
'Bob, you know I like a good fuck just like the next guy, but this woman is a nymphomaniac. We're gonna need a long afternoon nap.' Dickhead advised me.
"You ready to face your wife, Bob?"
"Not really, but I have to."
One final kiss, a gentle kiss, "You come back to me anytime you like, Bob. You marked my tits I'm yours now."
I looked at my phone as I sat in my truck, the ringer had been off. I had texts from Mia, "You STUD! The stamina is back!!!"
She must have spoken to Julie while I was passed out.
I must have had 20 emails and calls from Kelly, begging me to call her and come home.
When I arrived home Kelly was at the kitchen table waiting for me. But not for long. Kelly practically attacked me; no, she did attack me. She was pulling my clothes off and dragging me to our bed.
I couldn't pull off another trifecta but both Kelly and I were happy.
"Bob, I'm sorry. I told Susan that I never wanted to hear from her again. I spoke to Mia, and she called me every name she could think of, a slut, a whore, a bitch, a spoiled bitch... the list went on before she finally called me her Sister-in-law and told me to make it right or she would kill me."
Kelly paused to regain her thoughts.
"Whatever you did with Mia's friend last night and plan to do with her going forward I deserve, and I won't stop you. I love you and I was stupid. I was caught up in Susan's stories and she finally convinced me that I needed more than you could give me."
I had a smile on my face. This was all I wanted to hear.
"Bob it's your turn to have sex with other women just like I did to you. Please just don't leave me. And Bob, I will be faithful to you, I swear I will never have sex with anyone but you.
Also, I'm going to see a therapist too."
I just lay there looking into Kelly's beautiful blue eyes as she lay on my chest with my half-hard dick still in her. As we talked, I felt myself getting hard again. Kelly sat up and placed her hands on my chest as she slowly slid up and down. Kelly's tits looked incredible.
"Oh Bob, you feel so good in me."
"OH MY GOD! I'm scarred for life," our daughter said as she walked by our room.
'For those of you that aren't happy unless there's an ending, Bob did fuck Julie a few more times, but he couldn't keep up with her. He also went on a few dates with Bev, but they decided to just stay friends.
On my advice, Bob decided to claim Kelly instead. Bob marked Kelly's tits to let everyone would know that her tits, her pussy, and her ass belonged to me and Bob.'
Sincerely,
Dickhead
The End
One last note about this story, my grandfather passed away young, he was only 58. And my grandmother's shrink did tell her it was okay to talk to herself when she felt lonely. My brother and I shared the bedroom across the hall from my grandmother and we would joke with each other as we would hear her talking to herself.
"Did Grandma just answer herself back?" me and my brother would look at each other.
As always, I'd also like to thank Folding for editing my stories and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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Karen's Revenge
After reading a story by StangStaro6: A Ticket to Ride - Loving Wives - Literotica.com which I encourage you to read before going any further, I thought Karen needed a little revenge for the way that she had been disrespected.
I reached out to StangStaro6 and asked for permission to rewrite the ending, but never heard back. I'm not sure if he is still active as his last story was in 2017.
Now, if you like a good BTB story read A Ticket to Ride, and don't bother reading my ending, you won't be happy.
I liked the StangStaro6's story, but Karen's ex-husband took BTB a little too far.
My story takes over while Debbie, Karen's daughter, is driving her home from Karen's ex-husband Danny's lake house.
I also shared a little background.
Enjoy
Here's a little recap.
Karen cheated on her husband Danny. She loved him but was feeling old and wanted to know that men found her attractive. Bradley Martin gave Karen the attention she wanted, and she rewarded him with sex. Just sex no love.
How did Karen get caught, you ask? It was a traffic ticket. A speed camera took a picture of Karen's head in Bradley's lap. While he was driving her Danny's Mustang, Karen was sucking his dick. Danny received the ticket, saw the picture and that was it for their marriage.
At first Debbie, my daughter, was forthcoming with information. "Mom, he's depressed." Karen cried when she told me that he never left the house except to go to work.
After a while, Debbie stopped telling her mother about her father. "You guys are no longer married," she told me. "He doesn't ask me about you, so I shouldn't violate his privacy by telling you about him. Mom, you gave up your chance to be in his life when you did what you did."
Karen would ask how Danny was doing. She hoped Danny would give her another chance. Wishful thinking on her part.
Karen received encouraging news from my daughter one day. "Mom, I wish ALL of us could get together sometimes. I'm so tired of my kids having to visit only certain grandparents at a time. It would make choosing whom to visit and when so much simpler, if we could all act like adults."
Karen started to realize that Debbie and her family were spending more time with Danny than her. Karen hardly saw Debbie, her husband, or her grandchildren. But it sounded like Danny does.
Karen finally got what she'd been hoping for during the entire three years that we'd been apart. "Mom, do you want to spend a weekend at Dad's lake house?"
Karen always loved that place. "Do you think he'd mind if we went up there?" Karen asked my daughter.
"Uh, Mom, he's going to be there, and he knows we asked you to come with us,"
Karen dropped to her knees and started crying. "He did want to see me."
"Mom, calm down, Selena and I thought it was time for us to put the whole family back together," she'd said.
'Who the fuck is Selena?' I Karen felt like saying put but only "Selena who?" came out of my mouth.
"Dad's Selena," Karen's daughter said. "You'll like her."
'Like fuck I will' Karen thought to herself.
Karen's Revenge.
As Debbie and I drove home from the debacle of a visit with Danny's "new family" I couldn't believe the way she was speaking to me.
"This was all my fault Mom; you have no right to be upset. You cheated on Dad remember."
"So, you think it's okay to take me to his place, and "BAM!" just spring on me that Danny's married and has two adopted children, and my grandchildren call her "Grandma,"
"Well Mom, what did you expect them to call her."
"Well not grandma, I'm grandma. And you think it's okay for them to call me "Old Grandma" For God's sake?"
They looked so comfortable, my daughter, her husband, and my grandchildren around Danny's new family, which I had known nothing about, and they thought I should just be fine with it.
And the LAKE HOUSE! It was just a lake house when we bought it. We used it once or twice a year and it had minimal furniture at best. I loved that little lake house. But now it's been renovated and it's huge and beautiful. Danny never thought to do anything like this when we were married.
I've wasted three years of my life thinking I had a chance at getting back together with my Ex-husband. And my daughter? She blindsided me when she took me out to see Danny. SURPRISE!!! That is just disrespectful. I did not do anything to be treated like this. My daughter and my grandchildren have been spending holidays with Danny's new family over me.
And why didn't my daughter tell me that Danny was married so that I too could move on with my life?
Not that I had much of a life. Due to the divorce, and the minimal alimony I received from Danny, I hardly made enough money to pay my rent. You would think my daughter would have been there for me when I needed her.
No, and the only reason she took me to Danny's lake house was because she was tired of the inconvenience. "It would make choosing whom to visit and when so much simpler, if we could all act like adults."
Fuck her, her husband, Danny, and his wife Selena.
We sat quietly for most of the ride home. Debbie talked but I didn't give a shit about what she had to say. None of it was nice anyway, it was all my fault.
She tried to say goodbye, but I just slammed the car door and walked away.
I slept better that night than I expected. Yes, I cried myself to sleep but it will be the last time I cry over my failed marriage. No more feeling sorry for myself. I made myself a nice breakfast, and a cup of coffee. Once I had finished my breakfast I showered, dressed, and went out and joined a gym. It was time to firm up my tits and ass and get myself back on the market.
I worked out with a trainer who went over all the equipment with me. I told him what I wanted to accomplish, and we put together a workout plan for me. The rest of Sunday I walked around my apartment throwing junk food in the garbage.
But not my Peanut M&Ms. A girl needs her chocolate. Next, I went out shopping for healthy food, yogurt, salad, fish, and other healthy shit.
Once I was done putting everything away, I made myself something to eat. I cursed myself got throwing out all the unhealthy food but knew in the end it would be worth it.
I then sat down with a bunch of files that I had saved. Good thing I never throw anything out.
Did my daughter call me to see how I was doing? No, but I wasn't expecting her to, and I wouldn't have picked up the phone anyway.
Monday morning came quickly. I went straight into Brad's office.
"Brad"
"Hi, Karen, how did things go with Danny?"
"Not good, he's married and had 2 adopted children."
"Married and children, what?" Brad said just as confused as I was.
"Yes, I'm done with Danny, my daughter, and her husband. Fuck them all. And Brad, I want to screw over Danny and sue John."
"Karen, relax. What's going on?"
"Brad, sex with you was a mistake, no offense. But I never thought I would lose Danny. I never thought I'd get caught. If I had got caught, I thought Danny's love for me would be enough for him to forgive me.
I was so in love with Danny and wanted him to take me back. Brad, I just agreed to everything in the divorce settlement. I never listened to my attorney or answered half his questions!"
"Karen, please calm down and tell me what you mean. Once the settlement agreements are signed it's a done deal."
"Brad, "Danny, and I bought a little lake house when we were married. We only went there once or twice a year. When Danny left me, that's where he was staying while I was at our house pending its sale.
We sold the house once the divorce was final, and it was split 50/50. But Danny was living at the lake house. It was never listed as a property to be sold. Again, I never brought it up because I just wanted Danny back. Well, now that little lake house is beautiful and worth a fortune."
"Karen, you're sure it wasn't on the list of assets, and you didn't sign it over to Danny?"
"Nope. Here are all the documents. Danny wanted me to suffer, I'm sure of it. And it wasn't just Danny. I got screwed at work, in more ways than one. Once the divorce was final, I was sent to the steno pool. That was my punishment, but John that prick he fuck me over."
"Karen, we both know John was a prick and all he thought about was himself and his firm. Slow down and tell me what you're talking about."
"My alimony Brad. My alimony was pennies since John, that prick, demoted me to the steno pool after the court had determined my alimony based on my higher salary as a legal assistant.
I could barely afford rent. Thank God, you got me a job here and hired me away from John."
"I always wondered why Danny never sued John. He violated our non-fraternization clause, and everyone knew about us." Now Brad was getting it.
"Or at least John failed to enforce it?" Brad said, "I guess John may have persuaded Danny that he would take care of us instead. I got my ass kicked by Danny and John fired me. You got demoted, your pay was cut, your retirement income cut, and alimony to pennies."
Brad buzzed for his up-and-coming hot-shot perverted lawyer to join us in Brad's office.
"Scott (he didn't have a name in the StangStaro6 version so now it's Scott) I need you to work with Karen......" I cut him off.
"And stop looking down my shirt, you little pervert."
"As I was saying," Brad continued, "I need you to listen to Karen's story and come back to me with your ideas of how we can......" I cut Brad off,
"Screw my ex-husband and sue that prick, John."
That little pervert Scott ended up being a surprisingly good lawyer. We spent time together and he encouraged me to stick with the gym. Of course, he did, the little pervert loved my tits and ass. I guess this MILF still has it.
No, I wasn't fucking him, not yet at least. I learned my lesson once and that was enough. I also wasn't fucking Brad. His ex-wife had Brad by the balls. If I even hugged Brad, his ex would have him fire me. Brad's life was even more miserable than mine.
She would never take Brad back, but Brad wouldn't accept it. He kept doing whatever she asked of him.
I was working with the little pervert every day and my trainer pushed me harder and harder every day. I felt good, my tits and ass were firming up and my legs were getting a little more muscle and shape to them. I was getting my confidence back. Men, besides Scott, were showing interest in me. That little pervert wasn't hiding the fact that he was staring at my tits either.
As for my trainer, he didn't have any clause saying he couldn't fuck the members, and I was horny. I couldn't even count the months since I had a dick in me.
I wasn't sitting home every weekend anymore but there was no one serious guy yet. I was going out to dinner, dancing, seeing shows, and getting fucked. My life was good and only going to get better.
It had been about six months since I met Danny's new family; I spoke to Debbie twice. Each time I ended up hanging up on her, "You need to start acting like an adult," she told me. 'Fuck her.'
It was the big day; John was going down and I was getting revenge.
"Hello John," Brad said. I just looked at John but said nothing.
"Brad, why am I here? I got a message that it was important," John said.
"John, would you like my secretary to get you a bottle of water, a cup of coffee, or maybe something stronger?" Brad asked.
"What's going on Brad?"
"Scott, tell John why he's here."
Scott was young but he was confident as he stared John down.
"John, this is your only opportunity to give Karen the restitution that she deserves, or we will be filing this letter," as he slid it across the table to John," with the bar association's ethics board.
We will also be sending the letter to the local newspaper. John, your reputation, and your firm's reputation in this community will never be the same."
"Brad, what is this game you're playing?" John asked.
"Read it," I said, "I know what you and Danny did to me just so he wouldn't sue you, you Prick. You fired Brad and practically made me homeless. You're a fucking prick bastard." I wanted to jump over the table and beat him.
"That's enough Karen, give John a chance to read the letter," Brad said.
"You can't file this it would ruin me and what proof do you have anyway?"
"Oh John, women love to gossip," Scott said.
"What do you mean gossip?" John said looking nervous.
"John, we have been interviewing your staff for months. You do know your staff hates you, right?"
"And they told you, exactly what?" John asked.
Scott took over again. He opened a folder with tons of pages of depositions. He had case law to support his position. Scott had calculated how much money I lost in Alimony, pay, and benefits. He had John sweating as he handed him his spreadsheets.
"This is preposterous Brad," John said, "this is all hearsay, it will never stand up in court."
"John," Scott said with a big smile, "you have two options number 1, we settle out of court for $8,000,000 plus our fee, or 2, we'll see you in court."
"I need time to think about this," John said.
"You have until you walk out the door. My secretary has a copy of the letter to the Ethics Board in a FedEx package with the testimonies ready to be mailed. I either get a signed agreement, or it gets mailed off," my new best friend and future fuck toy Scott said.
"Karen? We used to be so close, how can you do this to me."
"Yes, John we were, but all you thought about was yourself and you financially ruined me to save your ass. So, Fuck you."
"Oh, and John," Brad said, "as long as you have a pen in hand, sign this."
"What is this," John asked.
"It's a $2,000,000 settlement for me," Brad said with a smile.
"For what? I had within my rights to fire you."
"I agree John, but my career hasn't ...exactly been prosperous since you submitted a letter to the Ethics Board reprimanding me. So, Karen's settlement includes $2,000,000 for me too."
John signed both settlements and $8,000,000 was deposited into my account. Was it excessive? Maybe. But John's firm had grown over the past 3 years and a lawsuit filed against John's firm was the last thing he needed.
I thought Scott was dreaming when he told me my settlement would be $8,000,000. But that little pervert did it.
Scott did his research. He knew more about John's firm and "prospective client" than Brad or me. This new client would not stand for their legal counsel to receive negative publicity. A settlement was in John's best interest and his only option.
"You get me $8,000,000 perv and you can fuck me all weekend long!" That's what I told him. I could see that little perv undressing me with his eyes. You've heard of a Daddy Complex. Perv had a Momma Complex. Or just hot for MILF.
Next, it was Danny. But before we went after Danny, I went in to see Brad and asked for a leave of absence without pay, which Brad was happy to approve. I wasn't sure if I wanted to quit or keep working now that I was rich.
Next, I went to HR and told them that I was single and so was Scott, and that I would be fucking him. HR was shocked, but I didn't care. What would they do...fire me.
The one that was shocked the most was that little perv, Scott. A deal is a deal. I may be in my 50s, but I was going to rock that little pervert's world.
Now, it was Danny's turn and my dear daughter Debbie.
John's daughter Laura represented Danny in the divorce, so Brad and Scott explained how important it was for Danny to sit down and talk to us. She was now aware of what her father John had done to me and apologized.
She was told that due to the divorce, I was devastated, and it was affecting my performance. John made it sound like he was doing me a favor. Rather than firing me, he demoted me. That fucking prick!
Knowing what took place now and that John had agreed to a settlement, she encouraged Danny to meet with us rather than be subpoenaed.
Danny appeared with Laura and my daughter Debbie by his side.
"What's going on Mom?" Debbie was the first to attack me. Then Danny, "Why am I here? Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah!"
My boy toy Scott took over next.
"Can everyone please calm down? We would like to settle all our issues commonly...
"Like adults," I said looking at Debbie.
"Yes, like adults," Scott agreed, "thank you, Karen."
I was so happy with Scott, I whispered in his ear, "I can't wait to suck your dick."
"Laura," Scott said, "please look at these documents."
Laura looked it over and turned to Danny, "is this true Danny?"
"What is this?" Danny and Debbie asked.
"It's the deed for the lake house which is owned by Danny and Karen!"
I couldn't hold my tongue any longer. "Danny, I will leave you homeless unless you do what I asked."
"Mom, what's going on?" my sweet daughter was now concerned.
Scott took over, "We did an appraisal of the lake house, and it is now worth $1,800,000."
"And?" Danny asked.
Laura jumped in and started to whisper to Danny, but I jumped in...."
"I'll be moving into my house Danny, we're going to have so much fun," I said with a big smile on my face.
"Over my dead body," Danny said.
"Suit yourself," I responded.
"Can she do this?" looking at Laura.
"You can buy her out."
"I don't have that kind of money," I laughed at Danny's comment.
"I have plenty of money to buy you out, Danny. I'll kick you and your happy family out on their asses. But I'm sure my daughter will take you in."
"There is also the matter of Alimony," Scott said.
"I've been paying alimony for three years," Danny didn't sound happy.
"Danny," I said commonly, "we can come to an agreement, and I will let you keep the lake house, would you like that? And Debbie, you have terms to agree to as well."
Scott handed each of them a copy of their respective agreements and Laura a copy of both. Danny didn't look happy, and Debbie looked confused.
"We want everything signed and directions followed while we are all here together," Scott said. I handed them each a pen and I laughed at them.
"Mom, what do you mean, "Daughter must listen to the story of how Daddy tried to ruin Mommy?" What's going on? And can we talk about these holidays?"
"Danny, will you be signing the agreement and telling your daughter what a mean Daddy you were to Mommy?" I had a big smile on my face.
"And Debbie, which holidays do you have a problem with?" I asked.
"You want the children every holiday? What about Dad?"
"You right, that is mean of me. Daddy can see his grandchildren on Thanksgiving. But Grandma has grandchildren on Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. We will be celebrating the holiday at my house."
"Mom, you have a small apartment."
"Not anymore! I may have a lake house soon." I couldn't stop laughing.
"I don't see Easter," my daughter said with a nasty tone, "I was leaving that holiday for you to see your husband's family. See how nice I am."
"Two weeks over the Summer?" my daughter complained as she continued to read. Again, mom you live in an apartment!"
"First of all, I have my own lake house and a nice boat too. And if Danny doesn't sign on the dotted line, I will have a second lake house. But that doesn't matter. I will be taking my grandchildren away and we will have fun together."
"Where is all this money coming from," my daughter looked so confused.
"Danny, tell Debbie your story and Laura can tell Debbie why her Mommy is now rich as fuck."
"Rich," Danny said, "what the fuck!"
"Sign and tell Debbie what you did to me. Tell her how you fucked me over, or I will buy you out and the lake house will be mine!"



Danny told Debbie the whole story and she was finally upset with her daddy and not me for once. "How could you do that, Dad? I know you were mad, but that was just cruel."
By signing the agreement, Danny agreed to pay me $800 a month in alimony for the next 3 years. It was just petty of me. Fuck him!
"Danny, I loved you and I was sorry for what I had done. I wanted nothing more than to show you how sorry I was, but you never gave me the chance. You just tried to ruin my life. I was living in a shit box because of you and John. I was on food stamps until Brad hired me."
I had to take a breath and calm down. "Even now Danny, I still love you. But we are done, and I realize that I need to move on."
Danny was now madder at me than when I had cheated on him. He had nothing to say.
I walked around to the table, and Danny stood and hugged me. Why, because it was in the agreement he signed. "I will always love you, Danny," I said once more as I stuck my hand out.
Danny gave me the keys to his new Mustang. That was the last thing in the agreement. I got Danny's Mustang, but he had to continue to make the payment and insurance.
"Come on Scott, you drive," as I tossed Scott the keys, "It's time for us to get our first of many speeding tickets."
The End
As always, I'd also like to thank Folding for editing my stories and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.



        The Morning After

        Regrets but worth it.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-morning-after-119

Title: The Morning After

Author: StoryTLR

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Regrets but worth it.

Tags: 




The Morning After
I recently read a story that I wanted to continue. I wrote my story vague enough that I wouldn't need to ask permission to continue the original author's story. But hell, it was written over 10 years ago and no one liked it anyway. It may have had about 5 out of 60-some-odd readers that enjoyed it.
It was a marriage in a rut. The couple looking to rekindle what they once had took a four-day vacation to the Bahamas. As you would expect, the wife's idea of rekindling their marriage was not what the husband had in mind.
Was it all the wife's fault, yes pretty much. But it was not her intention. There was a little alcohol involved, but enough to accept a wife fucking an out-of-shape 50-odd-year-old man, right in front of her husband? No. But he did, of course, have a big dick which changes everything.
And just a few last pieces of information. The husband was recently in a car accident. He has a broken leg and a bum shoulder. They decided to go on vacation anyway. The husband takes a tumble and the 50-year-old out-of-shape big dick man swoops in to lend a helping hand.
The original story was told from the husband's perspective. Mine is told by the wife.
I woke up with a splitting headache and was barely able to open my eyes. The memory of the night before slowly came back to me. I looked over to find that Daryl was no longer there, thank God. I don't think my pussy could take another round of pounding.
For an out-of-shape 50-year-old, that man could fuck. He stayed hard forever and recovered like a 19-year-old college kid. My pussy was sore.
My marriage may be in a rut and to be honest, sex with my husband sucks. He comes too fast, but he is pretty good at oral. But to go on fucking for hours like Daryl did to me...The way I feel now, I would have rather let my husband's 5-inch dick have its way with me.
At some point last night, the lust for that big dick ended. I just wanted to go to sleep, which was difficult, to say the least. I wanted to put a pillow over Darly's face and suffocate him. I've never heard a man snore so loud. I'm lucky I got any sleep.
How did I end up in this mess, not sure if I any longer had a marriage or if my husband had cuckold tendencies and all would be alright? I'll tell you how. Something had come over me, well I know what came over me. It was me and Darly drinking too much and smoking the weed we shared. I haven't smoked weed since I was a kid.
My husband, sitting on the uncomfortable hotel chair, was out cold. He was in pain from his fall. The medication and alcohol took away the pain and knocked him out for the night, or so I thought.
A few more drinks and a few more tokes of happy weed and I was feeling no pain.
Daryl may have looked like a mild-mannered IT guy, but he was not. He was a big-dick woman seducer.
"I have something to show you." Those were the words that started it all.
"Let me see let me see." I was like a little kid wanting to see my friend's pet hamster or something.
Well, it was bigger than a hamster. It was more like something that would eat a hamster. Daryl unzipped his fly and pulled out a python.
"Holy FUCK!" And that's when the horny slut in me came out.
"Do you want to touch it?" Daryl asked me.
Does a priest enjoy Sunday Mass (I was going to say does a bear shit in the woods but wanted to try something creative)? Of course, I wanted to touch it.
I looked at my husband. I even poked him a few times. "Honey. Honey. Are you awake?" He was out like a light.
"Go ahead, it won't bite." Daryl had a big smile as I looked at his crooked teeth inside of the mouth that I would shortly be kissing and swapping spit with.
I took that dick into my hands and started stroking it. Daryl's dick grew and grew. It got bigger and bigger. I looked back at my husband one more time.
"Suck it," Daryl said to me.
That dick had control over my logical thinking. I was on my knees was Daryl guided me to my target.
"That's it. You suck that big dick." And suck it I did.
Sure, I give my husband a blowjob there and again. But mostly to get him hard to fuck. But Daryl's dick I needed and wanted to taste his cum.
Maybe that's why my sex life with my husband sucks. I don't put in the effort. If he doesn't divorce me, I promise to try a little harder.
So, there I was sucking away. The next thing I know, Darly and I are naked lying on the floor. Daryl's big body was on top of me as he was slamming his dick into me. I wasn't concerned about rug burns at the time, but I'm feeling them now.
I remember my words "Oh my God!" "Oh my God!" again and again. I thought I was going to pass out.
Is my husband still asleep did cross my mind, especially since I was yelling so loud, I could wake the dead. Nope, he was still out cold.
"Oh yes Daryl, fuck me, baby"... The words just kept coming out of my mouth.
When my husband and I have sex, it's like a chore and I just want it to be over. Here I am with Daryl begging for more. I think I need to see a therapist. Maybe my husband and I need to see a sexologist. That is if I still have a husband.
The sex was incredible but what happened next was unforgivable. Sure, I said the normal things you would expect, fuck me with that big dick. Fuck me harder blah! Blah! Blah!
Daryl told me to look at her husband. I don't know what came over me. It was probably reading too many erotic stories and pleasuring myself with a dildo instead of enjoying sex with my husband. All I know is my inner slut came out.
"I wish my husband could fuck like this," I said.
"You finally getting some real dick now baby," Daryl was wheezing away grabbing for any breath he could. But kept on fucking. He was like a machine.
"That's right baby. Tell me whose pussy this is?"
"It's yours baby, all yours." Where did that come from? I had no idea, but I needed more of Daryl's dick.
For the briefest second, I studied my husband's face. 'Is he really sleeping through all this?'
Oh, it got worse. Much worse.
Then he said it again. "Look at your husband."
I looked at my husband.
"If he woke up right now, would you tell me to stop?"
"No."
"So, you'd let me finish fucking this beautiful married pussy right in front of him?"
"Yes."
"Good baby, because he's been watching me fuck his gorgeous wife for the last 30 minutes."
I was in shock, to say the least. I looked at my husband and sure enough, he was awake. And his dick was hard!
Daryl laughed and continued to fuck me as I stared at my husband. Then Daryl asked her again, "Do you want me to stop?"
Oh, I'm such a slut. But my husband didn't tell me to stop. I know in his condition there wasn't much he could do, but maybe he could have at least told me to stop or shed a tear as I ripped his heart out and threw away our marriage.
I responded, "No."
"Whose pussy is this?"
"Yours." I'm going to hell. I told this overweight man I had just met hours ago that my pussy belonged to him. I said this right in front of my husband, The father of our child.
"We are going to fuck all night baby?" Daryl carried me off to the bedroom, threw me on the bed and we sucked and fucked all night long.
As I said, I woke to a splitting headache and felt terrible for what I did to my husband.
Okay, damage control. I must have peed and cleaned up a little at some point last night. I don't see any cum dripping out of me. Surprisingly, the sheets didn't look as bad as I thought they would have.
Good idea to shower and strip the bed just the same. I could always tell my husband I drank too much and threw up on the sheets. Oh, who am I kidding? He watched me getting fucked there's no hiding that.
I took a shower and dressed. I took a deep breath and left the bedroom to find my husband sleeping on the chair. I saw my clothes in a pile, picked them up, and tossed them into the bedroom.
As I approached my husband, I saw him starting to stir and open his eyes. "Hi honey," I said trying to be a good wife. "Are you okay?"
My husband's next words send my mind spinning. My husband said to me, "I had a dream that you had sex with Darly last night."
I couldn't think of what to say. So, I just laughed. I pointed to my husband's crotch, "I can see you enjoyed your dream too." My husband had cum soaked shorts.
"I um uh..."
I sat down next to my husband and held him tightly. "It's okay honey it was just a dream."
"I guess the medication and alcohol must have really done a number on me last night."
I don't know if he was lying or if he truly didn't remember a thing that happened last night, but I wasn't gonna say anything.
"Honey, I have a splitting headache, and I don't have any aspirin. I'm going to go down to the lobby gift shop to fetch some aspirin and coffee for us. Do you want anything else?" I asked.
I put my original plan back in place and rolled the sheets into a pile. "I must have drunk too much and threw up a little on the sheets," I told my husband. "I'll drop them in front of the laundry room on my way to the lobby."
It must be a common thing to hook up in this hotel. Right next to the travel toothpaste, toothbrush, deodorant, and aspirin was Plan B. One-step, emergency contraception to help prevent pregnancy before it starts when taken within 72 hours after unprotected sex. 'Fuck, I need that.' I thought to myself.
I felt so embarrassed when I put that box on the counter at check out.
"Fun night?" The woman at the counter asked.
I just gave a smile, paid, and got out of there as fast as I could.
The coffee café was right next door. I needed a shot of Whiskey, but caffeine would have to do.
Wouldn't you know it, I walked out of the café to find Darly talking to a few women. He smiled at me but never approached. I guess he was done with me and on to his next conquest.
I'm not going to lie; my pussy did tingle a little bit as I stared at Darly and the memory of his big dick.
When I got back to the room, my husband was still on the couch. He looked so helpless. "Honey here's your coffee and I got you a muffin too."
I helped my husband out of his clothes and gave him a sponge bath as his little dick got hard. I took his dick in my mouth and down my throat. I bobbed up and down. My husband was squirming like a little kid in church that couldn't wait for it to end.
"Relax honey, make it last." I decided right then and there that our life together was going to change. I guess we can thank Darly for that. One night with Darly was enough to show me that I did still enjoy sex. Even if it had to be with my husband's little dick instead of a mighty python, so be it.
Did I stay faithful to my husband? Was I a good wife? After being attacked by a mighty python did I crave more?
Well, that's a story for another day.
The End
Thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding your comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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A perfect marriage was ruined because I was drunk, stoned, and horny. I didn't deserve my husband. But I'm going to get him back. He's still mine and I'm not giving up on us.
Listen to me, if your friends ever want to go on a girls' weekend for fun and excitement, it isn't worth it. Say no and run. Run away. I wish I had.
"Oh, my God! Look how big it is. I need to have that dick," all the girls were cheering and egging each other on.
"Bring that big dick over here to me." It was a free-for-all. But to our defense, we were all drunk off our asses and flying high on something harder than I remember from college.
"Suck that dick, Mary. Mary, Mary!" Mary started it all and each one of us followed like lost sheep.
"Suck that dick Kelly and go home with a smile. Tell your husband how good it was." All the girls laughed. "No pictures," I said.
I had told the girls that Tom was okay with me going away for the weekend and that there would be strippers. "When you come back, I want all the details and pictures, too, " my husband, Tom, said jokingly.
Once the twins were in bed, I thanked Tom for letting me go away with the girls. Tom and I have a great sex life. Tom is very athletic and has the stamina to prove it. Sometimes I think he might have a problem. He stays harder and lasts longer than a normal man. I'm not complaining, I'm just saying that I don't know if that's normal.
The girls were calling Tom a cuck and me a hotwife since Tom wanted details and pictures.
"Really." Mary said more as a statement than a question, "Tom is into that!"
"Into what?"
"You know, a guy that likes to hear his wife's stories or watch."
"Watch what," I asked.
"You know. Watching you flirt with other men and maybe even watching you get fucked by other men,"
I just looked at Mary. I was stunned. "I think he was kidding. I'm sure he doesn't want to watch me get fucked by another man."
"Tom is a little... how should I say...submissive and always has been," Mary said with a smile, "but that's okay."
"It's true Kelly," Jen concurred.
"What does that mean Mary and why are you agreeing with her Jen?"
"Look Kelly, all I'm saying is Tom may be a successful take-charge controlling, and dominant man in his career. But he gives you everything you want and never puts up a fight. You can do no wrong in Tom's eyes and get away with anything."
"He does not," I was lying to myself. Tom does well for himself, and he has spoiled me. I don't work. Tom pays my Amazon bill each month and doesn't get mad. I asked if we could hire a house cleaning service, and Tom said yes. I like to cook and bake, or I would have asked for someone to cook for us too.
"The Chevelle," Mary waited for a response.
"That wasn't my fault, and you know it. I didn't run into the giant bird..."
"It's called an eagle Lisa. A Bald Eagle. The national emblem of the United States."
"Whatever. My point is the bird hit me."
"And did the "Eagle" also tell you to drive the car Tom's 1970 Chevelle off the road?"
"I was confused."
"Kelly, most people would have just put on the breaks. It wasn't like you would have time to swerve and miss the eagle. You had already hit the poor thing."
"The bird hit the car. The car didn't hit the bird. And the car wasn't totaled. It just needed a little work.
And it wouldn't have happened if it weren't for you."
"Oh, it's my fault you hit the eagle and drove Tom's car off the road?"
"Look at the eagles. Look at the eagles they're matting. I was doing fine until you distracted me."
If you don't know, Eagles perform courtship displays in flight, locking talons, spinning through the air fucking as they fall from the sky. Well, one eagle lived while the other smashed into my windshield.
"I can't believe they tried to fine me for killing that damn bird. $100,000 and/or one year in prison."
"It was a good thing Tom got you off on the murder charge," I just shook my head at Mary. Tom wasn't an attorney yet but smoothed things over with the authorities.
"Just because Tom loves me and doesn't yell at me over tiny mistakes doesn't means he wants to watch me get fucked by another man?"
Anyway, I'm a slut now and so were the rest of the girls. No, that's not true. Mary turned me into a slut. Oh, I know. I can't blame Mary for my actions. But she's been getting me in trouble since we met in college. I needed help with a paper once, so Mary wrote it for me. Or rather Margaret Mead did. Mary plagiarized my whole paper.
"Kelly, you should take Anthropology it's a blow-off class, an easy A." Anthropology is the study of humans, their cultures, societies, and biological evolution across time and space. How was that class going to be an easy A? It would be because Mary said it would.
The only thing I learned from that class is that there is a belief that humans came from the ocean, "Aquatic apes." I was too far along to drop the class. I was going to get an F. Thank you very much, Mary.
If it weren't for a stupid paper, I wrote on the Aquatic ape theory I would have gotten an F. I called my paper Fact or Fiction, a look into the Sea Monkey Theory.
I figured what the hell I was getting an F anyway. The professor thought my paper was so funny that he gave me a D for the semester.
Mary and I had some fun times together too. Mostly it was Mary getting us into trouble.
>>>>>>>>>>
I had no interest in other men or big dicks until this girls' weekend. The big dick or rather dicks were right in front of my face. What was I going to do, "No thank you I have no interest and a big beautiful strong hard dick." No, that's not right, it was too big to be classified as anything less than a cock.
All the other stupid sluts were joining in, so why shouldn't I?
Let me step back a little bit and tell my story.
First, let me say that Mary is my best friend and if it weren't for her, I would never have met Tom. So, she has that going for her.
"Let's do a girls' night out," she said. There were five of us, Me, Mary, Karen, Tina, and Jen. We were all sorority sisters. Karen and Jen were older and not with me, Mary, and Tina for all our four years of stupid get-into-trouble fun. But Karen and Jen did have their own stories too.
"If we're gonna do it, let's do it right, just like the boys would," Mary said.
"What does that mean?" Karen asked.
"Strippers!" Mary responded and all the girls were giddy except Tina.
If a nun could get married, Tina would have entered the nunhood or whatever it's called. Jen and Karen's College goal was to loosen Tina up and get her laid. "Go find a dick you moody bitch." Jen and Karen would tease.
Tina was a virgin until she met Brian. We think Brian was a virgin too or gay before Tina introduced him to the heterosexual world. Those two were meant for each other. Even at college, they went to church every Sunday morning. Sometimes Tina was still drunk off her ass from the night before.
"Where do we go to see male strippers," it was Karen who asked.
"Online, you can find anything online," Mary said.
"How about a weekend away," Karen suggested with a big smile.
Tina, again, was the only one who wasn't giddy and thought it was a bad idea. "Guys, I don't know. I mean... remember college..."
"What? That was...how many years ago," Mary said, "we're all adults now."
"Oh Tina, loosen up," Karen and Jen, both giving her a hard time as always. "Is your husband's dick so big that you have no interest in looking at the other dicks in this world?"
"Well, it......" Tina said.
"Well, it's nothing. We're gonna find some big dicks for you to stare at and drool over," that was Mary's great idea, and we all agreed.
Karen found a ruler and tilting her head back measured how far 10 inches would look down her throat. "I'm looking for a 10-inch cock." We all laughed.
"You can't even swallow a pill without a sip of water," I said, "the most you can take down your throat is three inches."
"That's probably why your husband is so moody," Tina said under her breath shocking us all, but it was also the funniest thing Tina had ever said.
All of us are in our 30s with kids. "The husbands can watch the kids and we're going away for a weekend at the spa," Mary said, and Jen joined in, "We deserve this."
So that was it. We all asked our husbands if we could go away for a girls' weekend. "Sure," Tom said. "I know it takes a toll on you watching the girls all day," we have 8-year-old twin girls, "you deserve a little fun."
All the husbands were fine with the wives' weekend away. Of course, Jen's husband Jim was. He truly did want details and pictures.
"Jim likes to watch me. What's wrong with that?" As we all looked at her.
"What you and Jim have is great and it works for you. I'm just saying that I don't think Tom would be into anything like that."
That's when Mary started a Google search on her phone and read an article Is my husband a Cuck?
"Are you sure, you said he wanted details and pictures too? Maybe he's a closet cuck, and he's decided it's time to come out," Mary said, and Jen gave a light slap on her back and a giggle.
Then Jen started telling us about some erotic stories that she reads with Jim.
'Would Tom really like watching me have sex with other men? Would he like me to return home, and tell him how fantastic it felt to be fucked by a giant cock?' I thought to myself.
Tina was the one who slapped some sense into me. Literally, she slapped me, that bitch.
"Kelly, how big is Tom?"
"Six two, or so," I responded.
"How big is his dick," she asked.
"Pretty big I guess."
"How is he in bed?"
"Amazing," was all I could think to say.
"Does he take charge or do you?"
I knew the answer to this one, "Tom is the dominant one in the bedroom, and I love to please him." I was proud to respond.
"Then why the fuck would he want to watch someone fuck you or hear about it?"
Tina was right. What the fuck. Mary and Jen with all these stories were putting doubt in my head. "Thank you, Tina."
But Jen was relentless were her stories, "Jim and I swap and watch each other fuck all the time. Our sex life is so much better. For a while, it was getting dull, but not anymore."
"Well good for you. But mine is fine," I said.
"We're going to a club and watch some strippers, it's not an orgy." Karen went on, "But if Tom wants pictures, I'm sure the strippers will let you touch."
"Tom does not want pictures!"
"Fine, you don't need to get upset," Mary said, "We all love Tom it's just..."
"Enough!"
"I wish I had an open marriage, and my husband liked to watch," Karen said out of nowhere. And Jen was there on cue.
"I'll fuck Ron (Ron is Karen's husband) and you can have Jim. Jim has a fantastic tongue. His dick is average but with your gag reflux that should be fine." We all started laughing. "But that tongue. Jim takes good notes when he watches other men, please me."
"Do we have to talk about Jen's sex life?" Tina was blushing and I just wanted this conversation to end and move on from my husband being a cuck.
"I want to hear more," Karen said, and Mary agreed.
Jen went on for the next hour telling us about the last guy she fucked while Karen kept on asking for more details.
We eventually discussed our trip and made our arrangements. In two weeks, we would take an Uber on Thursday morning after our kids were all on the bus to school. We were staying at a nice hotel, food and drink included. We would return home late Sunday evening. Unbeknownst to Tina and me, the hotel was hosting a wild kinky sex party. If you had some kind of Kink, fetish, swing, whatever, you could attend.
Thursday finally arrived.
We checked in and met Poco. "Hello, ladies. I am Poco and I am here to serve you."
"I bet you are," Karen said with a smile.
"He said serve not service." We all laughed at Tina's comment.
"If you need anything, please ask me."
Tina and I looked at Karen, "Do not say a word perv!"
"What, I wasn't going to say anything."
We roamed the hotel property, and it struck me odd that children were nowhere to be found. The ages looked like early 20s to well into the 70s.
Whatever, school was in session maybe there were no families booked this weekend. We had a nice dinner and danced with some nice gentlemen. Their wives were fine with it and even encouraged us to dance with their husbands. After too many drinks and oddly, both men and women flirting with us, we called it a night to the disappointment of many.
Friday morning, we woke, had breakfast, and were off to the pool.
"Why are all the girls all topless?" Tina asked.
"Because it's a Kinky Sex Craze weekend!" Mary and Jen yelled. "We told them that we were unicorns." Karen was drooling as she looked at all the men and hot bods.
"A what," I asked.
"This isn't one of those Kinky dress like an animal party, is it?" Tina asked.
"Are you stupid," Karen said with a laugh, "A unicorn. A bisexual woman that fucks couples."
"Like a threesome?" I asked.
"Sort of I guess you could say, right Jen," Karen looked to the expert in the field for confirmation.
"I'm a unicorn sometimes," Jen said.
"Of course, you are," Tina followed up with an apology. "Jen, honestly, I meant nothing by my comment. I have nothing against you and Jim's lifestyle."
"I accept your apology." Then Jen went on, "I'm getting fucked this weekend and plan on licking pussy. Jim can't wait to hear my stories."
Jen and Jim swing, swap, and go solo. They play with toys; most of the time, Jen uses Toys on Jim. Their only rule is openness and honesty.
On a side note, I never knew what Loctober was until Jen enlightened the vanilla wives.
It came up on TikTok. Tina sent it around to us. It was a girl holding a Key "Loctober is my favorite time of year" the woman said.
"What the hell is Loctober?" Tina had asked.
"Mary, as always was the first to Google Loctober while Jen just laughed at us.
"Loctober," Mary started reading to herself.
"Read it to us!" Karen was getting excited as she thought it must have something to do with sex.
"Consensual chastity Play." Mary said, "Loctober is about sexual self-control, submission, and power dynamics. Submissive partners wear chastity devices as a way of relinquishing control over their sexual pleasure. A keyholder holds the literal and symbolic key to the device, representing trust, vulnerability, and intimacy.
The guy can't cum for the whole month of October!"
"Kind of like No Nut November," Tina said.
We all turned our heads and looked at her, surprised but with a smile. Who was this girl and what happened to Tina?
Loctober is a special month in Jen and Jim's little world and must be celebrated.
"Loctober is a month for me to degrade and humiliate my loving husband," Jen said with a smile. "I go out on dates all month long and get fucked while Jim's little dick is locked away in its cage. I return home and tell him how good the sex is. Jim starts humping the air like a dog in heat.
By the end of the month, Jim wants out. His blue balls can't last much longer. When I finally release his little dick, Jim fucks me like a crazed rabbit."
"I wish my husband were open-minded like Jim," Karen said again.
"I'm not fucking anyone, count me out," Tina said as we looked at the weekend's list of events.
Clothing is optional all weekend long! Topless is MANDATORY by the pool!
Friday

	Breakfast 8 - 10
	Playtime at the pool 11 - 4


(Mix and Match)
(Drink or Dare)

	Horny hour or longer 4 -7
	Dinner, Dance, and more 7


Saturday

	Breakfast 8-10
	Playtime at the pool 11 - 4


(Mix and Match)
(Dare or Drink)

	Horny hour or longer 4 -7
	Dinner, Dance, and more 7


"What's mix and match," Tina asked.
"you'll find out," Jen said.
"I wish I had an open marriage," Karen said again.
"I told you, Karen, convince Ron and he can fuck me. Jim will be more than happy to fuck you. Once Ron has a taste of pussy, he'll be begging for more."
"Let me work on him but you may be right. I have caught him checking out your ass enough times," Karen said with a smile.
"Just my ass? He doesn't like my tits?"
Mary, Jen, and Karen took their bikini tops off. "Tops off girls. Time to let those titties free."
"I'm not taking my top off," Tina was adamant.
Karen looked at Tina, "If those 70-year-old ladies with tits down to their waist have no problem showing off their titties, you shouldn't either. Now let those titties free."
I looked at Tina and we both gave each other and shrugged. Off went out tops too.
Quite a few couples had no problem walking around with nothing on. I was shocked to see a man who must be in his 70s could still get it up. He was hard as a rock staring at us.
"God damn Karen how horny are you? He must be in his 70s stop staring at his dick." Tina said.
"Listen," Jen said adding her words of wisdom once again, "70 is the new 50."
"So, what are we, back in Middle School or High School?" Tina said with a look of disgust.
"I occasionally have sex with an older gentleman and sometimes he shares me with his wife. I'm getting tingly just thinking about it." Jen now playing with her nipples.
"How old?" Karen asked with excitement.
"He's 80 and his name is Charles."
"I can't take it anymore; I want that old guy." We all laughed at Karen. She stayed with us but asked Poco to bring us all a blowjob shot that we did in honor of the old guy staring at us. Just for the hell of it, we had Poco bring the old guy's wife a blowjob shot too.
We sat back in our chairs enjoying the sun and drinking as naked couples played in the pool. We also received many stares from both men and women. It was like we were sitting under a Unicorn Stable sign.
"Why are they called unicorns?" Tina asked.
"Because they're almost impossible to find." Jen the expert chimed in.
"And here we are, five of us thanks to Mary," I said with a roll of the eyes.
"Fuck, look at the dick," Karen said, "could you imagine how that would feel pumping away in your pussy?"
"I think you've had enough to drink Karen. How many Mimosas have you had?"
And then Jen jumped in. "I'm going to go talk to him. If all goes well, I'll tell you how good it feels."
"No, you won't bitch, that my Big Dick, I saw it first."
"Don't worry Karen, we'll find you another," Mary said, and we all giggled.
"Stop egging her on," Tina said.
"Listen, Mom, we're here to have fun and stare at big dicks and get horny. Our husbands will thank us when we return home. They may even tell us to go on another girls' weekend." Mary said.
"Just relax and enjoy the view, Tina. Have fun. If it happens, it happens." Words Jen has always lived by.
"If what happens?"
Jen smiled and looked at Tina, "You'll know when it happens."
Couples were now stopping by to sit and talk with us. Jen was laughing as Mary and Karen were telling couples the best place to find Unicorns.
"Unicorn Landing. If you want to find a Unicorn you can look into the SLS site. But your best chance to find a Unicorn to play with is through Unicorn Landing," Karen said with a smile.
"SLS? Unicorn Landing?" I looked at Karen.
"I follow people on TikTok. I'm into all this Alternative Lifestyle stuff."



And then a couple of guys stopped by for a visit.
"I thought to be here this weekend you had to have a kink, swinger, hotwife..."
"Or a bull." Jen chimed in.
"Or Bi," one guy said as he and his "partner" asked if they could apply suntan lotion on our tits.
"What's a bull," Tina asked as she looked at the list of eligibility requirements for the weekend.
"See those two men?" one of the Bi guys asked, "Six-five tall and look like they play in the NFL. Those are bulls."
"Put your tongue back in your mouth Karen you're going to scare them away." Now Mary was in heat, along with Karen.
"A few drinks from the gentleman at the bar." Poco was back again. I haven't drunk that much since I was in college. We must have been out of practice because the drinks were affecting all of us.
The guys who claimed to be bisexual were pulling us into the pool to play. Tina was the only one who stayed behind. Yes, I was half in the bag or maybe completely in it and joined in on the fun in the pool.
Two guys approached me and Karen. "Oh, my," Karen said with a smile.
"Cocktail," Poco was back again. Poolside with shots for us.
I tried my best not to touch that big cock, but I failed.
"You can touch it. It won't bite."
"No! No! I can't"
Karen was going under the water sucking on her man's dick. Mary went off to the jacuzzi with the two bisexual guys.
I touched it. I stroked it. It grew and grew and grew and grew and grew and grew.
"That's it, get that cock nice and hard so I can fuck you." Then there was an announcement that released the spell his massive cock had over me.
"Game Time!"
For those of you interested in a little afternoon fun, we have a game for you. It's called mix and match." the announcer continued, "girls drop your bottoms and throw them in the pool. Men dive in. Whose ever bikini bottom you grab; the owner of the bikini is yours to do with as you please."
"What if I grab more than one," someone yelled.
"As long as everyone has at least one partner, then have fun with two."
Karen and I got out of the pool. I thought we were going to our chairs, but Karen started taking her bottoms off. Tina and I had to tackle her.
"Karen, playing with a dick is bad enough, but we're not going to let you run off and fuck anyone."
"You should talk Kelly," Karen said, "I saw you jerking that guy off in the pool."
"Yes, but I have no plans of fucking anyone," I said as I slurred my words. We were all hammered.
"Fine," Karen said in a huff as she fell over and took a couple out with her.
Well, we didn't join in, but we sure as hell were getting excited. No one ran off to their rooms to fuck. Let's just say that I had no interest in swimming in the pool or sitting in the jacuzzi the rest of the day.
"Fuck," drunk Karen said, "can I at least play with myself?"
"Do whatever makes you happy," Tina said as she shook her head in disgust.
"Stay here and don't leave or let any dicks find their way inside of you," I said as I walked off to look for Mary. Tina needed a stiff drink. She walked to the bar, which was less than ten feet from Karen.
I couldn't find Mary, but I felt confident that she wasn't fucking anyone. But the way today was going, who knows for sure?
Tina and I got back to Karen at about the same time, it couldn't have been more than fifteen minutes. Karen was sitting on some guy's face while he was feasting on her pussy.
"What the fuck," Tina yelled and grabbed this poor guy by his balls.
"Fuck let go," he cried out.
"This is getting out of hand," Tina said.
And there came Jen with her latest conquest. "Take a picture of me sucking his dick. Jim will love it." Karen started taking videos of Jen and the whole pool party orgy.
We got Karen to calm down by letting her smoke some pot. Yes, pot is legal and there was plenty of it.
We were all drinking and smoking pot now. It was like we were back at college again, Spring Break 19 something or other. We were sluts again, well not Tina. Tina was still contemplating nunhood.
Poco, fucking Poco was back again with shots. Jen of course was laying back getting her pussy licked, "Really," Tina said, "right in front of us."
"Take a picture, take a picture," she told Karen.
We thought playing the photographer would distract Karen, but we were wrong. The couple Karen had knocked over were back to visit the Unicorn Stable. I guess we were open for business. Karen was kissing the woman as her husband was sucking on her tits. Tina and I gave up. "Shit as long as she doesn't start fucking anyone, just let her have her fun," I said to Tina.
"Jen, you're in charge of Karen! No fucking for her!" Tina and I wobbled off to the lady's room. We were both worse off than we thought. I found out later that the weed was laced with something more than herbs.
Tina and I stumbled out of the bathroom, "fuck them," Tina said, "I'm going to the bar." The alcohol and weed were hitting us hard.
"Drinks ladies?" Poco was back again.
The bar was a free-for-all. The bartenders, TOPLESS, were hanging upside-down from a pole that ran the full length of the bar. They poured shots into the partygoers' mouths as they bent backward over the bar. I did a few, and so did Tina.
We me, Marco, and Vinnie. They were the ones getting the bar going. They were throwing money around like it was Prime Day and shipping was free.
To my surprise, I saw Tina lying on the bar while a few guys were taking turns doing body shots of her stomach.
Something wasn't right. But I was having too much fun to care. The bartender, at Marco's request, was using my tit canal like a luge. Guys were slurping up the alcohol as it made its way between my tits. Mostly they were licking my tits and sucking on my nipples.
"Mary, Mary, Mary," Karen, Mary, and Jen had made their way to the bar. Mary was sucking the biggest dick I had ever seen. No, it was a cock, The biggest cock I had ever seen. Karen and Jen cheered her on. Next was Karen and then Jen. They were sucking his cock and the line was forming.
Karen was quickly overcoming her gag reflux.
"I'll suck a big cock if you do but don't tell my husband," Tina said incoherently.
"You ladies having fun?" Marco and Vinnie were hot as fuck. "Let's do a shot.
Poco, shots all round!"
The next thing I knew, Marco pushed me to my knees as I marveled at the giant cock in front of me. Yes, I sucked it and swallowed every drop of his baby seed.
"Give me that dick," I heard Tina say. I looked to my right and Tina was sucking Vinnie's dick.
"That's it, suck that big dick. I got it on video for Brian," Karen said.
"No Video or pictures." I slurred as I slurped.
Karen was with her couple. My pussy was getting wet just watching the three of them playing with each other.
Let's go back to my suite and have a little fun before dinner," Marco said, and we all followed like lambs to slaughter. There we were, Marco, Vinnie, me, Tina, Jen, two guys that had the biggest cocks I had ever seen. I think they were the Bulls. Karen, loving her new life as a Unicorn, followed along with the couple she hooked up with. Mary was in love with the two guys who said they were bisexual. I'm not sure who everyone else was but the suite was packed.
Marco was snorting cocaine off my tits at one point during the afternoon. Alcohol was flowing but I was done drinking.
Jen was getting fucked by two guys on one bed. Karen was sucking her guy's dick while his wife now had the phone taking videos. Mary was throwing up while the Bi guys were holding her hair back.
Time was a blur. Tina and I found our way to an empty bed, and we were going down on each other. Karen had it all on video of course. It was the best orgasm I had ever had. I hope I did the same for Tina.
"Yes! Yes! fuck me with that tongue." I guess I was doing it right.
We sat there making out and sharing our love juice when the door to the suite was busted in. "Everyone on the ground hands clasped on your head."
It was a bust. Our hands were zip-tied and everyone in the suite was taken to jail. Everyone except the couple Karen was with.
Yes, Karen's hooked up with a cop and his wife. The husband was a narc. He sent a few videos to his Narcotics friends. Hence the drug bust that landed us in jail for the weekend. We had to wait until Monday morning when we would be arraigned.
There were close to 30 of us in jail cells. We did find out later, through voluntary blood tests, that besides the alcohol and funny weed, we had other drugs in our system, Ecstasy, among others.
When we woke up sometime on Saturday. Friday afternoon and evening were nothing but a blur. It wasn't until we saw the videos that the events of Girls' Weekend came back to us.
We called our husbands. We had planned to tell them it was all a misunderstanding. But it appeared that they already knew what had happened. Karen, that drunk bitch, had sent pictures and videos to our group text that included our husbands.
The police were only interested in Marco, Vinnie and a few of his friends thank God. Everyone else was released. But we did have to attend five AA meetings and community services at a rehab center back home.
All the husbands came to pick us up except mine. Tom, whom I failed to mention, was an attorney and was running for city council. I was an embarrassment to Tom.
By Monday morning I was all over the local news. How did it hit the local news so fast and where did the pictures come from, who knows? All I know is Tom was mad.
Tom ended up dropping out of the race for city council and filed for divorce.
Mary and Karen are in the doghouse, but their husbands didn't threaten them with divorce.
Tina begged her husband to divorce her. "I don't deserve a good man like you." She cried, "Divorce me I'm nothing more than a slut!" Her husband had no problem with forgiving her.
I told my lawyer I didn't want to be a divorce statistic. Tom moved out of the house, and we shared custody of the children. Tom wasn't talking to me. As young as they were, they could tell that Mommy and Daddy weren't happy.
Tom's lawyer kept sending the divorce papers to my attorney for me to sign. I kept changing the terms and sending them back.
We were asking for ridiculous things to delay the process thinking that Tom just needed a little time. After 4 months Tom and I found ourselves in court.
I took a tactical approach and threw myself on the mercy of the court. I was crying and ran to the judge. The bailiff had to restrain me. They thought I was crazy, but the judge did listen to my story.
I had all the girls as my witnesses. I had my daughters beg the judge to stop the divorce. I even had my attorney subpoena the narcotics officer and his wife.
Well, the judge is now on my Christmas card list. His name is Judge Henry Barker.
The judge yelled at Tom. "Your wife had to spend a weekend in jail for something that was out of her control. Woman being drugged is no joke and should be taken seriously. Show some compassion.
You know what? You can enjoy a weekend in jail to see what it was like for your wife. Bailiff, take this idiot away. Divorce denied!"
"What are you gonna charge him with?" The bailiff asked.
"Stupidity!"
"I don't think that's a chargeable offense, Judge."
"You can't send me to jail. This is stupid!" Tom yelled at the judge.
"I can now. Disorderly conduct, Disrespecting the judge, Disrupting court proceedings, and stupidity. I'm sure there are more offenses I can think up if needed."
The judge also made Tom go to counseling. His words were, "You're an idiot! Seek help."
If you miss one session you're going back to jail. If I find out you're not trying, you're going back to jail. I want the two of you and your two beautiful daughters back in court in four months!" The judge shouted.
Well, that's my story of how I almost ended my marriage. That's right, almost.
Tom and I are back together again. Tom tried to forbid me from talking to Mary, Jen, or Karen ever again.
I let Tom know that that might be a problem. If I hadn't mentioned already, Mary is Tom's younger sister, and Jen is Tom's older sister. Karen is my older sister.
On a good note, Tom had no problem with me talking to Tina.
On a bad note, Tina's husband Brian thinks I'm a bad influence on Tina after seeing us in bed with each other. Tina was begging for more and was caught on video, "That was the best orgasm of my life. Is there some paper I need to sign to become bisexual?" That upset Brian a little.
Hey, we were drunk, stoned, and horny. And on whatever Poco was drugging us with.
Yes, it was Poco. Karen caught Poco on video putting more than alcohol into the drinks he was serving that weekend.
"Fuck, no more GIRLS NIGHT ANYTHING!!!" Tom yelled.
The End
Thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding your comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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First, I would like to say that I have nothing but respect for the author whose story gave me the idea for my story. An author that can create a story of an overweight man with crooked teeth and a big dig that seduces a wife into fucking him in front of her husband, who may or may not be a cuck, is creative.
With a story such as this, how can I not add a twist to it?
I'm sorry if you did not enjoy reading "The Morning After."
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But remember that it is fiction and there is no reason to get upset over the story.
Please enjoy,
The Morning After Chapter 2
Can this vacation get any worse?
"Relax honey, make it last." I decided right then and there that our life together was going to change. I guess we can thank Daryl for that. One night with Daryl was enough to show me that I did still enjoy sex. Even if it had to be with my husband Rick's little dick.
I know I say Rick has a little dick at 5" maybe 5 and a half inches when he gets really excited. But I've never complained. Also, statistics say that the average size dick in the US is five and a half inches. Two or three inches is all that is needed to hit a girl's happy spot. Any more dick after that is just a bonus.
I wasn't sure how I was going to straddle Rick with his leg in a cast and bum shoulder but needed to find a way. What happened last night was a mistake and I needed Rick to know I was his and only his.
I stood up while stroking Rick's dick, "Relax honey" I needed to slow down, or he would cum too soon. I wore a cute little sundress, bikini bottoms, and no top. I pulled the straps off my shoulders and let the dress fall to the ground.
"I need you in me," I told Rick. I pulled down my bottoms, took Rick's hand, and brought it to my pussy. "That's it, baby. Get me nice and wet for that dick of yours."
I was a little sore after being fucked by Daryl's big dick but Rick was much smaller so I figured it would be fine.
Rick was doing fine with his fingers, but I needed his award-winning tongue. Even if our sex life had been in a rut, I remember how good Rick was with his tongue.
I straddled Rick's face and slowly lowered myself trying not to hit his shoulder. "Oh, God that feels so good. Don't stop."
"Ouch, go easy. OUCH."
"I'm sorry honey. I'm sorry."
"It's fine." I could see Rick was in pain.
But I couldn't stop now. I was sliding my pussy across Rick's tongue. It felt so good. I was no longer stroking his dick. This was all about me. I had my hands on Rick's chest, and I was bushing down harder as I slid back and forth "That's it right there. Don't stop. OH FUCK!" I was coming like Niagara Falls.
"Oh my god, that was incredible. You are incredible." I needed to make Rick feel special and get us back on track. After All, we were in the Bahamas to rekindle our sex life and if a little boost to Rick's ego is what was needed, so be it.
After Rick had satisfied me, I started stroking his dick again. Once in a comfortable position, I lowered myself down. "How does that feel baby? Am I hurting you?" Scissored between each other, Rick lying on his back and me sitting upright, I was in control. "Does that feel good baby because I need more."
I started riding hard I needed Rick to cum in me. I wanted us to cum together. "That's it, baby hold out as long as you can for me." I looked at Rick and saw the pain in his face. I didn't realize it, but I was pushing on Rick's broken leg for support as I fucked the life out of him.
"Fuck FUCK! FUCK! CUM WITH ME!" Rick was in tears now. I dropped onto Rick's chest as I felt his dick shrink inside me.
"Thank you, baby. That was fantastic."
"I need my pain meds, please."
With a warm washcloth, I cleaned both of us. Sleepiness is a side effect of the painkiller Rick was taking. I knew after two taking two pills he would be tired and shortly out like a light.
I walked around the room picking up all the little alcohol bottles and the empty food containers that we must have ordered last night.
It was our last day in the Bahamas. I wanted to sit out by the pool but felt that after last night, I needed to be here for Rick. I called the desk and ordered lunch and a set of crutches. To my surprise, along with lunch and crutches, they also brought a wheelchair.
I invited the cute boy who brought it to us into the room. He placed the food onto the table while I rolled in the wheelchair and crutches. Going in behind him, I couldn't help but notice his nice muscular backside. And when I went to grab my wallet for a tip, he was staring at me. With not much to leave to the imagination, as I was only wearing a bikini. I could only imagine what he was thinking.
"Here you go." I gave him a nice tip and sent him on his way.
Being with Daryl last night did something to me. Sex with Daryl had awoken something inside of me. That boy was young, probably in his early 20s, maybe even 19. But looking at his young muscular body was making me horny again.
I looked at Rick. He was snoring away. Oh well.
Back home, all I did was come up with excuses when Rick wanted sex. I had a headache, or it was that time of the month, sometimes my excuse would be I was just too tired. My list went on and I had no reason why.
Was I tired from keeping up with our daughters all day? We have two girls, seven and five.
Rick and I started going to the gym. I'll confess, Rick was already in pretty good shape, but me... Well, I could lose ten or more pounds and needed a little toning. Once I started losing weight and feeling sexy again helped me to change how I felt about myself and my interest in sex.
The guys at the gym started checking me out, which was also a boost to my ego.
With Rick asleep again, I sat on the deck and read on my tablet. I was distracted thinking about what happened last night with Daryl and how I could have disrespected Rick as I had and said those things to him. I almost didn't hear Rick behind me.
I closed my tablet quickly. I still didn't know if Rick was telling me the truth when he said he "imagined" Daryl fucking me in his dream.
I was searching topics like voyeur, hotwife, and cuckold. I also came across SPH. That was a new one for me, Small Penis Humiliation. I didn't know there was such a thing. But some guys get off on being humiliated based on their penis size. It must be some psychological issue because the articles I was reading said that even guys with average or bigger-than-average size dicks get off on this humiliation. I didn't know what to make of last night.
"Hi honey, how are you feeling? I see you have the crutches I left for you. The hotel also brought us a wheelchair."
"That was nice of them."
"I also had them bring us some food. If you're hungry I can make you something."
"Maybe a little something lite," Rick said with a smile.
That afternoon we sat out on the deck and had a wonderful time. We talked about our girls and played cards, which we hadn't done in years. We also had a serious talk about the sexual rut we had been in. We agreed to continue working out and more sex was going to be a priority for us. The topic of Daryl never came up. Maybe Rick did think last night was a dream. And he did get just a little too excited.
We did make love once more before I went off to shower. I tried my best not to hurt Rick this time.
"Wow, you look great Deb," Rick said seeing me in my short black cocktail dress. I was showing plenty of cleavage. My four-inch heels did wonders to show off my toned legs too.
There were various restaurant options from take-it-to-go, buffet style, or sit-down with servers taking orders. We decided on the hotel sit-down restaurant because it would be easier on Rick. The wheelchair came in handy too.
As we walked into the restaurant, I knew men were checking me out. I liked it. I was excited. Rick would benefit from my excitement tonight.
Waiters were walking around with Champagne while couples waited to be seated. They were playing fun island music. I wanted so much to get up and dance, but Rick couldn't. Rick knew I liked dancing and felt bad for me. Then Daryl made his way over to our table.
"Deb and Rick, fancy meeting you all here. Look at you Rick, you needed that wheelchair yesterday." I tried not to make eye contact with Daryl instead I found myself looking at the bulge in his pants.
"Deb, you look incredible tonight."
"Thank you, Daryl." I hoped Daryl wouldn't say anything to Rick about last night.
"Can I get the waiter to get us a drink?" Daryl read my mind as he waved his hand to the waiter.
"Is that champagne for us?" Daryl asked and we were each handed a glass. "Can you also bring us a few other drinks? I think I'll have um, a...Sex on the Beach. Rick, probably a soda for you if you're on those pain pills again, am I right?"
"Yes, a coke for me please."
"Deb, what would you like," Daryl asked.
"Whiskey on the rocks. Make it a double with a splash of club." I had a feeling it was going to be a long evening.
"Ouch, big drinker Deb?" Daryl was playing a game with us, and I was nervous. This was his innocent IT guy persona it wasn't the dominant man who brought me to pleasure over and over last night.
"Daryl, you're going to join us for dinner?" Rick asked. I looked at Daryl with little hope that he would say he had other plans.
"Are you sure?" Daryl asked innocently. "If I'm not intruding."
"Nonsense, right Deb?"
"Please! We would...Love for you to join us." I said with a fake smile.
Daryl sat next to me. His hand was under my dress in a flash as it crept higher and higher up my thigh. I tried my best to hold his hand from going any higher. I'm not going to lie; I wish it were Rick's hand because I wouldn't have stopped him.
"Daryl," Rick said, "I just want to thank you for what you did for me last night. Deb was looking forward to this vacation and well...look at me. Daryl, I'm only glad you could give Deb what I couldn't."
I spit my drink out of my mouth while coughing.
"Are you okay Deb?" They both asked me.
"I'm fine. All good. It just went down the wrong pipe."
"Daryl," Rick continued, "the alcohol and painkillers hit me hard last night. I was out cold. But you and Deb had a fun time." Please no more I thought to myself. The guilt was killing me.
"I saw all the empty little bottles and that room service was ordered. Deb told me she told me she even threw up a little. I guess she must have drunk a little too much."
"Rick, did Deb tell you we shared a joint too?" Again, Daryl with his innocent act.
"No." Rick looked at me, "Keeping secrets Deb?"
If he only knew.
"We had the munchies, Rick. I'm a big guy but I'll tell you. I was feeling no pain. I was nervous when a friend gave me a joint. I haven't smoked in years, but I figured what the hell. I'm on vacation. Am I right?" Daryl smiled, as he flashed his crooked teeth.
"Right, Deb. It was fun getting a little high."
"Fun time. Yes, it was."
"I bet I made you feel good. Didn't I Deb? I Bet you never felt anything like you did last night. I mean the weed made you feel good." He laughed at his joke.
"Daryl, could I ask you a favor?" I looked at Rick. I was confused. What favor did he want from Daryl?
"Certainly, Rick. What can I do for you?"
"Deb loves to dance and well... I can't dance in this wheelchair."
"Rick, you want me to dance with Deb! I'd be honored."
"No, really, it's...
I couldn't finish my sentence. Daryl had me by the hand and the other on my lower back as we were off to the dance floor. We were out of Rick's view. Daryl had his hands all over me as we danced. He was squeezing my ass and pulling me tight to the bulge in his pants.
"Do you feel that, Deb? You want that again, don't you?" Daryl said as he had both hands on my ass and was pulling me tightly against his crotch. Being so much taller than me, his crotch rubbing against my stomach wasn't exciting for me.
"Daryl," I took a deep breath and looked him in the eyes, "please do not say anything to Rick about last night. He thinks it was a dream."
Daryl let out a laugh. "And you believe him? You saw him watching as I fucked you... and the things we were saying! A real man would have attacked me and thrown your ass out. When I left early this morning, he had cum stained pants. Who knows how many times he jerked off listening to us fucking in the bedroom.
Your husband is a cuck and I'm looking forward to fucking you in front of him again."
"Daryl, that will never happen."
"No? Let me show you something, Deb."
I was nervous as I followed Daryl to where no one was standing. Daryl took out his phone and played a video for me. It was Daryl and I last night.
Fuck me, Daryl! I need that big cock in me.
You like Daddy's big cock don't you slut? Beg me for it.
"And I got more video and pictures too."
"Daryl erase all of that off your phone."
"Not gonna happen, Deb. Your pussy is mine or we see if Rick really is a cuck. Who knows, he might get off watching the videos and pictures of us fucking."
"Daryl, it was a mistake and a one-time-only mistake."
Daryl quickly looked around and pushed me into what looked like an empty coat check room. He shut and locked the door. "On your knees Deb!"
Fuck. I dropped to my knees. What could I do? I didn't want Daryl to show Rick the videos. If Rick were telling the truth and he did think it was a dream, seeing that video... my marriage would be over.
Daryl dropped his pants and looked down at me. "Let the monster out and start sucking."
I pulled down his boxers and did as I was told. "That's it, Deb. Let me help you." Daryl held the back of my head and forced his cock as far down my throat as I could take it. It felt like I had been sucking his cock forever.
"Enough of that. Turn around and lean over that chair." It was a loveseat and Daryl had me bent over the sidearm. Thank God it was cushiony. Daryl slid my dress over my hips and pulled my panties.
Daryl had one hand on my back holding me down. His stubby sausage fingers on his other hand slide into my pussy. Damn, even his fingers were talented. He had two fingers rubbing and hitting my happy spot. "Oh, fuck me!" it felt so good.
"As you wish," Daryl said as he slid his cock in my wet pussy. "Does that feel good Deb? Tell Daddy how good it feels."
"Not this time, Daryl. I should call the police."
"I don't think so, Deb."
Daryl was sliding his big cock in me and this time he wasn't holding back. "FUCK YES! YES! FUCK ME HARDER!" I was under the spell of his cock again."
I've read that there are five erogenous zones in the Vagina. Well, Daryl and his big cock found a few more. I was in ecstasy and begging for more.
"Whose slut are you, Deb? Tell me."
"No!" I let out with a heavy breath. "Not this time Daryl. "Oh FUCK! Yes, I'm your slut, Daddy." I couldn't keep my mouth shut. I'm such a slut. I don't deserve my husband. "Harder Daryl. If you're gonna fuck me at least do it right."
Daryl was slamming away now. He was breathing heavily, and I was hoping he would have a heart attack and maybe even die. Well after I came a few more times, I mean.
I felt Daryl's warm cum shoot deep inside me. I was going to need a Day After pill again for sure. I'm on the pill, but the way that man comes, I'm not taking any chances.
I felt all of Daryl's weight on me as his cock started to shrink. Even soft it was bigger than Rick's. I shimmied my way out from under him and tried to clean myself with tissues that were on a shelf. I pulled up my panties telling Daryl we were done. "Daryl, you used me for the last time."
Then Daryl hit play again. "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard."
"Are you fucking kidding me!" Daryl was jerking his dick, and it was hard again. He sat on the chair and stared at me.
"Come sit on Daddy's lap."
"No Daryl! We are done!"
Then Daryl hit play again. "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard."
"This is the last time, Daryl. You better not say anything to Rick and delete everything on your phone."
"Relax Deb after tonight, we'll never see each other again. Now come over here."
At least I still had some of Daryl's cum in me as lubrication because he wasn't being gentle.
Daryl was lifting me and bringing me down hard. I couldn't take it much longer. The slut in me came out again. "Call me Daddy and beg for more."
"Fuck Daddy! Fuck me harder!" I need to see a therapist when I get back home from this trip."
I didn't think Daryl would ever finish, but eventually he did. We were both exhausted. I got off him and just shook my head. "Never again Daryl!"
Daryl smiled, "Deb, why don't you go to the ladies' room and clean yourself up a little? I'll let Rick know you'll join us for dinner shortly."
I sat in the stall crying. This vacation sucks. It keeps getting worse and worse. I washed my face; my make-up was a mess.
Back at the table, I found Rick and Daryl in conversation. They were like besties.
What the fuck!
"Deb, Daryl only lives a few towns over from us."
"Isn't that something, Deb?" Daryl looked at me with a smile. "Rick, why don't you give me your number? I would love to catch a game with you. Maybe even meet at a bar for a few drinks.
Deb You also. I'm sorry. What was I thinking."
And there was Rick. He was trading numbers with Daryl and even gave Daryl mine.
The End - for now.
Thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding your comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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"Babe, we need to talk."
I have friends who have told me about these words or similar combinations. Most of them are now divorced.
As a medical equipment sales rep, I travel regularly for work and have met a lot of people. My divorced clients all say the same thing.
"Women suck. They draw you in with sex. You marry and the sex is no more. Oh sure, it starts slowly, but eventually... Well, let me ask you. Does your wife still give you head without you having to beg for it?"
I wasn't getting head as often as I used to. I had to agree that that was true.
"My wife that bitch. Ten years into our marriage I was only getting sex scraps. The fucker that lived behind me was getting the main course."
The one thing that they all had in common was that they wished they hadn't got divorced.
"Rick," That's me, "divorce sucks. My wife didn't want a divorce. It was only sex she kept telling me. Maybe she was right. All I know is my emotions and ego got the best of me, and I filed for divorce. My wife fought me on it. But I was stubborn. Eventually, the divorce went through, and life has sucked ever since."
Bob, my recently divorced client, was a nice guy. He said his wife was just bored and looking for a little excitement. She found it, I guess. Bob lost his house to his wife until their kids graduated from college. Not until they turned 18. The house doesn't get sold until the kids graduate from college or his ex-wife remarries.
He pays alimony and child support. He covers the kids' medical, dental, and eye insurance.
Bob is not complaining about anything he has to pay for his kids, but he also pays for his wife's health insurance since she doesn't work.
"Rick, I still love that bitch!"
It hit me like a ton of bricks. I wasn't ready for it. I thought my life was good. My wife gave me head at least... I don't know. Well less but not never. Most times I didn't even have to ask. Once the kids are asleep... it's Mommy and Daddy time. I could just be sitting there watching a game and my wife would be sucking on my dick. How could she do this to me? Maybe it was me. Was I selfish and not reciprocating enough? Was I supposed to go down on my wife while she was watching Yellowstone or maybe the other show, 1883? I know she likes Sam Eliot. My wife has a thing for older men. I'm eight years older than Karen, my wife.
Maybe my problem is I'm too nice of a guy. I'm not a "bad boy." My wife asks for something, and I give it to her. My kids too. We have two of the best kids. Twins. 10-year-old girls. There's an Amazon Christmas Book. They circle what they want, and I buy it for them. I thought that's what I was supposed to do.
I don't want to be a part-time dad.
Fuck! My life is gonna suck just like Bob's if I ask for a divorce.
I make good money. I made great money. But now it will all be my wife's money.
Bob makes good money too. But he says the more he makes, the more he has to pay in alimony. I asked him once why he doesn't just try to work it out work it out. He told me she didn't want to divorce, and he doesn't think she is seeing anyone. Bob's not seeing anyone as far as I know.
Would I be okay with my wife fucking some other guy or guys? Shit! I mean, it sounds like I'm getting more sex than Bob was. Maybe my wife will be fair and not cut me off or give me sex scraps. Maybe her "lover" will get the main course, and I'll get dessert. Dessert is good, right?
Karen is such a good mother. I wouldn't have a prayer in hell of winning custody.
I need to think. I need a list. A few lists.

	The pros vs cons of divorce
	Finances. I need to hide some money. How am I going to hide money? Karen pays the bills. I'm not even sure how much money we have in the bank. I think we have a savings account too.


Karen made me sign some papers too. "Honey," what are all these papers I'm signing?" I remember asking her.
"Don't worry what it is, just sign on the line that says your name. Date it to Babe."
Babe, she called me babe when I had to sign those papers. She never calls me babe unless she wants something or wants me to do something. Come to think of it, those blowjobs on the couch. The unexpected ones. They have all cost me something.
That fucking convertible! I got more than a blowjob that night.
Hawaii! That was another big night. It was the playoffs too. I missed the whole game. Oh, but was it ever worth it? I sat on the couch as Karen straddled me. Her beautiful tits were in my mouth. Karen knows how much I love to suck on her tits. "How old were you when your mother stopped breastfeeding you?" she has asked me a few times.
Maybe I did suck on my mother's breast too long. I don't know and can't believe I'm thinking about my mother's tits.
The holidays are going to suck too. I love it when family comes to our house for Thanksgiving. The guys all stand around the firepit while I deep-fry turkeys. Everyone compliments me on what a wonderful day it was and how good everything tastes. They make a big deal over me. Meanwhile, Karen is slaving in the kitchen for hours doing everything else.
I'm a bad husband for accepting all the credit. But not bad enough that my wife would want to have sex with another guy.
What else have I done wrong? Are there other times when I have taken my wife for granted?
Fuck, why am I so selfish? This was my fault. I have no one else to blame but myself.
But sex? I do try my best. I know I travel a lot for work. But can I be that bad that she needs someone else to offset my shortcomings? Shortcomings! Am I too small to please my wife? Is that it? FUCK! My size is what it is.
I mean, is there some kind of dick-stretching exercise or something? I've heard of a penis pump before. But I have no idea what it is or if it would help. I know Karen measured my dick size years ago. I think she was happy with its size.
I was feeling dizzy.
"Rick! Rick! Are you okay"?
What Where? Karen, where are we? What happened?"
"Calm down Rick. You had some kind of anxiety attached. You passed out falling out of the chair and hit your head. I had to ask the neighbor to watch the girls while I went to the hospital with you."
"So...we're in the hospital."
"Yes babe, you're in the hospital."
"Babe." Fuck she's still calling me babe. Even in the hospital. I could be on my deathbed, but she still wants something from me. I wonder who she's replacing me with.
"Babe"
"Hum, what?"
"Are you okay? The doctor said you had a mild concussion from the fall but everything else seemed fine."
"Well, is the patient feeling better?" The on-call doctor asked.
"Um, I guess. My wife was just filling me in on what happened. I don't remember too much."
"Speaking of not remembering, do you want to hear a joke?" What the fuck. I'm dying and he wants to tell jokes.
"I do," my wife chimed in.
The doctor went on to tell his joke, "A patient goes to his doctor for a normal check-up. The doctor looking sad tells his patient that he has sad news. "you've got cancer and Alzheimer's."
The Patient looks at the doctor, "Well, at least I don't have cancer."
At first, I didn't get the joke and when I finally got it, I wish I hadn't. I looked at my wife and still didn't think she got it.
"Yes No? You didn't find it funny?" The doctor asked.
"No!" I'm in the hospital my life as I know it is ending, and this guy is telling jokes.
"I have a joke," Now my is a stand-up comedian.
A nurse is talking to a hospitalized patient wearing an oxygen mask, "Are my testicles black?" the man asks.
The nurse reassures him that everything is fine, but he asks again.
"Are my testicles black?"
The nurse again reassures him there are no problems, but a third time he asks,
"Are my testicles black?"
Finally, she looks, and she tells the patient that his testicles are fine. The man tears off the oxygen mask and repeats.
"Are my test results back?"
"That's funnier than my joke." The doctor responded. "You should be a comedian. Anyway, you're fine to go home," turning to my wife. "Just keep an eye on him. If he starts to faint again or starts to vomit, bring him back."
The drive home was quiet. I was still nervous, and I could tell Karen was too. We entered the house; I was the first to speak. Well, first I poured myself a scotch. "Okay Karen," I took a big swig, "you said we need to talk."
"Oh...um. Rick. It can wait."
"No, Karen. It can't. I'm ready for whatever you have to say. And well against better judgment I will probably allow it."
"Oh my God thank you thank you thank you. My mom is going to be so happy!"
"Wait what?" I was confused.
"My mom. My mom asked if she could stay with us from Thanksgiving until a few days after Christmas rather than flying back to Florida and turning around and coming back for Christmas."
I stared at my wife. "That's what we needed to talk about?"
"Yes"
"Nothing else?"
"No"
"OK, then. There is no fucking way in hell your mother is staying with us for a fucking month. I will divorce you before I let your mother stay with us for a month."
Just a little joke that my friend Folding shared with me.
Guy gets home from work and finds his mother-in-law unconscious on the kitchen floor. Although tempted to let her lie there he tries to resuscitate her and calls 9-1-1.
ER doc reports later that he has good news and bad news. He selects bad news first.
"OK. She had a stroke and survived it. She can't speak though instead she makes this incredibly irritating screeching sound. She can't move her arms, so you'll have to feed her pureed food. She also can't walk so you'll have to carry her and change her diapers and clean her."
"YIKES, doc!"
"What's the good news?"
"I was just kidding about her surviving."
The End
Thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding your comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding's has reviewed them, so if you find punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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The Agreement Chapter 1
How it all started
"Hi Steve, I was just coming to see you."
"Why Tina, to torment me?"
The first Friday of each month is Ron's weekend with my wife. From Friday, 4:45 pm through Sunday 10:00 pm my wife Tina belongs to Ron.
I had taken Friday off, personal stuff, which I normally don't do. Who wants to see their wife drive off to spend the weekend with another man.? This time my wife was going on a 10-day trip to the Bahamas with Ron. Yes, it was in the Agreement.
I understand that I must please and pleasure Ron. I will speak respectfully and see to his every need. I will be expected to attend occasional social events that are in addition to our agreed-upon one weekend each month.
My wife will not return to me until next Sunday, no later than 10:00 p.m., from her trip to the Bahamas.
Ron says he has a social event in the Bahamas. He's going golfing with his buddies and probably prospective clients. My wife will be his eye candy to show off and do with as he pleases. He says no one there will know me. That's in the contract too.
I understand and will serve Ron and provide pleasure to him while we are physically together, except for work events, family activities, and other social events that might disrespect my husband in any way.
"Steve, I know you're not happy with our agreement, but you have to stop this. You are always stressed and miserable. There is nothing we can do about it. Just let it go," my wife tells me all the time. Oh, and she also tells me she loves only me.
"I see you're enjoying the "Agreement" and spending time with Ron, the clothes he buys you or lack of clothes, and the places he takes you. Now he's taking you to the Bahamas. Is he going to share you with his friends too? Is he trying to drum up more business?"
"Fuck you, Steve. I'm not his whore."
"Whatever," I left the house and did what I had planned for the day. I returned a few hours later to an empty house. My dinner was in the fridge waiting for me to heat up. That's what Tina does. She leaves me food for the weekend while she is off fucking Ron. This time she left me food for the week.
I made myself a stiff drink while I waited for the microwave to ding. This has been my routine for the past six months.
In the beginning, Tina and I would make love the Thursday night before her weekend with Ron. I would also wake up Friday morning to a blowjob from my wife.
When Tina returned Sunday evening she would attack me. She would beg for me to have sex with her. "Steve, I need you. You are my husband, and I need you to reclaim what is yours."
The Agreement was affecting me more than it was Tina. "Steve, I'm done fighting with you. There is nothing we can do about it. Just think of it as me going to visit my parents for the weekend. I will call you and check in when I can or not. It's up to you. There will also no longer be guilt sex. Is that what you want?"
She thought I would be her loving husband who just agreed to whatever she said. Not this time. "While you are with Ron, I don't want to hear from you. And when you are with Ron, take your rings off. We are not married when you're with him."
"Fuck you, Steve. I didn't put us in this position, I'm just making the best of it."
"I bet you are!"
"I'm not having an affair with Ron! We are just having casual sex. If it bothers you that much and is going to tear our marriage apart, then go out and find someone you can fuck once a month too.
And I think getting laid would help you. You are so fucking moody lately."
They were supposed to be discreet while I acted like nothing was going on between the two of them. But at company events and office happy hours, they were anything but discreet. It was obvious to others that something was going on between them.
"Steve you're just paranoid that someone will find out. Ron and I are acting no differently now than before the Agreement."
Tina and I were now more like roommates than a married couple. Occasional friends with benefits. Tina was trying, but I've just had enough.
"Steve, I'm doing this for you. It's keeping you out of jail."
I was just biding my time and playing along as best I could while I put my plan in motion. Tina was enjoying her time, and I had pictures and videos to prove it.
My wife didn't look too upset knowing that she had to fuck Ron. So, being the geek that some people think I am, I paid a shit load for a drone. Not just any drone. This drone was government-issued. I met some people through work, and they pulled some strings for me.
Sometimes things go missing, they said. This drone was one of them.
My drone was equipped with video and audio surveillance and had a crazy long run time. It could maneuver on a dime. I took a lot of practice runs to get used to it.
Tina and I had been to Ron's mini mansion in Greenwich Connecticut a few times over the years. His master suite looks out over the backyard, pool, and water view. There is a huge deck off the master bedroom and French doors that open out.
There is also a jacuzzi that my wife enjoys with a glass of wine in her hand or Ron's dick in her mouth, pussy, and ass.
I flew my drone and hovered it just out of sight. This drone is silent, and I could land it anywhere. I got an up close and personal video. I saw what Ron and my wife were doing in his bedroom. I learned that Ron is a little kinky, and it appears my wife is too.
Ron had Tina restraining to bedposts wearing a blindfolded. He toys with her. Brings her to the point of orgasm and then stops. I believe it's called edging. Usually, it's a woman doing it to a man.
Was it exciting to watch? If it wasn't my wife, maybe.
Ron doesn't use whips, just toys. I did notice some form of clamp on my wife's tits. That must be the bruises that I had seen. But Tina seemed to be enjoying herself.
But listening to my wife begging Ron to fuck her was more than I could stand.
Ron hosted parties at his home and on his yacht. My wife along with the other female guests would be topless. I never saw Tina having sex with anyone other than Ron. But what went on in Ron's house or below deck, I didn't know.
I also had a PI following them on their journeys outside of the house. The fancy restaurants they would go to. Strolling hand in hand like they were a couple. It was always Ron with Tina and his ex-wive Carol.
My PI has pictures of Ron, Tina and Carol together at these charity events, dinners and other outings. Ron's hands are all over Tina and Carol. They are seen hand in hand with Ron in the middle. Ron's hand on Tina's waist or Carols. There were a few shots of Ron hand on Tina's ass as they are dancing. Some pictures of Tina and Carol made me think they were more than close friends.
I also have video of Ron and his ex-wife Carol together. Or should I say his fuck buddy.
Tina had become very friendly with Carol. They meet for lunch and text all the time.
"This is my time with you not Ron's" I would often get mad when I saw her on the phone.
"I'm not texting Ron. This is Carol, my friend."
Of course, I was able to tap into Carol's iPhone, as a monkey could. I read every one of Carol's texts to Tina. Ron never texted Tina, it was always Carol.
"So, is Ron all I told you he would be and more?"
"Sex with Ron is definitely different from being with Steve. I could never ask Steve to do the things Ron does to me."
"Tina, Ron is only giving you what you know you want. Ron will push you to your limits if that's what you like. Then he will send you home to your loving husband.
Ron has no interest in interfering with your marriage. I mean he's not trying to break up your marriage. With Ron, it's just sex and...his little kinky side."
"I see you have a little kinky side to you too." They both giggled.
I wasn't sure what that was about. But the texts were all the same. Carol was having sex with Ron too and they would discuss it with each other. Carol was dominated by Tina as well.
There were many more texts and calls as they planned for each weekend together with Ron. Tina and Carol were picking the restaurants and places they wanted to visit. They were shopping together and often visited an adult-only shop.
Every so often there would be a text where Carol would tell Tina what she should do.
"Ron's birthday is next weekend. You will be his slave to do with as he wishes. I have also bought what I want you to wear for the evening."
"Don't I already? And will you and Lily be joining us?"
The more I read through her texts, the more I wasn't sure if it was Ron who was in control or Carol.
Lily is another one that I am not sure of. I have seen the three of them topless sunning by the pool.
Sometimes I would fly my drone over the house when it wasn't Tina's weekend. I wanted to learn more about Ron's life. That's how I knew he was having sex and whatever else with Carol.
There was also Jill Nowack. She and Ron had some business dealings together. Ron was fucking her too. I have video of her strapped to Ron's bed.
As time went on, Tina started to realize that our marriage was not doing as well as she had hoped. I wasn't that kid she met in college any longer.
There were also things outside of our control that Tina wasn't aware of. I couldn't tell her. I couldn't tell anyone. I just hoped Tina would be here for me.
"Carol, I think Steve is going to end our marriage. He may divorce me or just leave me. He hates Ron and blames it all on him. I have told Steve that if Ron hadn't helped us Steve would be in jail right now. I'm not sure if he still thinks Ron was behind all this or someone else.
Do you think Ron would release me from the Agreement? Would you talk to him for me?"
"I'll see what he says. But Carol, Ron will still want you in the Bahamas. Maybe a farewell adventure."
It was the first weekend in December, and Ron wanted all the girls to be in the Bahama's with him.
"No, you are not going away for 10 days with Ron!" I was furious. More than normal.
"If I don't go, then you'll be going to jail. It's in the Agreement."
"Fuck the Agreement. Carol, I will not be here when you return."
I know this mess was not Tina's fault, but Tina has had no problem making the best of it. To me, it felt like we were in an open marriage and Tina loves spending time with Ron and his friends more than with me.
How did it all start? Let's go back to the beginning when I first started working for Audit and Recovery Services LP.
"Steve, you're making a name for yourself. And making me and the company a lot of money," Ron said to me.
Ron Kelner, one of the founding partners of Audit and Recovery Services LP, loved my work and hired me away from one of the Big 4 accounting firms. More money and a smart team that would be collaborating with me were all I needed to make the move.
Audit and Recovery Services didn't have the restrictions that accounting firms have. One of the big advantages was that Audit and Recovery Services could charge a 25% findings base fee for the refunds and savings they identify for their clients. Accounting firms have restrictions when it comes to clients they audit. Accounting firms are prohibited from charging a findings base fee to audit clients.
Audit and Recovery Services does a lot of work for the IRS too. Yes, the IRS is understaffed and often contracts out their audits. Audit and Recovery Services' fee is 25% of the errors we identify. We turn over our findings to the IRS. The IRS pays us 25% of our findings and then assesses the taxpayer, large corporations, executives, or highly compensated individuals. Smaller business audits we charge the IRS by the hour.
I'm paid a very impressive base salary, but my bonus is what lets Tina enjoy her country club lifestyle.
During one IRS audit, I uncovered a few errors. At first, it looked like a few little errors here and there. Nothing major.
One day I was talking to Tina about the audit, not giving company names or specifics. "You're such a boy scout," she said jokingly. "So, you're going to find the employee that made a few errors and turn them into the employer? This employee will probably be fired. I couldn't do that. I'm glad I'm not you; I would just sweep it under the rug."
"Sweep it under the rug. No, I can't do that. It's a problem that needs to be solved."
"Okay Rain Man," my wife said.
"What does that mean," I asked Tina.
"You are so focused on solving a problem that it consumes you, just like Rain Man focused on numbers."
Somewhere along the way, Tina told Ron that she called me Rain Man. "Ron, when Steve is in his study, he forgets about me. My little Rain Man is so focused on solving a problem rather than fucking me like a good husband should."
"Okay, someone has had a little too much to drink. I think it's time to go home," I said to my outspoken wife.
"Are we going to fuck or do you have more problems to solve."
I was embarrassed, but my colleagues found my wife amusing. Tina was always the life of the party. And hornier than a rabbit in heat when she'd been drinking.
When Tina drinks a little too much, which is often at our office gatherings, Ron can always be found by her side. A little closer than I would like.
Ron is a big man. I would say close to 6'2". "He's hot," Tina would say to me. Ron loved to flirt with Tina. Tina would always give me some kind of look and tease me. "My knees go weak every time that man talks to me. And look how big he is Steve, I bet he has a big dick too."
"Really Tina."
"Are you worried that big, handsome, confident, intelligent, well respected, funny, and rich Ron Kelner is going to steal me away from you?" She would say with a smile. "Unless he does have a big dick, I am all yours."
Thinking back, was she just playing with me? They were just too comfortable with each other and the flirting was blatant and no longer discreet. "Be sure to invite your wife to the employee happy hour this Friday, Steve." Ron would always say to me.
It wasn't just my wife. Ron would flirt with other employee wives or girlfriends. But I seemed to be the only one who had a problem with Ron. My biggest problem was that Tina was not always a faithful girlfriend. She loved the thrill of being with someone new.
I met Tina in college. I got paid as a tutor. The school paid me to help students with anything computer or mathematical-related.
When I say mathematics, it could be trigonometry, accounting, statistics, or whatever else. I'm good with numbers and problem-solving.
I wasn't a geek or anything like that. I don't know, maybe I was or maybe I still am. I wasn't a big guy. I would never stand out in a crowd. I only got noticed when I was with Tina.
"How the fuck is that guy with her?" I would hear that all the time. Even my own family couldn't understand how I ended up with Tina.
Tina and I dated, not exclusively even though Tina said we were. I know I should have walked away right from the start, but I didn't. I gave in. Love can really fuck with your head. Other than the fact that Tina was fucking other guys, our life together was incredible.
"Steve, I will break a date with anyone else if you ask me to." I would test her and hold her to her words. I love Marvel movies. Not Tina's favorite, but she broke a few dates when I asked her to spend the night with me. Halfway through the movie, she would pass out and I would carry her to bed. My bed.
We dated during our junior year and were living together in our senior year. Tina was still casually dating other guys. I could have dated too if I wanted to. Tina made that clear to me right from the start. She was open and honest with me.
I couldn't just walk up to a girl in the bar and ask her out. I was lucky to have found Tina. And she knew that.
I had a few close friends at college, and I would hang with them or study while Tina was out on her dates. They knew something was up between us but never asked any questions.
Tina never brought a man back to our apartment and she would come home to me every night. Well, early the next morning most times. On occasion, she might be away longer but would always call to let me know she was safe.
I would see a few marks on Tina's body, hickeys, light bruising, or a red ass. They were just a reminder that I wasn't the only one having sex with Tina.
It was hard for Tina to be discreet when we lived together. I would try to avoid our apartment when I knew she was getting ready to meet her date. It was bad enough seeing her return home in some sexy tight outfit, hair, and makeup a mess.
I don't know what Tina saw in me other than stability. I was the guy that was always there for her. No one would let their girlfriend go out with other guys while sitting home waiting for her to return. Only me. I was the loser feeling sorry for myself.
"Steve, do you want to hear about my night out?"
Tina asked me that question once and I went crazy. "No Tina, it's bad enough my supposed girlfriend is seeing other men. I don't want to hear about or know about it."
After that, Tina really tried to be discreet. She would leave the house and dress somewhere else. Change back into sweats or something before she returned home.
It was eventually time to graduate and go our separate ways. I already had a job lined up in Manhattan and found a 2-bedroom apartment I could afford. I truly didn't know if Tina would come with me. Tina's from North Carolina and I'm from New York.
"Steve, can we talk." I was expecting Tina to end it between us and that would be it. Two years of dating and we go our separate ways.
"Steve, you have a job lined up in Manhattan, you found an apartment and have your life all planned out. Are you going to break up with me?"
"Tina, I have never been completely sure if we are a couple." I could see she was upset at that. "How many other guys were you seeing besides me?"
"Steve, you have done for me what most men wouldn't. You let me enjoy college and try new things. You have always been there for me. College is over now, and I am ready to settle down and start the next chapter in our life together. I want to move to go to New York with you."
I just looked at Tina. She was and still is beautiful. "Please, Steve."
Fuck, Fuck! I was like a puppet on a string. "Yes Tina, I would love for you to move in with me."
My family lived on Long Island. Dinner every Sunday was a regular thing for us. Family and relatives loved Tina but also had no clue how we ended up together.
"How big is your dick?" My asshole brother Chris asked me once. "You would have to have a big dick to get a girl like Tina."
My brother and I were opposite. He was athletic, but not the smartest. He could probably walk into a bar and pick up any girl he wanted to. But not Tina, Tina was all mine. I was a geek with a hot girlfriend.
Tina heard him messing with me one day. She walked up to him and whispered something in his ear. Chris just smiled at me.
"What did you say to Chris?" I asked.
"I'll tell you later."
We got home that night and she told me. "I told Chris I wanted you bad, and I have followed you like a lost puppy ever since the first day we met."
There is some truth to that. I never asked Tina out. We were studying together one evening in my room, "Steve are you seeing anyone?" she asked.
I just looked at her, "No Tina, I'm all yours." I said with a laugh.
Well, let me tell you. I didn't know how great sex could be until that night. And she reminded me how great sex could be at least three or four times a week after that.
I guess we were dating. Well, we as in I was dating Tina, but Tina was dating me and whoever else she chose.



Once we were living together in New York and working, I really didn't know if she was seeing other guys or not. I was putting in late hours at the accounting firm and Tina was doing freelance editing. We would go out at night to a bar, or a club and guys would be all over Tina. It was like I wasn't there.
"This is a drink from the guy across from you," The bartender would say as he handed Tina a drink."
"Can you please tell that gentleman that I am here with my date and if he wants to buy me a drink, he has to buy one for my date too?" The next thing we knew, I'd have a beer in front of me.
One time the guy joined us after buying both of us a drink. I felt like a third wheel. He asked Tina to dance, and Tina looked to me for approval. I could have said no, but I didn't. The guy, other than hitting on Tina, seemed nice enough. He didn't take it any further than dancing and flirting a little. He even told me what a lucky man I was.
That evening, sex was different. Tina is usually in control. She was riding me with her palms on my chest. "I want you on top of me, Steve, I want you to take control and fuck me hard." She had never spoken like this before.
Well, I did the best I could, and she seemed happy. She showed her appreciation the next morning again too.
"Tina, why did you call me your date rather than boyfriend last night," I asked Tina after our morning round of sex.
"Baby I'm sorry. I promise next time I will introduce you as my boyfriend until you ask me to marry you," she said with a smile, "then I promise to introduce you as my husband."
Yes, I caught that too. She would introduce me as her boyfriend to the guys that flirt with her. And, as her husband to the guys the flirt with her once we are married...nowhere was there any indication that the flirting would stop.
Tina had us trying new sexual positions, and there were no complaints from me. But she would push me to... I don't know. Maybe be more assertive. I was a little out of my comfort zone, but I was trying.
Tina's business was doing well. There was a market for small firms that didn't have employees in-house to edit work. It could be as little as proofreading a menu for a restaurant before 100 were ordered or editing a presentation for a small firm.
She would also edit amateur author's stories. Online stories, or stories posted on Kindle. Some stories she edited even made their way to paperback. Tina also started submitting her own short stories to various erotic online sites. Literotica or something like that was her favorite.
Tina would read the stories she was editing to me and the online stories she enjoyed. Tina was into BDSM, Sub, and Dom, generally controlling stories.
She would be stroking my dick while reading stories to me or pitching her ideas to me. I was never into the stories, but I did like the effect they had on Tina, which I benefited from.
"Does it excite you, Steve? What did you like best, the dominant wife controlling her husband not letting him cum without her approval, or the dominant husband's stories? What about the story of the husband who liked to spank his wife when she disobeyed him?"
I just gave a little laugh, "Tina the part I like best about these stories is you stroking my dick as you get off reading them to me."
"Really, none of these stories excited you; don't you have any fantasies?"
"Tina, you are my fantasy."
Tina had guys checking her out no matter where we were. It could be a bar, a restaurant, or even a grocery store. But as far as I knew, it was nothing more than flirting. At least I had hoped that was all it was.
After a few years working for an accounting firm, I was approached and took a job with Audit and Recovery Services LP. With my new salary, Tina and I moved to White Plains New York, and married a year later.
I like my job and the people I work with, except for my boss Ron Kelner.
"Steve, stop being so jealous and controlling. Ron is a nice guy. So, he flirts a little. I'm not fucking him. If anything, you should thank him for getting me all hot and horny. You're the one that benefits from it."
"So, you use me to get yourself off, would you rather it be Ron fucking you?"
"Steve, you are so dramatic. And even if I did have sex with Ron, it'd be no big deal. It's only sex."
There it was. I hadn't heard Tina talk like that since we were at college. Were we in an open relationship again or did she want to be?
As I said, I was doing well at the company. And I was assigned to an IRS audit...I kept digging and found more than a few errors. It was millions of dollars that the company was not reporting to the IRS. Millions of dollars that the company did not even know were missing.
Two of the companies' employees, one in sales and the other in the accounting department, created an elaborate scheme. They would overcharge for a sale or service call to their clients. Except the full amount of the overpayment was not refunded.
Sometimes the overpayments were never paid to the clients. Sometimes it might be a discount. A five percent discount, for example, would end up being a three percent discount refunded to the client and two percent going to the two employees stealing from the company.
The clients were happy to get a refund. They didn't know why they were getting the refund or the correct amount they should be receiving.
Small errors were hidden in journal entries and eventually written off. They were insignificant amounts or sometimes larger depending on the client size, but nothing to set off any bells and whistles. However, those little errors over five years amounted to $10,000,000.
After that discovery, I went from Senior Manager to Executive Director. I was responsible for all IRS Audits assigned to us. I had a reputation as a hard-nosed forensic accountant. They started calling me 'The Rain Man' and the partners loved me. I was making the company money like we were printing it. We were being assigned to do more IRS audits each year as well as gaining new clients. My reputation was becoming well-known in the industry.
We were now doing more than just looking for refunds, we were being hired to help clients take advantage of IRS and state "loopholes." We were now planning for clients to avoid or reduce taxes owed to the IRS and states. We also had a few shady clients, as you can imagine. I didn't work on those client accounts.
"Steve," Ron or one of the other partners would ask, "can you spend a few hours and take a look at this for me?"
It was always some shady balance sheet. "What are these entries for?" I would ask. I never got a straight answer. "This company gives a lot of money to charity." To me and my IRS friends, this is a definition of a red flag.
There was one client of ours that was also under an IRS Large Client Audit. There was a definite conflict of interest that needed to be discussed before moving forward with the audit.
The IRS Large Client Audits allowed me to meet and build relationships with the IRS and other "Agencies." I would often appear at court hearings to discuss my findings. Money laundering is more common than you would think. That's probably why I was kept away from a few specific clients.
I think my love for problem-solving and numbers was my father's influence over Dad was a VP at our local bank, which had been absorbed through various acquisitions. I think the assets were finally acquired by JPMorgan Bank.
Dad would be home by 5:30 every night for dinner and spend time with us as a family. After watching a little TV together, Dad would be at the kitchen table looking at spreadsheets.
"Whatcha doin' Dad?" I asked on more than one occasion.
"I'm trying to tick and tie these numbers, Steven."
"Aren't you like a VP or something Dad? Don't people do that work for you?"
"I do have people that work for me, but I'm held accountable if there are any mistakes."
"But if your people are using computers there shouldn't be any mistakes right Dad?"
"A computer is only as good as the person imputing the data. One wrong formula and everything is wrong."
I just stared at my dad. "Let me show you." Dad pulled up an Excel spreadsheet and showed me how the number was calculated. Then Dad used his adding machine, something I had only seen my dad use, my teachers used calculators. Dad was old school. He had a 12-digit adding machine with a paper roll.
With an adding machine, paper, and pencil Dad showed me what the correct total should have been.
"Is someone gonna get fired, Dad?"
"No, I'll just sit down with them and go over their mistakes. Most likely it's just a wrong cell formula."
"You don't like computers much do you Dad?" I asked.
"It's not that I don't like computers Steven, it's just...people rely on them too much. When you rely on a computer you lose accountability. It's also easy to fix errors, just delete it and no one knows an error ever existed."
I was kind of confused. "See son, I make it a practice to keep a paper trail of everything I do. I have a date stamp, and I sign everything the day I identify or fix an error. I also have my adding machine tape," Dad pulled it up to show me. "I circle and date my findings."
I learned from the best, my dad, and excelled at math, accounting, finances, and yes, computers. I knew a little more about computers than Dad did. When Dad was in school, he learned LOTUS 123 commands. They were formulas like @Sum (......)/......"
I laugh as I think back to the days when my dad would ask me what a certain cell formula was doing. And do you know what, nine times out of ten, Dad would be right? That formula wasn't doing what it was supposed to.
"You see son, one wrong formula and everything is wrong. It may look like a small mistake, but it accumulates into a larger mistake over time if not fixed."
Dad used to tell me all the time, "One stroke of the key and it's like nothing ever happened. The errors just vanish. I'd rather have a paper trail to rely on."
Well, back to my story, the only person who was not overly happy with my success was Ron. I took the spotlight away from Ron. And while he never came right out and said anything negative, I could see that things had changed between us.
One Saturday afternoon Ron came to my house.
"Hi Ron," Tina, greeted him at the door as Ron handed her a dozen red roses.
"Ron, these are beautiful I'm going to put them in water. Steve, look Ron brought me roses."
Of course he did I said to myself.
"Is this visit business or pleasure, coffee or scotch?" Tina asked, "Coffee light and sweet like you like your women?" they both laughed "Or Johnny Walker on the rocks?"
"It's both Tina. Steve and I need to talk business and then maybe we'll have a drink together."
"Hi, Ron."
"Steve, let's go to your study."
"Let me know when you're ready for that drink Ron," Tina said to Ron as we made our way to my study.
Ron had his computer bag and pulled out a folder with a few documents and a flash drive.
"What's going on Ron?"
"Steve, we have known each other for 5 years now. I've watched you grow within the firm. I...I don't want to believe any of this, but there is just too much evidence."
"Ron, what are you talking about?"
"Steve, 1.5 million dollars has been stolen from the company, or I should say slowly siphoned away from the company."
"What? And what do you mean by evidence? Evidence of what? Are you saying I had something to do with this?"
Ron went over everything he had found. All the evidence pointed to me. But Ron could fix this for me. "Steve, we can sweep this under the rug, and no one will know a thing about it."
My voice was getting loud as I started calling Ron a fucking bastard.
"What is all the yelling, Steve? What's going on?" Tina asked.
"Ron wants to fuck you, Tina. That's what's going on."
"Ron wants to what?" Tina said with a look of surprise but also with another look on her face. A look of curiosity. Tina wanted to hear more.
"Please one of you explain this to me. Why does Ron want to fuck me?"
"Oh, please Tina. He flirts with you every chance he gets. He is always all over you and touches you inappropriately. He's wanted to fuck you since the first day he met you."
"What!" Tina let out a gasp.
"Tina, if I may explain," Ron said. "First, Steve is right. I would love nothing more than to be with you. And now Steve has a big problem, and you are the solution."
I wanted to kill Ron where he stands but I couldn't. I had to do my best to hold my temper and let the events unfold. I didn't want to end up in jail for murder.
Ron continued, "Tina, I have indisputable evidence and signed documents that link Steve to 1.5 million dollars." Ron looked at me, "Missing funds."
"Just say it, Ron. Tell Tina like it is."
"It would appear that Steve has stolen 1.5 million dollars from the company that is now sitting in an offshore account."
Tina let out a gasp. "Steve, is this true? Did you steal from the company?"
"No, I didn't steal from the company. But go on Ron, tell Tina your proposal to clear up this mess. How did you say it, 'Sweep it under the rug?" I had heard that term used before. I just couldn't remember where.
Tina's head was going back and forth between the two of us looking for someone to continue. "Steve, I will leave this with you. I have a copy in safe keeping with instructions."
"Instructions! Do you think I'm going to kill you, Ron?"
Tina looked at us, "What is going on between the two of you?"
"Steve, I never thought you would steal from me, so I...I don't know what you are capable of."
"No one is going to kill anyone, Ron. What is it that you want from us? I assume Steve will be going to jail if we don't agree to your terms."
"Tina, this is for you. Steve, I will give you two weeks to review all that I have given you. And if you find a better solution, please let me know.
Oh, one last thing. This is between us. I expect you to be at work on Monday morning and every day after. At the end of one year, you can quit if that is what you want to do."
"What about the $1.5 mil you think I stole?"
"It's in my proposal," Ron said as Tina walked him to the door.
I read the "Agreement" Ron left us. Tina was eager to hear her role in this mess.

The Submissive Agreement

This contract is written to make clear the duties, rights, and obligations of Tina Davis to Ronald Kelner ("Ron"). From the date of signing, this contract will be in full force and effect for a period of one year.

Submissive Duties and Obligations

I promise to obey the will of Ron. I understand that his decisions will be made with the ultimate care and thoughtfulness for my well-being mentally, physically, and emotionally.
I understand that I must please and pleasure Ron. I will speak respectfully and see to his every need. I will be expected to attend occasional social events that are in addition to our agreed-upon one weekend each month.
I understand and will serve Ron and provide pleasure to him while we are physically together, except for work events, family activities, and other social events that might disrespect my husband in any way.
I understand that Ron may put me in a position where a safe word may be needed. I will use "yellow" as a warning word to request Ron to slow down, ease up, or change direction while continuing the session. I will use "red" to immediately end a scene or session.
I understand that Ron will use implements and tools on me for my or his pleasure.
I understand that Ron may bind me in restraints and use me for sexual gratification.
I understand that at Ron's discretion, he may also punish or discipline me if I disrespect him or do not obey his commands or requests.
I understand that Ron might mark my body.
I agree to spend one weekend each month with Ron from 4:45 p.m. on Friday until Sunday no later than 10:00 pm at which time I will be returned to my husband.
I also agree to accompany Ron to special events he wishes me to attend.

Medical Considerations

Both parties agree to be tested for all common sexually transmitted diseases within one week of the signing of this contract and once a month thereafter. If at any time Tina or Ron tests positive for any STD, this contract will be considered void until further negotiation takes place.
By signing below, both parties respectfully agree to be bound by the terms of this contract for a period of one year. As compensation, Steve Davis will be given $1,500,000.
At the end of one year, this contract may be extended or renegotiated, or Ron and Tina may agree to part ways.
Date________________________
Tina Davis________________________
I sat stunned after reading the agreement. The look on Tina's face was what I had expected. Excitement. Tina had always been a faithful wife, as far as I knew. But she did not look upset at all with this Agreement.
"Well Steve..."
"Well, what? I did not steal from the company. I'm being set up so Ron can fuck you."
"Steve, do we have an alternative? I'll sign the agreement if it will keep you out of jail."
Chapter 2 is coming soon.
Big thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding has reviewed them, so if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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The Agreement Chapter 2
Ron's Story
As I left Steve and Tina to make a tough decision, I had a big smirk. My desire, no, my fantasy would finally be fulfilled. Not just one night, but one weekend a month for a year. Well, maybe six months.
Steve has a sort of sixth sense. He's driven. I'm sure he'll figure out who has it out for him. No, it wasn't me. I am just taking advantage of the opportunity in front of me.
If bargaining doesn't work, money usually will. So, I put up the money to buy Steve time. If Carol is right about Tina, then I'm going to enjoy myself while Steve finds out who's stealing money from me.
Hopefully, Steve will clear his name, and I'll get my money returned to me. Worst case, I'm out 1.5 mil, but enjoy spending time with Tina over the next year. To me, that is well worth it.
I come from a wealthy family. My brother, sister, and I grew up in a loving family. We thought we were an upper-middle-class family. We would joke that our dad spoiled Mom. Mom always seemed to have the nicest things, and Dad would never say no to her. We didn't think we were rich.
They would go on occasional vacations together, but we thought it was work-related, and mom was just going along on the company's dime.
"Mom probably sucks good dick," My brother and I would look at our younger sister and shake our heads. "What? You know you two are thinking the same thing. That's probably how mom gets whatever she wants." Our sister was always a little outspoken. No filters.
Dad always told us that our grandparents did well for themselves, and the country club membership was their gift to us. There was truth to that. But it wasn't just our grandfather, it was generations of grandfathers who had done well for themselves.
Dad was grooming us for success, but we didn't realize it at the time.
My brother and I learned to play golf and our fourth was always someone of
"Doesn't matter how good you are, sometimes you have to lose," my dad would tell us.
Dad was teaching us how to make contacts. We also learned what we could and could not say in front of others.
Dad knew when to watch what he said to one person and speak freely in front of another. Like Mr. Jackson (Tom), for example. Mr. Jackson was a federal judge and a good friend of Dad's. "No one crosses Mr. Jackson," Dad would say.
"I'd love to bang that beer cart girl," Mr. Jackson would throw money her way just so she would swing by more often.
Jokingly, my dad would say "my boys have a better chance than you do Tom. Hell, I have a better chance than you."
Mr. Jackson, who was very wealthy too, would one day sit me down and explain what having money means. I would learn that his wealth was nothing compared to my family's wealth. My family comes from old money and smart investments.
"Ron, you are a rich man and well-educated." Mr. Jackson said. "Use your brain, use your charm, and only use your money when you need to. Stay out of trouble and you can be a successful man. And Ron, always remember to help others along the way. It's good to have people that owe you a favor.
Someday, and that day may never come, I will call upon you to do a service for me." I had no idea what Mr. Jackson was talking about.
"The Godfather. Steve, don't tell me you've never seen The Godfather?
I had but I didn't remember every line in the movie.
It wasn't until after my brother, sister and I were in college, there were two years between each of us with my sister Lisa the youngest, and Brian in the middle that we learned the truth. We were rich as fuck, but Dad didn't want to spoil us like he did Mom.
Kelner is a common name of German, Dutch, Scottish, and England descent. I knew our family history, so I thought. We were from the Netherlands.
My father was an only child and so was his father and his father before. Dad and Mom wanted a bigger family. My brother, sister and I were each born with blond hair and a variation of blue eyes. Being attractive made us popular.
Our family settled in America in the 1800s. Where our money came from, even to this day is a mystery, our grandfather would tell us. But our family was vested in property, businesses, stocks, and bonds.
We weren't above the law. But our money made sure we were. When we were of age. College age. My grandfather told us some of our family stories. Living on Long Island New York, the stories during Prohibition were our favorite.
"Illegal alcohol had a high-profit margin, and the profits were pouring in. Speakeasies, gambling joints, whorehouses full of alcohol, and distilleries all hidden within the city limits. And where there's alcohol and money to be spent, there's hookers."
"Get your mind out of the gutter," Grandma would say."
"The cops found the distilleries," my grandfather continued," but the alcohol would still find its way into the city."
The five organized crime families were created amongst the cities, boroughs, and towns of New York, during prohibition. I know you've heard of them all. The Bonnanos, the Gambinos, the Genoveses, the Colombos, and the Luccheses, were all interested in the profits from prohibition.
Long Island and its adjacent waters were a smuggler's dream. Extending 118 miles from New York Harbor to Montauk, Long Island contained more than 1,600 miles of shoreline. Fleet ships transporting liquor were eager to supply thirsty New Yorkers. Long Island had plenty of thirsty men and women with money too.
They called parts of Long Island the Gold Coast. Most of the mansions and estates like JP Morgan, F.W Woolworth, the Vanderbilts, Astors, and Whitneys are gone now or turned into something or other."
"Old Westbury Gardens was the estate of John S. Phipps, an heir to the U.S. Steel fortune. Now it's a museum and a botanical garden," Grandma said, "Your mother's taken you kids there when you were younger. I'm sure there were school trips there too.
Just like trips to Sagamore Hill. Teddy Roosevelt's house in Oyster Bay."
"The point is," Grandpa continued, "those mansions held a lot of dirty secrets. Those secrets were kept within social circles. No one wanted to be embarrassed, and divorce was unheard of. Even if you caught your husband sucking another man's dick! The wives would just find some young stud to fu..." Grandpa looked at my sister with embarrassment.
"That's okay Grandpa, you can say suck dick, lick pussy, or plain old fuck. I've heard it all." My sister encouraged our grandfather to continue and speak freely. But Grandma gave my sister a look.
"Our family was there. We weren't rich like Vanderbilt, Phills or Pratt. But we were still accepted into their social circle."
We were amazed to hear about our family history. But where our wealth came from was still a mystery that I wish I knew. Maybe we would never know, but we still enjoyed our grandfather's stories.
"Our money survives the depression. Stocks plummeted and the value would not return for years to come. But real estate was a different story. Everyone needed a place to live and a building for their business as time improved.
It's about time your father let you know how rich you are. But don't be little pricks just because you have money."
"Grandpa," Lisa asked, do we have any cousins in America?"
It was Grandma who responded. "You might. Your family tree has some strong roots."
We all looked at Grandma. "There are stories about your great great grandfather and the women that worked around the house. His wife found a lover too. Oh hell, even your great-grandfather cheated on his wife a few times.
Your great-grandmother put up with him. She didn't come from money and would struggle to make ends meet. There was a 10-year age difference between our grandparents. And your great-grandfather was still able to find someone younger to fool around with."
"Because he had a big dig, just like me." My grandpa said and we all laughed.
"Oh my God," Grandma said, "stop talking like that in front of your granddaughter.
Grandma continues, "She once told me 'He was a good man, but he loved the woman. He never embarrassed me, so I let him have his affairs.'
What did I tell you?" She looked at Grandpa.
"If I ever cheated on you, you'd cut my balls off." That got another laugh out of us.
I took after my great and great great grandfather. I had a weakness for the women too. When I was way at college, it wasn't only the students I was fucking. I loved sex. Much more than a normal guy did, and the woman loved me too.
Who could resist a tall, well-built blond-haired blue-eyed man?
It was also at college that I met Lana Daily. She loved sex just as much as I did. But she got off on being withheld from orgasm. I would learn that it is called Erotic Sexual Denia edging is another term. But denial, is much more. I enjoyed withholding orgasm from women just as much as do bringing them to orgasm. I would spend hours teasing Lana. "Strap me to the bed." She would beg me.
"Fuck me, Ron!" Those were the words I loved to hear. Not just once. I wanted to hear women beg and plead for me to fuck them. That's what I got off on.
I would leave Lana tied to her bed and walk away. A tiny bullet vibrator in her pussy. Just enough to excite her but not let her come to full orgasm. I would have to gag her from crying out. We didn't want the dorm director checking in on us.
I also would learn that all women enjoy a little sexual denial. Not to the extent that Lara enjoyed it.
Once I learned that I was rich, that's when I realized what a woman would do for money and my fetish did more than just continue, I found new ways and toys to use to deprive women of their pleasure.
During a dry spell, I visited a fetish club or two to satisfy my desire.
It was an addiction, and I had no problem finding women online or paying if I had to. It's like watching porn; you want more. It may start with straight sex. But you need more. You start to look at other genres. I guess it was similar for me. I tried to find new and creative ways to bring women to the point of orgasm and then denial.
There are plenty of stimulation devices to help me too.
Let's be clear. I had no interest in being denied orgasm. While women were being denied, they were giving me pleasure. Oral pleasure.
Was I a Dom? No, but I did enjoy the sensation of being in control.
Enough about my fetish for now.
As we reached 25 our trust funds were released to us. If we never wanted to work a day in our lives, we didn't have to. My sister didn't. My sister was content being a rich as fuck housewife. She married the guy she had been dating all through college. He's a financial advisor and works for our dad's company.
He knows how rich my sister is. He also knows that he will never touch a penny of her money without my dad's approval.
It's what my sister wanted. Or maybe it was my mom's influence over her.
"Honey, men can be cheating bustards. They know how to get into your pants and make you theirs. Women do stupid things when they are in love or think they are. You make that man sign a prenuptial agreement. If he truly loves you, he'll sign. Give control of your money to your father."
I don't think my dad cheated on my mom but based on some of her comments over the years...who knows. Maybe Dad had a thing for the women too.
Maybe that's why Dad gave Mom anything she wanted, guilt.
My brother is just as conservative as our dad. You would think my brother was poor. He always loved construction and building things. Now he has his own home improvement company.
My brother married a woman just like our mom. Whatever my mom wanted Dad gave her. My brother gives his wife, Mary, whatever she wants too. He drives a pick-up truck for work and has an SUV for the family. His wife drives a convertible Mercedes.
Maybe Mary gives good head like my mother did or still does. I'm going to hell just thinking like that.
My brother's wife has him wrapped around her finger. My sister and Mary enjoy the country club, the spa, and lunches while their husbands are at work and kids in with the sitters.
Mary can spend as much as her monthly allowance will allow. But she will never cheat on my brother. Her prenuptial pretty much leaves her penniless and, on the street, if she ever cheats on my brother. The kids would be the sole custody of my brother too.
Don't get me wrong, my sister-in-law is a great girl and funny too. As for their two kids, my brother will put them to work as soon as they are old enough to swing a hammer.
Mary will have no say. My brother wants their kids to be raised the way we are. Mary will do as my brother wished when it comes to their kids, or he'll take away her allowance.
My sister and I are far from conservative. My sister receives distributions from her trust fund and lives in a 5-bedroom mini-mansion just like I do.
We have no problem spending money. We enjoy our country club lifestyle and fancy cars. Nothing but the best restaurants for us.
I also invest my money wisely. Dad made sure I didn't fuck up as I was learning. I have a team of advisors to help me.
Dad wanted me to come work in the family business. But I wanted to try things on my own first. I graduated from college and was working at an accounting firm. I was making more money in interest from my trust fund than the partners would ever earn. Which was a good thing because the pay sucked.
But I was learning a lot. They call them indirect taxes. Accounting firms were starting to offer new services. These were misunderstood taxes and ever-changing. Sales Tax, Property Tax, Employment Tax, Credits and Incentives, and Unclaimed Property.
It could have been a part-time job for the sales tax collector. They didn't know what they were doing. I eventually started my own business with a lot of help from my dad and Johnathan Thomas, my corporate attorney.
He was a good ten years older than me. My dad insisted he be my partner. "Johnathan will take care of you. He will take care of any legal issues, and contracts and deal with IRS or State."
Tyrone Freely was next to join us a few years later. He had his own business and approached Johnathan, and me. We would have our businesses but share clients.
Just as I was identifying refunds, Tyrone was offering tax planning. It worked out well. Our business has grown and now we have 50 employees. We aren't an accounting firm, so we had no AICPA and SEC independence concerns. Johnathan made sure of that.
Over time, I enjoyed identifying investment opportunities. The business was running itself. Especially when we hired Steve.
But I digress.
Married life for me didn't work out. I was married and divorced. Two kids to show for it. I had a roaming eye for the ladies. I was open and honest with my wife. But I realized I didn't think things through.
"Carol," my now ex-wife, "I want to be open and honest with you. I would like to see other women." I paused. "It would be sex only." I felt I should add.
Carol wasn't happy. I don't know what I was thinking. Well, I know I wasn't thinking, my dick was. My dick had a few women lined up.
"An open marriage? Is that what you want Ron?"
Selfish me, I was thinking Carol would be happy at home taking care of the kids and living the life she had come to enjoy. "Well not really...," I said.
"So, you haven't thought this through have you, Ron? You thought I would just sit at home and wait for you. If the roles were reversed that would make me a... hotwife, wouldn't it? What is it when I guy has sex with other women after telling his wife his plans?"
She waited for my response. But I wasn't sure what to say.
"In your case Ron it would be called divorce."
To be fair, Carol is very submissive. Well, to a degree. Some things were a NO! But I thought she might say yes to this. Maybe it was Grandpa's stories stuck in my head. All the mistresses the rich socialites had. And the men in my family had women on the side.
My wife took the kids and moved in with her parents for a few months before returning. Our marriage was never the same after that. She no longer trusted me.
She knew about my fetish. I didn't hide it from her, and she was happy to play along if it kept me happy. Well, up until I asked to see other women that is. That's when she cut me off. We would still 'make love,' but nothing kinky.
I was discreetly visiting a fetish club.
Carol found out. She hired a PI who now had plenty of pictures and videos. It cost me a lot of money to silence him.
I begged Carol for one more chance. And I was good. It was hard, no pun intended, but I stayed faithful.
Ironically, it was Carol who met someone, divorced me, and got remarried. Jim something or another was his name.
I think it was a rebound marriage. She tried to make a point "FUCK YOU RON! That was the point she made. He was a decent guy, but not right for her.
Carol was under a prenuptial agreement, but I took care of her during the divorce. I was in love with Carol, but I couldn't commit to just one woman. And, she had cut me off. I was in fetish withdrawal.
Carol moved in with Jim. I gave her the cars she drove, alimony, the club membership, and child support. We didn't go through attorneys or linger in the court system.
As I said, my wife remarried, and the kids live with her now. She was happy with her new life. I was happy for her. My only issue was that I was not seeing the kids as much as I would have liked.
I gave in too often. You know, my time with the kids aligned with a trip my ex had planned. Or I would get a last-minute text saying the kids had a birthday party they had to go to. I wasn't around as much as I should have been, and Carol made it harder for me.
But not my mom and dad. Carol would rearrange schedules so my parents could see their grandchildren. My sister Lisa, Mary, and Tina, would meet at the club for lunch most days. The club membership for which I was paying.
I was seeing a few women. I had the fetish club or sometimes I found a woman online who would let me do as I please to her. It's a fetish and more people than you would think are into it.
It wasn't like I was inflicting pain. Well, maybe a little too hard on the nipples or a little rope burn. But I wasn't causing any woman to bleed or call the police on me. So yes, I was happy too.
Did I miss Carol and my kids? I missed my kids, but Carol was really pissing me off.
On occasion I would see Carol and Jim around the club. She looked good. We would talk. I missed her and wished we could have found a way to make our marriage work.
As hard as it was, we moved on, for now.
I was approached one day by a couple I knew from the club (Carl and Jill). They needed a loan. It was the wife who spoke mostly while her husband sat quietly. Carl is a pompous ass, and I never liked him.
After pleasantries, Jill was first to speak, "Ron, we have a proposition for you." A proposition to me meant money.
"Carl and I are looking to invest in a retirement community that is pending final building approvals. I um we have all the documentation, estimated building cost, time frame for completion, estimated revenue to be generated over a 10-year period."
I was impressed. Jill paused to give me a minute. "The bank approved our loan, but it was not as much as we would have liked. The interest rate was also ridiculously high."
"What exactly are you buying into?"
"We have an opportunity to buy the majority interest in the property. They are separate townhomes, and the rent will be regulated. The state is subsidizing the cost under the Housing for Elderly Program."
"Wait, what?" This deal started to sound like a scam.
"It's a program the government is planning to be enacted later this year." Planning to enacted and already enacted are two different things.



"Steve, if I may." Oh, fucking Carl. He always makes himself sound like he is better than others. "We have insider information," he looked at me like I would be impressed.
"Honey," Jill wore the pants in this relationship, "let me explain."
I was wondering how they even approached the bank with
insider information.
"Ron, I can't share who we are speaking with, but it will happen."
"Jill, what is it that you will need from me? Are you asking me to invest with you? Is this some kind of pyramid scheme?"
"No Ron it's..." Jill cut Carl off again.
"Carl!" Jill said sternly but trying not to embarrass her husband. "It's nothing like that. We have money to invest, but we want to purchase the majority interest so we can control the decision-making process and more importantly, negotiate pricing. *The State will release complete control and decision making to us, as majority shareholders, after the first five years."
"Sort of like controlling the HOA?" I said sarcastically.
"Something like that I guess," Jill said with a smile. But I knew there was something more to this.
"And can I have my advisors look into this... or is none of this public knowledge?"
"Um...the development of the project is public knowledge but not the state's funding. But I know your advisors can find anything if they try hard enough."
I gave a smile, "You know I'm going to have to investigate this before I put up any money. And how much money are we talking about?"
"Ron," Carl felt the need to step in again, "$20,000,000."
I looked at Jill completely ignoring Carl. "I will have to look into this investment before I make my decision."
That's when Jill surprised me. Jill is a beautiful woman. What she saw in Carl is beyond me.
"Ron, we. I mean I felt that we should offer you an incentive to at least consider our offer. I mean while you have your advisors looking into our proposal."
With that, Jill handed me a signed Agreement. It was a short one-page agreement. Jill would go on a date with me one Saturday a month as consideration to at least consider their offer.
"That's your copy, Ron."
I looked at Carl, "My wife can go on a date with you. Um...one Saturday per month until we have your decision."
There was no way I could pass up that offer. I read the Agreement again and needed to make a few edits. Turning the pages over, I added what I wanted to be in the Agreement and handed it back to Jill.
"Make these edits, sign, and I will see you at my house next Saturday."
Jill read the edits, and I saw a smile appear on her face.
Saturday afternoon came and so would Jill, eventually.
"Come in Jill. Is Carl with you?"
"No, Carl was not happy with the new Agreement and your changes. He was even less with my changes.
Ron, um. I have heard some.... things. I hope they are true."
The new Agreement read as follows:

The Submissive Agreement

This contract is written to make clear the duties, rights, and obligations of Jill Nowack to Ronald Kelner ("Ron"). From the date of signing, this contract will be in full force and effect for one year.

Submissive Duties and Obligations

I promise to obey the will of Ron. I understand that his decisions will be made with the ultimate care and thoughtfulness for my well-being mentally, physically, and emotionally.
I understand that I must please and pleasure Ron. I will speak respectfully and see to his every need. I will be expected to attend occasional social events that are in addition to our agreed-upon one weekend each month.
I understand and will serve Ron and provide pleasure to him while we are physically together, except for work events, family activities, and other social events that might disrespect my husband in any way.
I understand that Ron may put me in a position where a safe word may be needed. I will use "yellow" as a warning word to request Ron to slow down, ease up, or change direction while continuing the session. I will use "red" to immediately end a scene or session.
I understand that Ron will use implements and tools on me for my or his pleasure.
I understand that Ron may bind me in restraints and use me for sexual gratification.
I understand that at Ron's discretion, he may also punish or discipline me if I disrespect him or do not obey his commands or requests.
I understand that Ron might mark my body.
I agree to spend one weekend each month with Ron from 4:45 p.m. on Friday until Sunday no later than 10:00 pm at which time I will be returned to my husband.
I also agree to accompany Ron to special events he wishes me to attend.

Medical Considerations

Both parties agree to be tested for all common sexually transmitted diseases within one week of the signing of this contract and once a month thereafter. If at any time Tina or Ron tests positive for any STD, this contract will be considered void until further negotiation takes place.
By signing below, both parties respectfully agree to be bound by the terms of this contract for a period of one year.
At the end of one year, this contract may be extended or renegotiated, or Ron and Jill may agree to part ways.
Date________________________
Jill Nowack________________________
What surprised me even more than the Agreement, which was now for one year and not until I made my decision as the original contract states, was Jill taking a collar out of her bag and placing it around her neck. She then dropped to her knees. You can use your imagination to figure out what comes next.
I tried my best to never embarrass Carl around the club. He didn't need my help.
It had been just about six months into our Agreement when I sat down with Jill and my advisors. Documents were signed and $20,000,000 was transferred into the bank account of Property Investors LP, which I was now a partner of.
Jill and I would go on to make more investments together. Jill's contact provided her with solid tips over the years.
As for our first deal together, the old age home, Jill and Carl had no interest in the Retirement home. Within the first few visits, I tortured... No, I pleasured the truth out of Jill.
"Oh, God Ron. This is better than I was told. My God, could we video our time together so Carl can learn from you?"
"No!" Nothing more was ever said.
I had Jill tied to my bedposts. Her legs were wide. I had a strap around her waist to secure her in place. This was one of our normal positions. Another option was the hook on the ceiling of my bedroom. Of course, her nipples were squeezed between clamps. Not too hard, just enough to inflict pleasure not pain. I would tighten them as time passed.
I pulled on the chain that connected to the nipple clamps. "Oh my!" Jill tried to rise but the strap held her down.
With my metal, jagged teeth pinwheel, I rolled the sharp teeth over Jill's body. She moaned at the sharp sensation. Slowly, applying just a little pressure. Roll over Jill's breaths, down her body to her inner thighs. Gently over her clit.
"Oh, God yes. Please more." Jill was in heaven. Just the gentlest touches in a few places can drive a woman insane. Finding the right spot is not difficult.
I could have just used my tongue but what fun with that been when I had so many other toys?
Electric shock sensations they call it. I have a few devices to stimulate various parts of a woman's body. The outside and the inside.
Jill was in heaven, and I thought she might pass out. I watched her eyes roll back. She arched as I released the strap around her waist. It was more than her body could stand as she came over and over. Moving and twisting to be free. She wanted to squeeze her legs together.
I had been slowly playing with Jill for an hour with various toys, but the electronic shock she would come to love most.
Next was an electronic wand. She thought we were done.
"No more! She pleaded."
"Use your colors...."
As the current, tingled over her body. I pulled the chain connecting the nipple clamps. I thought Jill would cum for me again. I sucked on her tits. Biting down but not too hard.
"Tell me about this retirement home?" I gave a zap to her breast.
Soon she was telling me whatever I wanted to hear.
She would sell our shares as soon as the building was complete. But Property Investors LP would receive a substantial fee to manage the property. Jill and Carl had investors lined up.
The three golf courses and two restaurants were phase 2 of the construction plan. They would not be part of the sale. Property Investors LP would have the majority interest in those operations. The yearly fee would be $20,000 with a guaranteed minimum monthly expenditure, golf fee, cart fee, and club activities.
If it were semi-public, the state would pay for the full construction. Semi-public with restrictions, of course. We could dictate the hours open to the public, which golf course and which restaurants.
Jill would throw in a dog park and a few other attractions at the semi-public course, as in only one of the three.
I was enjoying my time with Jill. We would occasionally meet for lunch. I would always insist that Carl join us. It was not to humiliate him. He was a business partner, and I did not want anyone to think differently.
Besides Jill, I had a few women I was seeing, casually. I was already married once and had two children. I wasn't looking for a committed relationship.
Jill's 1st anniversary ended, and she approached me with an Amendment to the Agreement. It was now an open-ended agreement. I occasionally find Jill bound to my bed as she begs me to fuck her.
"Ron, oh God yes yes...use that electric thing!" she would beg.
Jill confided in me that Carl got off on listening to the stories of us together. "Ron, I also like to edge Carl." She said with a giggle. "I bring him to the verge of orgasm just like you do to me, and I walk away."
"Sex with Carl was less than impressive before. But he is a different lover now. My husband tries so hard to reclaim me after you have had your way with me. And you are right, I love sexual denial. I love receiving it and inflicting it on Carl."
Jill and Carl were my first "Clients," I guess I could call them clients. There were more individuals over time who needed some form of assistance. Not all ended up with a wife in my bed.
Jill was bringing us new business to our venture. Carl for the most part stayed away.
One client that I was surprised to find at my door was my ex-wife. Two years after our divorce, Carol needed something from me.
Chapter 3 is coming soon.
Big thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding has reviewed them, so if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.



        The Agreement Ch. 03

        Carol's Story.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-agreement-ch-03-3

Title: The Agreement Ch. 03

Author: StoryTLR

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Carol's Story.

Tags: 

Series: The Agreement


The Agreement Chapter 3
Dear Tina,
I told you I wouldn't be here when you return. I begged you not to go. But I suppose your new life with Ron and LifeStyle means more to you than I do.
Ron was telling the truth; it wasn't him. Ron wasn't the one trying to set me up. I learned who it was. I will have my revenge. I also found Ron's missing money. It's now.
Enclosed you will find a check for $750,000. You can keep the money if you like. Or buy your freedom from Ron. Based on the videos of you and Ron, and how much you're enjoying your time with him, you'll probably opt to keep the money.
The remaining balance of the missing $1.5 million is in our savings account. You have spent six months giving yourself to Ron as the Agreement required, more than one weekend a month, if we're being honest. Also, based on pictures and videos, Ron got his money's worth.
I'll be away for a while, so I took my share of our savings and left you the rest. I didn't take any of Ron's money. Between Ron's $750,000 and your salary from LifeStyle, you should be able to cover the mortgage and any other expenses.
Well, I have to go now.
Love Steve
Steve knew everything that had been going on at Ron's house. Steve had videos of the parties at Ron's house and our evenings out. Ron's parties were like a fetish club. From one party to the next, you didn't know what to expect or who would show up.
Ron has a lot of prominent friends who have a kinky side to them. Steve had pictures and videos that could ruin them. Would he?
Thank God Steve didn't have video of me in Ron's playroom. Looking at these pictures, why Steve hadn't already divorced me was a mystery. But if Steve saw what went on in Ron's playroom and how much I enjoyed it, he would have divorced me for sure.
Maybe Steve just needed time to himself. Time to think and reflect. That's the way Steve works. Spreadsheet and diagrams, a box here, a triangle there. He gets to a point where he just needs quiet time to figure things out.
Steve just needed some time. That's what I told myself. The problem was that no one knew where Steve ran off to. Six months had passed since Steve left me, and no one had seen or heard from him. At least no one told me.
>>>>>>>>>>
Yes, Ron and I would flirt. Maybe we took it a little too far at times. I've always thought Ron was a handsome man. In his early forties, Ron is a good-looking man and in great shape. Ron was confident, intelligent, and just fun to be around. Ron also took an interest in me and my writing. He had friends, a couple, whom he shared my writings with. Ron said they own a business and a website where similar stories, both true and fiction, are posted. The stories are erotic like mine.
"My friends are always looking for a good editor," Ron told me on many occasions.
I write erotic stories that fall under the BDSM or Fetish category, mostly. Being my own boss allows me to make time to write.
I'm an amateur author. Steve doesn't care much about my stories. Steve is...I don't know. He's different from...me. I guess you could say he's different from most people. I've tried to get Steve to open up to me. I wanted to hear his deepest, darkest fantasies. "What turns you on, Steve? If you could do anything to me, my body, what would it be?"
Steve is content and has no dreams, no fantasies. Who doesn't have fantasies? A favorite actor or actress that you would love to have sex with. I know I have many on my list, and my list keeps growing.
Yes, Ron is on my list. Ron could be that strong, dominant man who does as he likes to me. With no regard for me. Just sex and pushing me to my limits.
That's the kind of man I write about in my stories. My stories are loosely based on my past experiences.
It was in college when Steve and I met. I wasn't ready to be exclusive. Steve could have dated other women, but I knew he wouldn't. If I'm being honest, I'm glad he didn't. Steve was marriage material. He was the kind of guy you take home to meet your mom and dad. Steve is the kind of guy who would love me, respect me, and support me. He is also the kind of guy that would let me...um get away with stuff that most men wouldn't. Steve would be my husband one day. But college was about having fun and trying new things.
I told Steve I would break a date with any guy if he asked me to. It only happened once or twice. He was testing me. Did Steve like knowing that I was out with other men? Was Steve into that kind of thing? You know, hotwife or hotgirlfriend, in my case?
I never asked Steve how he felt about me seeing other men. I was afraid he would break up with me. Or worse, I would have to break up with Steve so I could have my freedom.
Steve thought I was dating other guys around campus. I wasn't. A few of the girls and I were out one night. We had had enough of the college bar scene and drunk guys. We went to a club away from our college town. It was an older crowd. That's where I met Max. I was just twenty-one and Max was well into his 40s.
There was just something about Max. He was confident and controlling. He knew what he wanted and took it. When I met Max, Steve and I weren't dating yet. I saw a few other guys, but those relationships didn't last.
With Max, it was nothing but sex. But something was missing, I needed a stable man in my life. That's when I met Steve, my assigned tutor. Steve was innocent and shy. I think he may have even been a virgin when we met. If he was, I changed that. I was more than Steve could handle. I fucked Steve and made him mine. Like I said, Steve was marrying material, and I wasn't about to let him get away.
I also didn't want to lie to him. I was open and honest. He knew I was seeing other guys. I didn't tell him it was only one guy, a 40-something-year-old man who would dominate and control me. But Steve was...he was was...a man that was...accepting of what I...needed in my life.
To Max, I was a fuck toy. He took what he wanted from me and made me do what he wanted. Max pushed me to my limits. Steve was the opposite. Steve was loving and caring. As much as I loved to be dominated, I found myself the dominant one in my relationship with Steve.
Max respected my privacy and my relationship with Steve. He never said anything disrespectful or humiliating about Steve. Max didn't care about Steve. Steve was my issue to deal with. Max just wanted me, his fuck toy.
Max would take me out to fancy restaurants or clubs. We drank champagne, not that cheap beer, and watered-down alcohol. I was Max's eye candy, and I loved it. I knew it wouldn't last forever. I wasn't naive. I was a college girl who would eventually graduate. I would move on with my life, marry Steve, and start a family.
But until that day came, I was Max's fuck toy. Max had me suck his dick at a restaurant one evening. Did anyone see me slide under the table? I didn't care. Max told me to do it, and I did as I was told.
When we were at Max's apartment, I was his slut. Standing in front of Max, he'd gently push me to my knees. It only took a few times before I knew my place and what I was to do. I would greet Max on my knees, suck his dick and from there it was whatever Max had planned for the evening.
When we were alone, I would call Max Sir. "Sir, may I please you?" That was how Max wanted me to greet him.
Our evenings could be a night out at a club, dinner, or a party. But the evening would always end with me tied to Max's bed as he abused my body and brought me to ecstasy.
I tried my best to be home by early morning (one or two o'clock at the latest). I never wanted to spend too much time away from Steve. I didn't want to push my luck too far.
I got my threesomes out of my system with Max. Not just with another guy. I had a few threesomes with Max and the beautiful women he controlled just like me.
I remember one evening at Max's home. There were three of us. Three women who wanted to please Max. After Max was thoroughly exhausted, I continued to play with the other girls while Max watched and videoed us. I still have a copy.
Max also loved to spank me. I would occasionally return to Steve with a red ass and maybe a few marks around my nipples. I wish Steve could have been more like Max. Not all the time. But I needed a man like Max in my life.
I was sad when college ended. I would never see Max again. Max gave me a graduation gang bang, men, and women. It was the only night I stayed out and didn't return home to Steve until the following afternoon.
Steve never asked questions. He was happy with our relationship. Did I take advantage of Steve? Probably. I gave Steve more sex and pleasure than her could ever have imagined. I was the best girlfriend, too. I was always honest, and Steve knew I was having sex elsewhere, too. But once we graduated from college, I was done. Steve would be the only man in my life.
I promised Steve that that would never happen again. That night, I gave myself to Steve. I wanted Steve to take charge. But deep down, I knew that part of my life had ended the last night I was with Max.
My time with Max was the inspiration for my stories. A young college girl meets an older man that turns her into a slut. He does to her as he pleases. She goes on to live a double life. A wife. A mom. And a fuck toy that loved to be abused and shared.
That day that Ron came to see Steve and I, reading the Agreement it brought back memories of Max. I wanted to sign the Agreement as soon as I read it.
To say I was excited is an understatement. I wanted Ron to abuse my body just like Max had. I tried to get Steve to be more aggressive in the bedroom, but he couldn't give me what I wanted, what I needed. This was my chance. I convinced myself that I was to keep Steve out of jail.
Steve was the best husband and would be the best father, but Steve wasn't the best lover. I missed being dominated. I missed being pushed to my knees. I missed being helpless, tied to a bed and being fucked. I missed being shared. I missed being with a woman.
Two weeks passed quickly. On the Thursday afternoon before I was to be with Ron, a woman named Carol texted me. She introduced herself and told me she would pick me up on Friday Afternoon.
Steve was still trying to find something, anything to stop me from having to sign the agreement.
"Tina, you can't sign the agreement. We can find a way."
"How Steve? Are you going to magically find a way out of this while sitting in a jail cell? Let me do this and buy you time. I know you didn't steal from the company, and you'll prove you're innocent with a little more time."
I was getting angry with Steve. Why wouldn't he just let me do this? He was trying to convince me to not to sign the agreement. But I wanted to sign it and was angry that Steve wouldn't just let it go and agree to the terms.
I tried to stay calm, "Steve, think of it as me going off for a girls' weekend."
Steve wasn't happy with me, but he is so understanding, and he has never won an argument with me. "Steve, you are not going to jail, and that is that. End of discussion."
It was a knock at the door that ended our talk. I can't call it an argument, as Steve never yelled at me.
I was nervous as I opened the door.
"Hello Tina." Carol stood in front of me. She was beautiful. Dirty blond hair, blue eyes, height, and a body like mine. I figured Carol to be ten years older than me. And she might be, but she looked great if she was.
"Um...come in."
"Steve." I wasn't sure if they knew each other. "Ron speaks very highly of you," Carol said.
"Well, I don't think highly is the right word."
Carol just nodded. "Okay, Tina, are you ready to sign the agreement? I'm going to notarize your copy."
She looked between me and Steve. "Steve, I'm doing this."
"Whatever." Steve's last words to me. He walked out and drove away.
When I return from my weekend with Ron, I'll make it up to Steve and let him reclaim me. Maybe he will be angry with me, aggressive with me, or show me that I am his. Well, a woman can only hope.
"Tina, I know this is hard..."
I cut Carol off. "How do you know?" I asked.
"I was you once." She paused. "Tina, you are not the first woman in this position."
Carol went on to tell her story.
Carol's Story
Ron and I dated for two years, were married for five, had two beautiful children, and divorced. Two years later. After our divorce, I remarried a good man. Jim was my second husband.
Ron wanted to see other women. I was heartbroken. I gave Ron everything, everything. I allowed him to do as he pleased to my body.
Ron has an addiction, and that's what drove us apart. He likes to dominate women. He doesn't whip women or anything like that. He likes to be in control. He likes to give pleasure and withhold pleasure. You'll find out what turns him on.
Anyway, I let that man tie me to a bed and toy with me while I begged him to fuck me. I did everything Ron asked me to. I loved him. But I wasn't enough for Ron.
Ron found some online slut, Clare. He would take her to that fetish club. He never asked me to go with him.
Would I have gone? Knowing it might have saved my marriage...I don't know about willingly, but Ron probably could have convinced me. Maybe that's what Ron saw in me. He could control me. I was submissive to him. Maybe submissive in general.
I wanted to be a housewife and live a vanilla life. I gave Ron two years to play his little game while we were dating. Once he asked me to marry him, I expected a committed fiancé and husband.
Fuck, I should have just given him his freedom to be with other women right from the start.
Once Ron and I were divorced, I avoided him. But my husband, Jim, needed a loan to open a restaurant. He wanted me to ask Ron for a loan.
I went to see Jill first. Jill and Ron have a partnership. They help couples who need a loan or a favor.
"Carol, why don't you ask Ron for a loan? I can't give you a loan without Ron's approval." Jill smiled at me, "I'm sure you and Ron can come to an Agreement."
I had only heard rumors of Ron's Agreements. But I believed them to be true. Ron would loan money, but what he wanted in return was more than just principal and interest. Jill brought the opportunities, or maybe innocent couples, to Ron.
Wives would sell their bodies to Ron. I heard some couples divorced as a result. Others like Jill kept coming back for more.
The first Agreement was with Jill. Jill wrote the original Agreement. She told me one Saturday each month, for a year, she was Ron's to do as he pleased. She renegotiated her Agreement after her year was up.
She had some...connections or something like that. She wanted to partner with Ron. Jill and her husband Carl had money, but nothing like Ron's. Her "connections" made their partnership a lot of money. I don't know the details, but their business is Property Investors LP.
As a little incentive, Jill would be Ron's whenever he called. I feel like I battle against that bitch and Jill to spend time with Ron.
Jill's husband doesn't have a say. Jill is a beautiful woman. Some people aren't sure what she sees in her husband, but she never disrespects him. I guess spending time with Ron is disrespectful to her husband, but Ron and Jill's relationship is never rubbed in her husband's face, I'm told.
Jill has gotten into fights with those who have talked down to her husband. She has brought havoc to the finances of those who dared to disrespect her husband. When you have Ron on your side, Ron's money, Ron's influence, and connections, never upset Jill.
There were others, too. Maybe it was just a weekend. Or Ron wanted a favor now or in the future.
My Agreement was for a year.
I was nervous as I approached Ron's house. Ron was pissed at me. I turned into a vindictive bitch. I used the kids to get even with Ron. I let the kids spend time with Ron, but not as much as he would have liked. I would offer to let the kids stay with Ron whenever I heard he had plans, like a vacation to some fetish resort or something.
I kept in touch with Ron's mom. She didn't know about his fetish, but she knew his vacation plans. It only took a little research, and I knew if it was business or pleasure.
I was pissed at Ron. Maybe it was jealousy. I was mad at Ron because he had replaced me. Replaced by that online bitch and her fetish club.
I fought with Ron about the online bitch, tried everything I tried everything I could to get her out of their lives. "I finally couldn't take it. I divorced Ron. I met and later married Jim. Was it still a rebound marriage? I don't know.
So, how did I end up under an Agreement? My Agreement allowed Jim to get a loan for a restaurant he wanted to open.
I told Jim we would have to make do with the loan the bank was willing to lend us.
"Carol, please. Talk to Ron and see what he can do for us. You're the mother of his children..." Jim was begging me. He was so pathetic. I was getting so mad at him.
Jim went on and on for days trying to convince me that it was the only way. I told Jim that Ron would expect more than just interest. Jim already knew there would be a cost. He just ignored it.
"Carol, do what you must. This is our only chance." Yes, Jim already knew there would be a cost. Maybe he thought it would be just one or two times. But for an entire year. One weekend a month. No, Jim wouldn't have expected that.
"Fine, I'll try," I told Jim. I would also try my best to keep my legs closed. But that didn't work.
So, there I was about to sell my body to Ron. I was nervous as I approached Ron's house. I tried stopping by without calling. Hoping Ron wouldn't be home.
I took a deep breath, waiting for Ron to answer the door.
"Hello, Ron."
"Carol, come in. Where are the kids?"
"Oh, they're visiting your parents today. Your mom says hi."
I followed Ron into his house. Fuck Ron looked good. "Ron... can I have a drink?" I asked politely. I still wasn't sure how mad he was at me.
"Sure, water or a Coke?" Ron offered.
"Whiskey on the rocks, please."
"Really! You don't drink, Carol. And whiskey wouldn't be a good choice to start with."
"Yes, I do. Maybe I didn't drink when we were married. But I do now."
"How about I give you Something fruity?"
"Fine. Whatever." Ron's right. One drink and I'm happy. Two or three, my clothes are off. If I drink whiskey...who knows what would happen?
That's how I met Ron. It wasn't his fancy cars or his money. I thought he was handsome and fun to talk to. We danced, and he bought me a few drinks. The sex was incredible.
Even the first night we met, Ron was holding back my orgasm and teasing me. And I did it. I begged him to fuck me. It was the best sex I had ever had.
The next morning, I introduced Ron to the back of my throat. Within two weeks, we were dating. Well, I was dating Ron. Ron had other...partners. With Ron, it truly was just sex. Ron was selective. Ron liked crazy girls. Girls who were willing to explore and try new things.
I don't know what he saw in me. Was I a good girl? I thought I was. I wasn't a virgin. I loved sex. But Ron was the first to fuck me on a first date. Hell, it wasn't even a date. Ron picked me up at a bar. I would melt into Ron's strong arms and massive chest.
He made me do things. Things I would never have done before. Sex in public. He liked to tease me. He would tell me to flash my tits. Ron didn't care if people were watching. It turned him on. The man loved to push me to my limits. He still does.
Thanksgiving dinner at Ron's family's house one year, Ron made me suck his dick, knowing that at any minute we could get caught. It's the excitement of getting caught that turns Ron on.



Well, back to my story.
There I was, lost in thought. I wanted to run. I just started guzzling my drink.
"Hello...earth to Carol."
"Oh, sorry, Ron."
"That bad?" Ron asked.
I remember looked at Ron and thinking, Fuck, can I do this? "Jim wants a restaurant. It's his dream." I blurted out.
"Start from the beginning, Carol."
I took a deep breath and asked for another drink."
"What are you, an alcoholic now? How did you finish that one already?"
"Ron...I have a favor to ask." It was now or never.
Ron just smiled at me as I continued. "Jim wants to open a restaurant. Now, before you say anything, Jim has a solid business plan. But he can't get a loan. Well, not for the amount that he is asking.
He plans to open a high-end fancy restaurant. A restaurant that a middle-class * family could enjoy and not break the bank on a night out."
This was good. Ron was giving it some thought. Maybe he wasn't pissed at me after all. Maybe, I wouldn't end up on my knees or in his bed. That's what was going through my head. Would Ron give us a loan? Would end up in his bed? Hell, I even shaved down there like Ron likes.
"Ron, Jim has people he has known and worked with for years. Jim plans on advertising for them. He'll tell his customers where his fresh fruits and vegetables come from. Same with his meat and bread. In return, he'll get a break on the cost."
"Sounds like a solid plan." Ron smiled at me. "Are you offering me a percentage ownership?"
Thinking to myself, I didn't think that was Jim's plan. "Not really," I told Ron.
"So, this is a negotiation." Ron looked at me. It was that look. That look I had seen many times before. The look that told me if I wanted anything from Ron, I would end up on my knees.
My grandfather was a car enthusiast, and I loved his '68 convertible Corvette. Ron found one for me. Ron had the car refurbished and painted red for me. It was my little red Corvette.
Ron dangled the key in front of me. "Crawl to me and beg," he said. Well, maybe it was me. I told Ron, 'Don't make me crawl to you and beg.' This prompted Ron to say, 'Crawl to me and beg.' So, the crawling was my fault.
But the point is, Ron loves when I suck his dick. I know most men do. But Ron will give in to me when his dick is in my mouth. He likes me on my knees. He wants to be in control. On my knees, I am submissive to Ron. In return, he will usually give me what I ask.
I once wanted a Jacuzzi on the deck off the master suite. To hold the weight of the Jacuzzi, the whole deck had to be rebuilt. Ron gave me my Jacuzzi and a sore throat that week.
Is this a negotiation? That's what Ron said as I just stared at him.
"Carol, are you okay?" Ron asked. No. I wasn't okay. I knew what was coming. Ron was gonna have me on my knees before we even got a penny from him. Oh, he looked so good. No! No! No! Bad Carol. I said to myself. But seeing Ron again...I knew I would give in to him.
"I want to see the kids more often or no loan," Ron said sternly.
I could not believe that was all Ron wanted. Ron was fucking other women and ruining marriages. I was hot as fuck. Two children and men still drool over me. Jill said it would cost me. Was I still not good enough for Ron? I was being turned down again.
"That's all you want!" I yelled at Ron. What the fuck was I thinking. I should have just kept my mouth shut.
"Okay, Ron. You can see the kids more often. They will love to see you more often. You're their father. You need to step up and be a dad."
"You're the one who always has plans when it's my weekend with the kids!" Ron was getting mad now.
I just looked at Ron and stood my ground. I was pissed that I still wasn't good enough for him. That's when I knew I needed therapy.
"That's a lot of money for nothing more than what time is already yours." I was pushing Ron. I wanted an Agreement at this point. I wanted a second chance to prove to Ron I could be just like Jill and that bitch.
"Hum. Okay, there is more," Ron said with a smile.
"Jill told me there would be," I said nervously. Maybe if I had kept my mouth shut, Ron would have been fine just seeing the kids more often. Was I the one who wanted more?
"One Saturday and Sunday a month, we spend together. You, me, and the kids." That was Ron's offer.
"What? I can't give you a whole weekend. And once a month? For how long?" Reality was kicking in.
Ron's eyes looked into my soul, "One year."
"Jim won't go for that," I told Ron.
"You're the one coming to me for a loan."
"And you expect me to stay overnight....in your bed?" Of course he did.
"Technically, Carol, it's your bed too." Ron said, "We bought it together. Remember? It's custom-made with hidden hooks. And the footboard, when separated and reversed, becomes a pillory."
I started to get a tickle between my legs, thinking about that bed. Ron would have me standing, bent at the waist, and locking my wrists and neck in place. I was there for him. I was his play toy to do with as he pleased.
"So, you're expecting me to have sex with you? You plan on locking me up and torturing me, too?" Well, we already knew that answer. But I needed to hear Ron say it.
Ron just laughed at me. "I have a lot more toys than you remember. But the decision is yours to make."
"Don't you want to know how much money we want first?" I asked.
"The amount doesn't matter to me. I want you, no matter the cost."
Now it was my time to negotiate. I told Ron what I wanted in return, "I don't want a loan, Ron. I want a gift. You give Jim the money he wants. Free and clear or..." Ron stared at me with a raised eyebrow. "Or no deal," I said.
Fuck! Ron didn't think twice. "Deal," he said with a smile and continued. "Let me make a few edits, and I'll give you an Agreement, talk it over with Jim."
Talk it over with Jim. What was I going to say to him?
I read the damn Agreement, "yellow" as a warning word to request Ron to slow down, ease up, or change direction while continuing the session. I will use "red" to immediately end a scene or session.
Jim was waiting for me with a big smile when I got home. "So, what did Ron say?"
"Ron is happy for us. He gave us the money as a gift." That was all I said to Jim.
Call me a slut call me a whore. I don't care. It's my life to fuck up. I was Ron's fuck toy to do with as he pleased. That was the Agreement I signed. I had fallen in love with Ron...AGAIN!
Ron had gotten so much worse with his kinky shit. It used to be just playing and teasing me. An extra-extra-long foreplay session. Not now. Now he tortures me. The toys and "pleasure-sticks," that's right, Ron calls them pleasure-sticks. They may be packaged and marketed as a vibrating dildo that comes in assorted colors and sizes. Just playful sex toys, but they're not.
I'm sure Ron didn't buy any of his new toys from the Amazon Best Sellers List.
Ron also had his brother remodel his bedroom. The master suite was always huge. It had a separate sitting area, walk-in closets, and an incredible bathroom. Now it's different. There's a wall with a hidden door. It leads to an extension to the house.
The room has another entrance in the hallway. Both entrances are hidden doors. Hidden doors that lead to Ron's playroom.
His playroom has a bondage bench and a St. Anthony's cross. Various cuffs and bars with straps to spread your legs wide. He has other bars that come out of a metal collar with straps at the end to lock your hands away from interfering with his fun.
Ron has a hook and pulley system hanging from the vaulted ceiling. Whips and paddles hang from the wall. Ron isn't into the whips and paddles, at least not with me.
I spend my nights between Ron's playroom and his bed. I'm in my bedroom before sunrise, but not this particular morning. Six months into the Agreement, it was a Sunday morning. Ron and I had fallen asleep in Ron's bed. I should have been in my room in my bed before the kids woke up. But Ron wore me out, and I was in his bed still sleeping when the kids were looking for me to make pancakes.
At least my kids didn't find me with my legs spread wide and strapped to bedposts--or, worse, hanging from the ceiling.
Anyway, the kids let it slip to Jim that Mommy was sleeping with Daddy.
"Carol, don't tell me it will never happen again unless you mean it." That's what Jim said to me. I wish I could have had both Ron and Jim.
"Jim, I had to sign the agreement for you to get the money you needed for your restaurant," I begged Jim to understand that I did this for us. 'Carol, do what you must. This is our only chance.' That's what you said to me, Jim. You knew Ron would want something in return. Do you remember saying that, Jim?"
Jim filed for divorce. Jim called me a slut and a whore. He didn't make an offer to Ron. Maybe Ron would have let me out of the Agreement for a percentage ownership, or Jim could have offered to pay interest on the loan.
Neither one made an offer. It seems they both got what they wanted. Ron got me, and Jim got the money for his restaurant. Was it Jim's plan all along? I want to hope it wasn't.
Well fuck Jim and fuck Ron. As far as I was concerned, the Agreement was over. I know an Agreement for sex was probably illegal anyway.
So why am I still with Ron? Oh, it gets better.
When I divorced Ron, I kept my two cars, and Ron paid for the insurance. I also received Alimony, $200,000 a year, paid to me monthly, adjusted for inflation. Ron paid for child support, of course. Ron was generous, I will give him that. He promised to pay me alimony even if I did remarry. He even paid for my country club membership.
I had been supporting Jim with the alimony payments for Ron while he was working hard for the grand opening of his restaurant. Jim wanted me to sell my two cars. His attorney argues that Jim deserves half of everything, even half of my alimony.
Ron thought this was funny and wanted to hire Jim's attorney. Ron thought he had a creative imagination.
I remember whining like a baby. "Ron, am I going to lose my cars?" Not just any car. It was my Cadillac Escalade and my classic 1968 red Corvette. Ron offered to get me a minivan.
Jim kicked me and my kids out of his house, and we moved in with Ron.
I was back together with Ron in some form of a fucked-up relationship that is difficult to explain. Of course, I needed therapy, and years later, I still see a therapist. I gave up a perfectly good man to return to Ron, who has no interest in remarriage, at least no time soon. He was still seeing other women, like that bitch.
Jill would never stop seeing Ron either. But at least she has Carl and seems to love him. That bitch was another story. She's kinkier than Ron and Jill put together.
Ron met her online. He found a fetish club and even became friends with the couple who own the site. It's a company called LifeStyle. They cater to any kink you can think of. They know where all the swing clubs are and have a directory. Paying clients get more. You want to find a dungeon near you, they'll let you know where to find them.
The bitch is into bondage and whips and whatever else. Ron says he doesn't use the whips. As long as he doesn't use them on me, I don't care what he does with anyone else.
Shit, I'd like to use the whip and teach that bitch a lesson. She's in Ron's ear all the time. She tells him she wants to strap me to the cross... Fuck her.
I'm getting off track.
The therapist, like all therapists, blamed it on my childhood and my parents.
Somehow it was my parents' fault that I am a sexually manipulated slut who is in love with a kinky fuck that knows how to drive a woman to unbelievable pleasure. It's their fault that I can't have a meaningful relationship with anyone. Well, except for Ron.
That was the first therapist. It all sounded like bullshit to me.
My second therapist was a little better. "Do you enjoy spending time with your ex-husband?"
"You mean my ex-ex-ex-husband, Ron?" I corrected her. We said Ron or Jim in future sessions.
Anyway, her questions continued. "Are you happy when you are with Ron? Do your children enjoy spending time with their father? "Do you love Ron?"
"I sure the fuck hope so after what I gave up," was the only response I could think of.
My therapist found other problems with me, too. Isn't that the way it is? You go to a doctor for one problem, and they throw a shopping list of items back at you. One problem she had, more on a personal level, was my language.
She must have moved to New York from another state or country. New Yorkers' curse. That includes New York City, the five boroughs, Nassau County, and Suffolk County; that's how it is. Upstate New York, maybe not so much. But born and raised in Queens, Fuck is an acceptable noun, pronoun, verb, adjective, and any other I'm missing.
Good thing I'm not a big drinker, this therapist put me on a few medications with a lengthy list of side effects if mixed with alcohol.
Anyway, the therapist's questions continue, "Can you live with your ex-husband spending time with you and occasionally with other women? Do you think he would be open to an...Arrangement?"
"Arrangement! What the fuck!" I yelled at my therapist. "An open marriage! What kind of slut do you think I am?"
Listen to me, all high and mighty. I had just agreed that I was a slut but confused as to what kind? Is there more than just one kind of slut? I don't know. I once was a cheating slut there for a while. And that's why my second husband divorced me.
As I said, we were living with Ron. Ron took care of Jim. I ended up with a share of the restaurant, but it cost me. I was hung upside down with my legs spread wide. I was wearing that collar with rods securing my wrists. Blood was rushing to my head. My body was doing something it had never done before. I enjoyed every minute of it as I begged Ron for more. I begged Ron to let me down and fuck me.
I was a mess. How many times can I fuck up my life. I just gave in; I was Ron's again. Ron could see whoever he wanted. Do whatever he wanted. I would accept it and pop my pills as needed. On a good note, the kids are happy.
Is Ron a good man? He has issues. He is a great father and a generous man. He loves to give to charities. Couples who agreed that the wife should be Ron's play toy benefited too. Ron has helped many couples get out of debt. Is the cost worth it? I guess so.
Ron and I had a new problem to deal with. The kids and I were living with Ron, but it wasn't a place for kids. I had to take the kids to Ron's or my parents' house when Ron was throwing a party.
I didn't think it was a good idea for our kids to see a bunch of topless women, women or men wearing collars, or catch a free show in the den if the kids slipped out of bed for a glass of water.
So, Ron bought me and the kids a house. It's just a few blocks away from Ron; it's smaller, but it's what I wanted.
I also needed a job for health coverage. Ron hired me to manage his social calendar. I now send out the invites for his parties and when that bitch calls, I have to let her know when Ron's available for her. I'm hoping that it will end soon.
Jill will at least ask me if she can spend time with Ron.
Enough about me. Let's have you sign this agreement."
>>>>>>>>>>
I couldn't believe the story Carol had just told me. I felt bad for Carol. To have to be in therapy and on medication is no way to live your life. At the same time, I was thinking about what would happen to my marriage. Would Steve divorce me?
Once the Agreement was signed, Carol put each into a sealed envelope. The outside of the folder read "The Agreement."
Carol and I continued our conversation as we drove to Ron's house.
"I'm a big fan." I looked at Carol.
"Your stories. I've read them all. You make 50 Shades of Grey, the novel, not the movie, read like a child's book. My emails to you were anonymous, but you responded to them all. You've shared with me that you would love to be controlled and dominated like the woman in your stories. You said you wanted to be pushed to your limits. Well, Ron will do that for you. I hope you're ready."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I remembered the questions from an anonymous person who had sent me emails. I told her I wanted to be dominated, tied, and whipped. I would love to have my ass beat with a leather strap until it had welts on it. My story is about my fantasy life. But it was only talk. I had no desire to be whipped. Well, spanked maybe, but not so hard it would leave welts.
"Carol, that was just talk. You know, to keep you interested in my stories."
She just smiled at me. She didn't believe a word I said.
The rest of the ride was small talk. "Are you ready?" Carol had a big smile on her face as we pulled up to Ron's house. "Let's have some fun," Carol said.
I took a deep breath as we stepped into the house. Ron was on a call. "Just take care of it, Bill. I trust you. Yes, yes, okay. I have guests. We can discuss it further next week."
Ron stood and turned to us. Carol grabbed my hand and whispered, "Pay attention."
We approached Ron and stopped a few feet in front of him. "Hello, Sir," Carol said, and looked at me to repeat her words.
"Hello, Sir," I said as well.
"May I please you?" Carol said to Ron and then looked at me.
This was all Déjà vu. Just something about it. May I please you? I repeated what Carol said.
"Yes, you may," Ron said as Carol gently pushed me to my knees.
It was from my stories. Abby, the girl from my stories, would ask if she could please the man with whom she would spend the night. She called them Sir. Abby would drop to her knees and take his dick in her mouth.
"I'm sure you know what to do now," Carol said with a smile.
Why did Carol want this? She has issues with Ron and the women he is with but wanted me on my knees to suck his dick and whatever else Ron had in store for me.
On my knees, huh. Let's give Ron what he deserves. I opened Ron's pants and took his dick into my hand. I stroked his dick until it was nice and hard. I grabbed just above his balls, pulled downward, and took control as I stood up.
I took Ron by surprise. "Was this all you, Ron? Are you framing Steve so you can fuck me?" I tugged his balls harder. "Tell me the truth!"
"Tina...Please, it wasn't me." Ron didn't look so confident now.
"Talk. I want to hear everything."
"It was just two months before I came to see you and Steve with the Agreement. I came into work one morning to find a manila envelope on my desk. It was an internal envelope. I had no idea who it had come from.
Steve is an honest, hard-working employee. I respect Steve above all others. Stealing from the company. I didn't believe it for a second.
Some people may say that Steve stole the spotlight from me, and I hated him for it, but that's not true. Steve no longer needed my guidance. He found his calling. When it comes to business, that man is ruthless and would send his mother to jail if he caught her cheating the system.
No. There was no way Steve was stealing from the company, but someone had it out for him.
I reviewed our company's invoices, expenses, and finances. Whomever had it out for Steve knew what they were doing. It all pointed to Steve. I'm not a handwriting expert, but the signatures appear to be a match.



First, I stopped the funds from being transferred to an offshore bank account. My money's final resting place, and exactly how much had been stolen. Honestly, I wasn't sure. I was able to identify 1.5 million that I knew were missing.
Next, I used my own money to replace the 1.5 million that was stolen. It just took a few calls and a sweet deal for Jimmy in accounting and finance. Jimmy was excited when I offered him season tickets to the Giants if he would keep this to himself.
I didn't know who it was that had it out for Steve, but I knew Steve would figure it out, and I would get my money back.
As for framing Steve so I can fuck you, it was and opportunity I couldn't pass up. Carol, why don't you tell Tina...
Carol cut Ron off and continued. "I just... I mean. Tina, I'm sorry. I might have said in passing. Well, I knew Ron would try and negotiate an Agreement with you and Steve. Based on your stories and the emails we traded, I may have told Ron that you wanted to be dominated.
But that was it. Ron took over after that."
"After listening to Carol," Ron said, "I decided to give you what you want. I would give you what Steve doesn't or maybe is not capable of. You want to be dominated and pushed to your limits?" Ron had an evil smile on his face.
Carol was right. I want to be dominated and controlled. I was still confused why Carol would want to provide Ron with another woman. She wasn't happy that she had to share Ron with Jill and Clare or the bitch as Carol calls her.
"Carol, why would you hand me over to Ron? Why would you share my fantasy with Ron? You must have known it would drive him to want to be with me more than he already does?"
Ron looked at Carol with a smile, "If Carol follows through on her part, I will stop seeing Clare. Clare will still be invited to parties, and I will see her at the club. But I won't have her to the house and my playroom regularly any longer."
These two had an odd relationship. The best I can figure, Carol is in love with Ron and will do anything for him. Carol hates Clare, who she refers to as Bitch. Jill has other connections to Ron, so Carol has no control over Jill.
Carol was right. Something was missing from my life. I was doing this to keep Steve out of jail. That's what I kept telling myself. But that's not true. I was doing this for myself and using Steve as my excuse. My justification.
"So, Tina, are you comfortable with Ron's responses? Carol asked.
I believed Ron's story. He didn't seem to be hiding anything from me, especially with his balls in my hand.
"Should we proceed then?" Carol looked at me. "Sir, may I please you?" Carol said again, but I shook my head, no. Carol looked disappointed with me.
"I want to see this playroom and what I am getting myself into first." That put a smile on Ron's face.
"Carol told you about my playroom, did she?"
Ron and Carol showed me to my bedroom first. I guess after Ron is done with me, he sends me away. Carol did say it was only sex and nothing more.
Then we went to Ron's playroom. It was just as Carol said. I was excited as soon as I walked into the room. I wanted to be strapped to the bench. I wanted to be a fuck toy for Ron.
I had a smile on my face, and Ron saw it. "What would you like to try first, Tina?" Ron asked.
"When I'm ready....it will be that bench."
"I think you're ready now," Ron said with a serious look.
"I'll leave you to it," Carol said, walking away.
"No, Carol, we have an Agreement."
Another Agreement. What was I in for now?
"Ron, I've never.... this is your...I wouldn't know what to do." Ron cut her off.
"Carol, the cameras are motion-activated. I don't turn them on and off each time I come in. I've watched you with Lily; I think you know exactly what to do. Now take Tina's clothes off and strap her to the bench."
I wanted to hear more about Carol and Lily, but now it was about me. I wanted to enjoy what Ron had in store for me. I stood naked in front of Ron. Carol whispered in my ear. "May I please you, Sir?"
I woke Saturday morning to the alarm I must have set on my phone. I was naked and feeling a little pain. Good pain. The pain told me I had an exciting night. And I had. I have never come so hard or so many times with any man or woman. Carol knew what she was doing, and Ron was right.
Last night with Ron and Carol was incredible. Sure, Ron has a talented tongue, and his dick feels good inside me. But being blind folded and not knowing what toy Carol would use on me next was exciting. I don't know which was more exciting, the suspense or the actual toy.
Scratch that, the toy. I loved the toys and wanted more, much more!
It didn't take long before I remembered why I set my alarm. It was Ron's request: "Tina, would you like to make Carol happy and play the Dom / Sub game for the weekend?"
"Sure, Ron, I'll play along this weekend," I stressed this weekend.
"Okay, here is your first command." Of course, I gave him a look.
"Humor me," he said.
"Okay, let me hear it." Carol had a smile on her face.
"Tomorrow morning, I would like to wake up at 7:00 am with your warm mouth wrapped around my dick."
"7:00 am?" I looked at the time. "It's 4:00 am, and you have been abusing my body for hours. I need sleep. How are you getting up at 7:00 am on a Saturday anyway?"
"I have a call at 8:00 am, so I need to be up by 7."
I remember walking to the door I turned to 'Sir' "If you feel my mouth wrapped around your dick a 7 O'fuckin clock in the morning, you'll know my decision. If not, I'll expect to be served lunch in bed. Good night."
Big thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding has reviewed them, so if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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The Agreement Chapter 4
Lily's Story
I remember the first time I met Tina. I was living at Ron's house. Walking down the hallway from my bedroom to the kitchen, I watched and listened to Tina.
"May I please you, Sir?" Tina then dropped to her knees and started sucking Ron's dick.
I knew about Tina; she was the latest victim of Ron's Agreements, just like I once was. I was either visiting my sister in Arizona or my parents in Florida, or drumming up business for my cleaning service; I had not met her yet.
I was leaning against the kitchen counter, watching as Tina was deep throating Ron's seven-inch dick. She was doing better than I could. Once she was finished, I started gently clapping, "Nice job. You must be Tina."
I surprised Tina, but she was a trooper and didn't try hiding what she had just done. I approach Ron and Tina, "You have a little...." I took my finger and scooping up the little bit of Ron's cum what hadn't made it into Tina's mouth and licked it off my finger. "Yummy."
I then took Ron's scotch from his hands and took a swig before kissing Ron hello. That's a rule. Ron is strange like that. I guess Ron things he might turn gay or something if cum makes its way to his mouth. Meanwhile, he loved to fuck me and stick his dick in my mouth.
Anyway, that was the first time I met Tina. But it wouldn't be the last time I'd see her on her knees. You see, Tina had agreed to follow Carol's request to be a submissive to Ron or 'Sir' as Tina calls him.
I know. I know. This might sound a little confusing. Let me back up and tell you my story, or at least my version. I'll start with how I met Carol, ended up under an Agreement, living at Ron's house, and.... Well, let me just tell my story.
>>>>>>>>>>
Carol hired me as a housekeeper. I would occasionally watch her kids, too. Carol and Ron have a son and a daughter. When I met Carol, she lived with her children in a house Ron had bought for them. It was a strange relationship that I would soon learn and become part of.
If Carol and I had no plans for the evening, we would sit by the pool, drink wine, and Carol would tell me stories. I loved hearing what went on at Ron's house. I really wanted Carol to invite me to one of Ron's parties. "I need to ask Ron. They're um private," Carol would say.
Carol had a problem holding her liquor. I'm not sure she remembers everything she tells me when she's drinking. But Carol told me about Ron's parties and the kinky politicians and their dirty secrets. I know about the Agreements. I also know that Carol loved Ron, and he had this...control over her. Most times it sounded like Ron's a dick, but Carol still loved him.
Most nights, when Carol drank too much, it was because of Ron. I was a shoulder for Carol to cry on. Ron was seeing a woman named Clare. Carol called her the Bitch. Carol blamed Clare for her failed marriage to Ron. Carol divorced Ron because of his affair with Clare. Carol was now competing with Clare to win Ron back.
I know, I know. Why did she want to get back together with Ron? Love is a tricky thing, I guess.
The Agreements with other women were of no concern to Carol, "those women are there to keep Ron entertained. They are just toys for his fetish." Carol realized the only way she could be with Ron is if she accepts that he will have sex with other women.
"It's just how it is, Lily," Carol would say, "marriage and dating are different now. Open relationships are the thing now, I guess."
While open relationships might be common nowadays, in Carol's relationship, it was only Ron seeing other women; Carol wasn't seeing anyone else.
Carol divorced her second husband, who she told me was a good man, all because of Ron. I told Carol many times to find a man to please her. Fuck Ron, just more on.
As I said, Ron was...dating Clare, I guess you could say. Clare is very possessive and controlling. She would get Ron to do things that upset Carol. Carol's biggest fear was that Ron would give Clare what she wanted.
"That Bitch wants to hang me upside down in Ron's playroom and torture me. Not like Ron does to me. Clare's kink is pain and pleasure. That's why whips and leather straps hang on the walls in Ron's playroom. Clare was the one that asked Ron to build that damn playroom.
I also know Ron has shared other women under Agreements with Clare, too."
That's what upset Carol most. "Ron never used to be like that. She changed him, and I see it more and more each day."
Of course, Carol told me this when she had drunk a little too much and didn't remember the next day.
I enjoyed spending time with Carol and being there for her. Carol was a mess and on all kinds of medications.
One night when Ron was away and my boyfriend was entertaining clients, Carol and I were out by the pool drinking a little too much--well, at least it was a little too much for Carol.
I told Carol I wanted to expand my small housekeeping service. Of course, she jumped right in, slurring her words, "You don't want an Agreement with Ron. I'll lend you the money."
She was concerned for me while I wanted to see Ron's playroom and more. I wasn't into the pain and pleasure, only the pleasure.
But I went on. Carol, I don't want a loan. Let me finish. "I follow this girl on TikTok. She cleans houses topless. Her tips are more than she charges to clean a house." I was excited, and we were both tipsy as I shared my idea with Carol.
"My business could make a lot of money with your tits Carol," I had wanted to play with Carol's tits and get between her legs since the first time we met. I wanted that hot as fuck MILF. Carol must have been like ten years older than me. I was 25 at the time.
"How does this sound, Carol? 'Lily's Topless Housecleaning. Your wood floors won't be the only thing hard when I'm done.' I'll put that on the side of my van." That was my idea for a slogan. I was joking with Carol as she threw a few ideas my way.
It was a hot, sticky August evening, so I stripped down to my thong and walked into the pool. "Come in, Carol." The water felt so nice," and take your top off your bikini top. Let those money makers out."
Carol was already in a bikini, and since going topless was common at Ron's house, Carol had no problem taking off her top and showing off her tits.
"Carol, have you ever been with a woman?" I just threw it out there. The worst she could do is turn me down.
"Um...no. Well...kind of." She said nervously.
"So, you, kind of....kissed a girl. In college, maybe?"
"Yes," she had a smile on my face. "But it was just one time."
"Ron shouldn't be the only one having fun." I gently held Carol's face in my hands, and we kissed. "Do you like that, Carol?" She did and didn't want me to stop. Was it the alcohol...? I don't know, but I had no plans of stopping.
I was gently sucking and biting Carol's nipples, and I slipped my fingers between her legs. Carol didn't pull away; she just kissed me harder.
Carol was nervous. I took her hand. "It will be fine." We walked to Carol's bedroom. "Just lie back and relax," I told her.
I started my way down Carol's body, but it was hard for me to leave her tits. I had wanted to play with them for so long. I learned that she gets excited when you play with her nipples. I brought Carol to orgasm by just gently sucking and biting on her nipples. Well, maybe not gently.
I finally made my way between Carol's legs and didn't stop. Carol begged me. "It's too much, please, Lily, please no more. Oh my GOD! Yes! Please don't stop."
I knew this would not be the last time we would be together.
"Should I...um? Do you want me to?" It was all new to Carol.
"It's okay, Carol, tonight is all about you. We aren't men. I'm not selfish. Now come snuggle with me."
Carol was still asleep while I was making breakfast for the kids.
"Morning, sleepyhead. Scramble or fried?" I asked.
"Um, scramble please." She was deep in thought as I handed her a cup of tea.
"Kids, how about a movie?" Once I had gotten the kids settled in front of the TV, I returned to the kitchen to talk to Carol.
"Carol, you want to talk about last night or just ignore what happened and blame it on the wine?"
Carol asked, "Can we blame it on the wine?"
I smiled as I responded. "This time we can."
Carol and I spent many nights in the pool, on the kitchen table, in her bed, in the shower. There was a side of Carol she didn't know existed. Carol is a true submissive. She tries to deny it, but she is. Ron controls her, and I guess I might too.
So, how did I end up under one of Ron's "Agreements"? Ron paid for a lawyer to get me out of jail and represent me at my hearing.
I wasn't supposed to be out of town. But I returned early from a visit with my sister in Arizona and thought I'd surprise my boyfriend. I was the one surprised.
Around 15 or so people were at my boyfriend's house, where I was living. The women were all naked, men were doing lines (Cocaine) off their tits. Some of the women were doing lines of the men's erect dicks. I had no problem with any of that. I was getting turned on watching, too. But I didn't like the drugs.
My boyfriend and I had been dating for a year, and I knew he smoked pot. I had no idea who these people were, and I didn't want to make a scene in front of his friends. I just wanted to know where he was and that he was okay. You know, not fucked up and doing something stupid.
A couple of the guys must have thought I was there for their entertainment as they started grabbing my tits. I slapped a few hands and went in search of my boyfriend.
Well, sitting in a recliner, I found my boyfriend. He was high as a kite, with his dick in some girl's mouth.
"Are you enjoying yourself?" I asked him and he just smiled. He probably didn't even know who I was. "After you finish him off, I will expect you to do the same to me," I said to the woman whose mouth my boyfriend's dick was in. I assumed she was paid for entertainment, so why not take advantage of it?
I knew it wouldn't take too long for her to finish off my boyfriend. That's one of his problems. He gets too excited and cums before finishing me off.
Men! But he had a good job, and he is good at licking my pussy.
I was encouraging this woman to take my boyfriend's cock deeper. I even helped by pushing her head as my boyfriend thrust upward. I was getting excited and wanted my turn. Fuck it, I grabbed this woman's hand, "Come with me." I led her to the bedroom.
"Hey," was all my boyfriend said as I walked off with his slut.
"Go find someone else, she's mine now."
I was on my back, suffocating this beautiful woman between my legs. She knew what she was doing. And that's when all hell broke loose.
The door got busted in. I saw windbreakers that said DEA and FBI. That's when I knew we were all in trouble. I would soon learn that my boyfriend was a drug dealer, and the guys at his house were his clients. They were all businessmen who worked for Fortune 500 companies. And the girls were high-priced hookers. Escorts.
My parents live in Florida, my sister lives in Arizona. With no one else to turn to, I called Carol.
In return for Ron's help, I had to sign an Agreement. It was worth it. Ron knows people, and I was looking at doing time. The DA, who was a dick, was trying to prove that I was involved. The attorney Ron hired said they wanted me to testify against my boyfriend or go down with him.
Since the DA convinced the judge that I was at flight risk, I had to be under house arrest. My boyfriend's house was a crime scene, and in the basement, there was a room that I never bothered with. I was full of drugs and a shit load shit load of money. I was not permitted back into the house, so I had nowhere to live.
Once again, Ron was there for me. Ron hired me as a live-in housekeeper and nanny. Being a nanny allowed me to drive up to 50 miles from the house.
Once I was cleared of all charges, Ron said I could stay at his house. As long as he let me stay, I was not going anywhere. There was never a dull moment at Ron's house, and Carol lived a block from Ron's house.
Did Ron tease and deny me pleasure? That was Ron's kink. Or did he turn me over to Clare to torture me with pleasure, and pain?" I was Clare's toy many nights. Ron would leave me to do as Clare wanted.
I lied to Carol when she asked me how Ron was treating me. I would tell Carol I loved it, which I did. Ron was incredible. But he would leave me in the playroom with Clare. Clare was and still is a crazy bitch. Sometimes I enjoyed being with her. But when the ball gag was secured, I knew there would be pain and no pleasure.
After being abused by Clare for hours and left strapped to the cross or bench, Ron would appear to play with me next.
Even after my Agreement was up, I was still a toy for Ron. I told Clare to fuck off.
I didn't know all the details of why Tina was under an Agreement. I knew it had something to do with stolen money. Tina would eventually tell me.
Anyway, I became close to Tina. The three of us, Tina, Carol, and I, would meet for lunch and, once a week, have a girls' night out.
I met Tina's husband, Steve, and would see him when Carol and I would pick up Tina for a night out. He was different from Tina. He was shy and quiet. He never asked questions. Maybe he just gave in and figured it was what it was, and there was nothing he could say or do to change Tina. Or maybe Tina and Steve were into...you know...hotwife. Well, I was wrong about that.
We were out at a bar one night, and these guys were hitting on us. The only man going anywhere near Carol is Ron. Me, I'm single and I was looking to get fucked.
I was waiting to see how Tina would respond. She was dancing with a few guys, but one guy, a good-looking guy, tested his limits. Tina threw a glass of wine in the face of this guy and kicked him in his balls. Needless to say, the night ended early, and I didn't get laid.
Tina told me her Agreement was with Ron. She loved being Ron's slave, but she was only with Ron because of the Agreement. 'Once my year is up or Steve finds who stole Ron's money, I will only be Steve's to do with as he pleases. I'm hoping I can convince him to...you know...be more aggressive. I want Steve to be like Ron.'
Tina also loved her new job, the people she worked with, and the people she met. Ron introduced Tina to his friends who owned LifeStyle, and she was hired as an editor.
Steve hated that she was working for LifeStyle. Steve told Tina it was more of Ron's manipulation, and Steve might be right. Ron was manipulative. Tina's once-a-month Agreement turned into every other weekend.
Was Tina happy with her Agreement with Ron? She did love the sex, but even she felt Ron was taking advantage of her, and she was concerned about her marriage.
It wasn't what Carol expected either. Carol made a deal with Ron. To limit Clare's time with Ron, she told Ron that Tina's fantasy was to be a sex slave to a dominant man. Ron agreed to spend less time with Clare now that he had Tina, but Ron spent just the same amount of time, if not more, with Tina. Carol didn't blame Tina. Carol was trying to convince Ron to let Tina out of her Agreement.
Tina confided in Carol that Steve was not happy. Tina had told me the same. "Steve usually gives in to me. He might not be happy, but he gives me what I want. I thought this would be the same. Steve would be upset but would accept it.
He locks himself in his study at night and ignores me. Most nights, I eat dinner alone. Steve hates Ron for what he has done to us and our marriage. I wouldn't be surprised if I come home one weekend to a divorce agreement waiting for me."
Ron said no when Carol asked him to release Tina from her Agreement. That pissed Carol off, which led to a fight between Carol and Ron. Next thing we knew, Clare was at Ron's house more often. That was Ron's way of dealing with Carol. Ron could be a controlling dick.
Once Clare was back in the picture, we knew Clare would be abusing Tina. I would listen at the door, hear the whip and muffled sounds. Tina had that gag in her mouth, I'm sure.
I was like Switzerland around this house. I knew more than I let be known, but I wasn't taking sides. Even if Ron was being a dick, I love Ron for what he did for me.
And that brings us to the Bahamas trip.
Tina knew Steve didn't want her to go. He told Tina he wouldn't be there when she got back. In all fairness to Tina, going to the Bahamas was also a requirement of her new job. She had to attend LifeStyle week in the Bahamas and write an article on her experiences.
LifeStyle is a one-stop shop for your kinky needs. They host a week-long event that caters to the alternative lifestyle. A hotel is rented out for the event. At the event, vendors sell their merchandise and hold exhibits. The only place where clothing is mandatory is the hotel lobby. Other than the lobby, the hotel is just a free-for-all.
Women or men walking around with their spouses or significant others on a leash. Men paraded around with noting on but a cock cage. Women with two men. I assume the husband and the wife's bull. There were also couples dressed like animals.
Sex was going on everywhere. Plenty of swinging and swapping too.
Tina returned from the trip, and Steve was gone just like he said he would be.
I was sad for Tina when she told me that Steve had left her, but happy when she called and asked me to come to her house. Tina didn't want to be alone.
No, I wasn't going to tell Tina that if Steve loved her, he wouldn't have left her. No, I wasn't going to seduce her either. Tina loves Steve. But she was playing with fire. Tina told me Steve had pictures and videos.

I will have my revenge.

That's what Tina said he wrote in his letter. But revenge on whom? Understandably, Steve would want to take revenge on Ron, but Ron wasn't the one who had framed Steve.
Tina was a mess when I got there. She was trying to convince herself that Steve just needed some time. She handed me the letter that Steve had left for her. By this time, I knew the whole story, the missing money, Ron putting his money up, and Tina signing the Agreement over Steve's request for her not to.
Six months passed, and there was no sign of Steve. But one Saturday afternoon, we felt Steve's revenge.
The Agreement Chapter 5
Steve's Story
I did not take the most direct route to Arizona. I decided to visit other sights along the way. I mapped out all the RV stops and hotels where I would stay. Was I running away from my wife? Maybe that was part of it.
"Steve," an acquaintance, business associate, and maybe even a friend, looked at me with a smile, "for your protection, we need you to take a trip. Is there any place you've always liked to visit?"
As a kid, I always enjoyed visiting historical sights, caverns, camping, and hiking.
Tina was more of a beachgoer. Our vacations were spent at waterfront resorts. Tina enjoyed the Spa and Nightlife. As always, I gave Tina what she asked for.
Don't get me wrong, I love the beach. I grew up on the shores of Long Island. But I wanted to travel like I did as a kid.
I wanted Tina to come with me that Friday afternoon. I begged her not to go to the Bahamas. I guess she didn't believe me when I told her I wouldn't be here when she returned.



I bought a new iPhone under my parents' plan. My parents, lawyer, and a few others were the only ones who knew how to contact me. My mom and dad were a little concerned. They knew I would often have to testify based on my audit findings. But I never had to go off hiding.
"Are you in the witness protection program?" my mom asked.
I just laughed, "Mom, you need to stop watching reruns of In Plain Sight."
"What about Tina?" Mom asked.
"It's best if Tina doesn't know where I am or how to contact me. I'll call her if I need to. Remember, if anyone asks, I told you I needed to get away for a while. But don't worry, I'll call you once a week."
I also spoke confidentially with my friends at the IRS. I told them I was leaving Audit and Recovery Services. I was now under a contract, I was an independent contractor, to assist with IRS audits. I wasn't taking business away from Audit and Recovery Services. The IRS has plenty of audits it can't manage. I took on the audits that were along my route to Arizona.
Saturday morning, I went to the Sea Breeze Diner for breakfast. That was my routine every Saturday morning when Tina was off with Ron. I returned home to a small used Class C RV waiting for me. The salesman and I traded keys, and he drove away with my SUV.
I packed my RV with the things I would need for my trip to Arizona and the National Parks I would visit. I planned to visit the Smoky Mountains, Yellowstone National Park, Yosemite National Park, and Mount Rainier National Park. I would camp in the Bad Lands. The Crazy Horse Monument was on my list of things to see.
There were many attractions I planned to visit along the way, or rather out of the way. I had no plans or places to be.
Over my journey, I hiked and went on horseback trails or ATV/UTV at each stop. I met nice people from all different states and countries along the way. The RV parks were a blast.
I met a guy named NC who always had jokes or words of wisdom to share.
NC was his nickname. I thought it was because he was originally from North Carolina. He was from North Carolina, but it was more than that.
His nickname is in honor of the 26th Infantry Regiment. NC is a history buff. Most people are interested in the pirate ships that have sunk off the North Carolina coast. But not NC. NC was interested in the 26th Infantry Regiment.
NC gave me a brief history lesson. "Organized in August 1861, at a plantation three miles from Raleigh, North Carolina called "Crab Tree,". Its members came from counties like Ashe, Union, Wilkes, Chatham, Wake, Caldwell, Moore, Alamance," He loved the topic and would go on if I didn't stop him.
"The regiment served at Fort Macon, on Bogue Island, North Carolina, then fought at New Bern. During the war, it was assigned to General R. Ransom's, Pettigrew's, Kirkland's, and MacRae's Brigade. It saw action in the Seven Days' Battles and later the conflicts at Rawls' Mills and Goldsboro. The 26th went on to fight with the Army of Northern Virginia and some other places......"
Anyway, it was interesting to listen to NC and his stories. It's also worthwhile to read more about the 26th Infantry Regiment.
NC told me his grandfather and his grandfather's friends were members of the 26th Yankee Division Historical Reenactment Group, Inc. When NC was only 13 or so, he would attend the reenactments of the various battles with his grandfather.
"My grandfather and his friends were drinking moonshine throughout the whole reenactment. Grandpa only brought me along to drive him and his friends home."
NC is an older gentleman who now lives in Arizona. But he often drives back to North Carolina to see family and friends.
"How'd you end up in Arizona?" I once asked NC.
"My slut wife dragged me out to this god-forsaken wasteland. I'm used to sand on the shores of North Carolina, but here in AZ, it's nothing but sand and no fucking water."
"I'll share my story if you share yours," I offered.
"Well, Stevie," he always called me Stevie instead of just Steven, "I should have listened to my Granddad...
"Poor old Granddad, I laughed at all his words
I thought he was a bitter man,
he spoke of women's ways.
They'll trap you when they use you,
before you even know.
For love is blind and you're far too kind.
Don't ever let it show.
I wish that I knew what I know now,
when I was younger.
I wish that I knew what I know now,
When I was stronger."
Women suck Stevie, and not just your dick."
I let NC tell me his story. I didn't share that I was a music buff and knew the song and lyrics to Ooh La La.
It's a song by Faces. Most people know the song as a Rod Stewart song, but it was originally a song by Faces, a band that Rod Stewart was a member of. It was released in 1973, but Ronnie Wood originally sang it. Rod Stewart released his version in 1998.
The song is about a conversation between a grandfather and grandson, with the grandfather warning his grandson about the perils of relationships with women: "Poor old granddad, I laughed at all his words / I thought he was a bitter man; he spoke of women's ways.
'I wish that I knew what I know now when I was younger.' I sang along to myself. But I already knew what I was getting into with Tina. I knew she was seeing other men while we were living together at college, and I allowed it.
Well, 'allowed it' may not be right. I didn't have a say. Deal with it or break up with the woman who changed my life. Took my virginity, fucked me so often that most days I was exhausted, but couldn't wait to see her each day. She was the perfect girlfriend, if it weren't for the men on the side.
Why would I think she wouldn't find a way to be with other men again? Once we left college, she said she would be faithful to me.
"I'm doing this to keep you out of jail" My ass she is. She's having sex with Ron because she misses the excitement of being with another man. Maybe a man more dominant than me, too, I thought to myself.
I knew I would eventually leave the RV park, but I was enjoying myself while there. Sitting at a picnic table one day, NC told me a story, as he often did.
"Stevie, my wife tried to turn me into her cuckold bitch. I was not having any of that shit. I took my wife on a little vacation. I've returned to North Carolina a few times over the years, but my wife hasn't.
The dickhead she was fucking found out that an old flint rifle can still fire. It must have been an accident the local police agreed."
"NC, what story are you telling now?" That was Brenda, NC's wife; his second wife. At least that's what NC told me.
"Your lunch is back at the Camper. Now get."
Brenda looked like she was in her late 60s, maybe 70. But she looked great for her age. NC looked a little older.
"Don't listen to NC, Steve, he loves to tell stories. Did he tell you his wife cheated on him? Was it a cuckold story, or was it the story of his friend that lured his wife away?"
"NC told me his first wife tried to turn him into a cuckold bitch."
"My husband has some imagination, especially since I'm his only wife."
"He also told me a story about the 26th Infantry Regiment."
"That's true, Steve. Each year, he makes us drive to North Carolina so he and his brothers can take part in the reenactments and the ceremonial moonshine drinking activities.
I wish NC would get on a plane instead of wanting to drive everywhere.
Steve, my husband may drive me crazy, like bringing me out to this fucking dessert, but I still love him." And then she whispered, "I love his big dick too. NC might be old, but his blood is still pumping, and he knows how to please me."
We both laughed. "So, what's your story, Steve? I see a ring on your finger, but no wife. I do see you talking to Mia a lot."
Mia must have been 10 years younger than I. She was very attractive. But I'm still married to Tina, which means something to me even if it doesn't to Tina.
"Steve, that girl has the hots for you. Age doesn't always matter. And Steve," Brenda whispered, "I don't think she wants to marry you. She wants to get laid. I tried to give her NC for a night, but NC wouldn't do it.
'I picked you, Brenda, and there's not enough of me to be shared with anyone else.' Of course, that doesn't include that singer. I'd drop you in a second for that piece of ass.' That's what NC tells me."
"Which singer does NC have the hots for?" I couldn't wait to hear this.
"Sheryl Crow. NC says he saw her in concert. It was a small outdoor concert. NC told me they spoke, and Sheryl Crow kissed him. Is he telling the truth? Who knows. For the last 40 years, NC has threatened to leave me for Sherl."
I just smiled, and we both laughed. "He didn't have a prayer in hell back then and even less now," Brenda said, and we laughed even harder.
"So, what about Mia? A girl needs a little dick every so often," Brenda said with a smile.
"That's one of the reasons I left my wife. My wife wanted a little more dick than I could offer."
"Oh, I'm sorry, Steve. Maybe I should have kept my mouth shut."
"It's okay." I gave a fake smile.
"Do you want to talk about it?"
I felt comfortable talking with Brenda, and I was a little lonely. It took me a bit to make up my mind and how much I would tell Brenda.
"My boss, Ron, has always had a thing for my wife. He never hid it, and my wife, Tina, flirted with him too. 'Steve, you are so dramatic. And even if I did have sex with Ron, it'd be no big deal. It's only sex.' That's what she would say to me.
One day, my boss came to my house with documents. Ron's proof was solid. It appeared that I had stolen 1.5 million dollars from the company. Of course, I hadn't, and Ron knew it too.
Ron wanted his money back and knew I would figure out who was stealing from him. It was someone within the company. Ron also saw this as an opportunity to have his way with my wife, an indecent proposal. Ron called it an Agreement.
Ron was free to have sex or whatever else with my wife one weekend a month for a year."
I gave Brenda a minute to let this all sink in before I continued.
Finding the missing 1.5 million took a while at first. I was so sure it was Ron; he was all I focused on. But it wasn't about 1.5 million dollars. Someone wanted me out of the way, fired, or in jail, it didn't matter which.
The problem was, whoever was behind this didn't factor in that Ron wanted to have sex with my wife, and this was his opportunity.
I head the IRS audit division for the company I work for. We are contracted to assist with IRS audits since the IRS is understaffed. And to be honest, they have no clue what they are doing.
What happened next was something you would read in a cheap paperback novel, or a mystery show on TV. One of those that you say to yourself, there's no way in hell this would ever happen in real life.
I needed to get away and clear my head. I needed time away from my wife, too.
Let me step back a minute. I hired a PI, and I was flying a drone over Ron's house on Tina's weekend with Ron. He has a huge property, on the water, pool...everything you need for a party. Ron's parties were wild, and I have it on video. I also have Ron having sex with my wife on video.
I was also monitoring my wife's calls and texts. I still am."
So, back to I needed to get away. I took on an audit. It wouldn't have been on my radar. I would have just passed it to one of my staff. It was a string of strip clubs. A simple audit. The clubs all pocket a few dollars here and there. The club just agrees to the amount of tax they owe, and if they pay it, we waive the penalty and interest. It's just a slap on the wrist.
Like I said, I needed to get away. So, I visited all the strip clubs instead of just going to one. Normally, the IRS lets the club owner pick the club to be audited and provides their tax returns, general ledger, and other financial statements.
The bars were located throughout Pennsylvania. They usually open around 1:00, 2:00. 3:00 or 4:00. The strip clubs that opened at 1:00 served lunch. A topless girl would serve you.
It was a long drive to Pennsylvania. I would stay overnight at least once a week. Tina asked me why I would be away. I told her I was doing an audit, a bar audit. Tina knows I don't do bar audits. I do the Fortune 400 and 500 company IRS audits.
Tina knew I was doing the bar audit to be away from her and think.
At first, no bartenders or strippers would talk to me. I realized very quickly that I would have to pay for information. I would leave a big tip for my glass of water. The strippers would only talk to me in the VIP room. Yes, they were taking advantage of me.
'There are no cameras in the VIP room. I'll suck your dick for 50 bucks,' was common to hear from the strippers.
What I learned was that the bartenders, who were all women, and the strippers hated working at the clubs. The money was good, but they were abused. They were abused physically and mentally.
Frank Blackman was the owner of the strip clubs. He would throw parties, and the girls had to do more than strip. 'it's a fucking orgy. Frank locks the doors, and whoever is working that night is abused. My body is in so much pain; it takes me a few days to recover. There's no going to the cops; they fuck us too.'
All the girls liked the money, so they did as they were told, 'I got a daughter to feed and no husband.' Most of the women working at the clubs were single or divorced.
Something else I learned was that the drinks at the bar were free and lap dances cost $20, but the strippers kept all the money. The strip clubs weren't making any money but were showing a profit on their balance sheets and tax returns.
I also noticed that the strip clubs were next to a car wash. And you guessed it. Frank Blackman owned car washes. Since there was no way these car washes were making the income, they were reporting on their tax returns, I took the liberty of expanding my audit.
Digging a little more, I learned that the strip clubs and the car washes were subsidiaries of Entertainment LP. A partnership owned by Frank Blackman and Bill Blackman, who sits on the city council of a town in Connecticut.
I am quite familiar with Councilman Blackman. He is in the news quite often. No projects are approved without his support. People have complained for years that he is shady, but no one has had proof to take it any further than complaining. Complain and you lose contracts you're bidding on a job, or sudden grants and incentives are taken away."
I asked Brenda if she wanted to take a break.
"Are you kidding? Don't stop now." So, I went on.
Finding information on an LP is a little more difficult than a corporation, which generally must file with the SEC and other public information. But the information is out there if you look hard enough for it.
Digging around, I learned that Entertainment LP's Accountant is Tyrone Freely. Tyrone Freely is a Partner at Audit and Recovery Services LP. The company I work for."
"No Way!" Brenda now understood and took over.
"That bastard tried to get you fired so you wouldn't do an IRS audit on the company, his client, who he knew was hiding money. But where did the 1.5 million come from? Do people have that much money floating around?"
I laughed, "They do, but it wasn't real money." Brenda was confused. "I'm an old school tax guy. My Dad taught me that computers can hide things that paper can't. "Double-date-stamped, Steve. Always have a paper trail," my dad would say.
I always have a paper trail. I taught my staff and our company's Finance and Payroll Departments to do the same. Ron gave me free rein to do whatever it took to find his money and buy Tina out of her contract. Well, I found the money. Tyler had Jimmy in the accounting and finance department move 1.5 million dollars from Ron's balance sheet to Tyler's. The business is a partnership, not like you would expect. Each party shares its clients and brings tax planning ideas to them. Each business operation within Audit and Recovery Services has a balance sheet, and the partner distribution is based on a percentage of revenue each has contributed that year, less expenses.
There was no missing money, it was just a simple journal entry.
I'm sure Tyler paid Jimmy to keep his mouth shut, just like Ron did when he had Jimmy play with the balance sheet when Ron put his money in to cover the missing 1.5 million.
The problem was, Jimmy was covering his ass and had a paper trail. It was right there in the filing cabinet.
Once I figured it all out, I made a journal entry. I gave myself a $3,000,000 bonus out of Tyler's share of the partnership. The FBI telling me to take a vacation was perfect timing. I quit my job and vanished. My mom and dad, my attorney, and the FBI are the only ones who can reach me."
"Why $3,000,000?" Brenda asked.
"Well, I gave myself a $3,000,000 bonus, but it was subject to tax. A bonus is subject to a 37% Federal supplemental tax rate and the state's supplemental tax rate. Out of that bonus, I left my $750,000 and a check for $750,000 to buy her out of the remaining six months of her contract. I took a little for myself for what they put me through.
If Carol bought herself out of the contract, I might decide not to divorce her."
"Did she? Did she buy herself out of the Agreement?" Brenda begged.
"Yes, the check was cashed. It took longer than I would have liked, which tells me she was thinking about her option to continue being Ron's whatever." Brenda looked happy when I told her that Tina had given Ron the check.
"That is some story, Steve. And the way you figured it all out. So, are you in the witness protection program? Is Steve your real name?" Brenda asked.
"Kind of. I may have to testify, but there's more to the story.
I did a little digging into Tyler's clients, most don't exist."
"What!" Brenda wanted more.
"A business must register with the Secretary of State. These companies had no Secretary of State filing. I also had my friends at the IRS search for me. They also had no record of these companies."
"So, where is Tyler's money coming from?" Brenda was on the edge of her seat.
"I turned it all over to the FBI to figure it out and went into hiding just to be safe. Yes, my name is Steve."
I also passed another tidbit to the FBI. It was something that Tina said in passing. I'm sure it's illegal, but if it's jail time, a fine, and public humiliation, which I don't know.
Tina would tell me what a nice guy Ron was. 'Ron and Jill. Jill and her husband Carl are business partners in an investment company. They invest in retirement homes.
"They make sure the monthly rent is affordable for the elderly. They maintain the property, and you should see the exclusive golf courses." More than once, this was Tina's attempt to convince me that Ron was a nice guy.
She also told me that Ron gets tips from a guy. Tina said his name was Bill Black or something like that.
I kept in touch with my FBI friends. They told me what they discovered. They got a judge to allow a full investigation into Bill Blackman, Ron Kelner, Carl Nowack, Jill Nowack, and their investment company.
Jill was getting tips on all the sites the city council planned on purchasing for development. Jill and Ron would purchase whichever property they were interested in. To the point of elderly housing, Ron and Jill were buying the land. They were buying empty lots for pennies on a dollar, and the city would buy the property from Ron and Jill. Ron and Jill would retain the property management contract. But more specifically, they were negotiating the development of golf courses. If the elderly were permitted to use the facility at no cost, the city council would fund the development.



Ron and Jill were paying Bill Blackman for this information. I assume Blackman's was running these payments through Entertainment LP's strip clubs and car washes, along with whatever other money, maybe drug money, that was being passed through, too.
My last bit of fun was tipping off Fox 5 News of the pending arrests. I gave Fox News the address and time. I stressed that it would be a sight that they would want to have on video.
Based on a text Tina received from Ron, I knew that Saturday would be a big Kinky party at Ron's house. It's an election year, and some public figures will be attending. Ron's text let Tina know who missed looking at her tits and ass and requested she be there.
Tina declined. The FBI, on the other hand, thought it would be a great day for arrests. I told them Carl and Jill would also be there.
I had a good time with my new friends Brenda, NC, and Mia, who, it turns out, only looked younger than she was. It was sad to say goodbye, but my trip wasn't over yet. I had a few more attractions before reaching my final destination, Orange Beach, Alabama. I had a beach house waiting for me with an option to buy.
Big thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding has reviewed them, so if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they 're on me and my dyslexia.
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The Agreement Chapter 6
Steve's Revenge: The Aftermath
I don't know how Southerners can drink sweet tea. After almost two and a half years, I still can't drink it. You could probably make a killing as a dentist in Alabama.
No, I prefer my fresh-brewed unsweet tea with lemon and mint over ice, which is what I was drinking as I sat on the beach for the umpteenth time, reading Tina's latest story. Not the whole story; I had bookmarked the paragraphs I was interested in reading.
I never really took an interest in Tina's writing. Mostly because I wasn't interested in the subject matter. I mean, I love sex, but BDSM was never my thing. Hell. I don't know what my thing is. Tina is the only woman I have ever been with.
Yes, I knew she had been with other men at college, and yes, I just looked away. I was happy, and the sex with Tina was incredible. I had other distractions, like school and my studies. I wasn't going to waste my time on something I couldn't control. Tina was going to do whatever Tina wanted to do.
Did I know about this guy, Max, and what Tina was truly into, Pain and Pleasure, all that? No, that side of Tina I had never seen.
Could I be that man now that I understand what she desires? Maybe. I don't know.
I was happy to read that before Ron came along with his 'Agreement,' Tina had not been with another man since we graduated from college. But I can't imagine Tina not having sex or whatever kinky stuff she is into over the past three years since I have been away.
I sat back with my iced tea and started reading.
>>>>>>>>>>

The Agreement


By Tina Davis


My dear husband, I'm sorry and hope you will forgive me one day.


Love Tina

Max only cared about himself. I was but a toy for Max's pleasure. "Sir, may I please you?" That was how Max wanted me to greet him. But not just Max. Max would have a friend or two over, and they would share me. Max would send me home to my boyfriend, Steve, when he was done with me.
If it weren't for Steve, who knew nothing about Max, I would have probably dropped out of college and become a toy for Max to play with. Max had this power over me and other women. We were like his pets. He took care of us, and we pleased him. If we were bad, Max would discipline us. Max wasn't abusive. He didn't beat me. Max would spank me while he fingered me to orgasm. Pain and pleasure. Pain and Pleasure. Pain and Pleasure. Max would repeat over and over as he spanked me.
I would sit in my car in front of Max's house. I wanted to be late.
I loved every minute I was with Max. He was like an addiction, and I needed more.
Steve was my safety net. He was always there for me. He let me be me and explore my sexuality. He never gave up on our relationship. I thought it would always be that way.
One of the happiest days in my life was when Steve agreed to take me to New York after we graduated from college. The other was when Steve asked me to marry him. We were so happy together, but there was always something missing.
I loved my life and Steve. Reading and writing erotic stories and fantasizing about a different life kept me happy. An alter ego, or perhaps a life like Walter Mitty.
The Secret Life of Walter Mitty was a book we had to read in a college writing class. Walter Mitty was a plain, ordinary man, but he would daydream that he lived a different life.
I wasn't that bad, but I did have some very erotic dreams that I would have enjoyed in real life.
I met a man through work in New York City, for example. I would edit publications for him. Chris, not his real name, was a dominant man like Max. His mannerisms and the way they carried themselves were similar. Watching him and his control over the women caught my interest.
Chris would take me out for a late lunch and always brought one of two different women with him. They would stand by his side and not speak unless spoken to. He was a Dom. They were his Subs. He would make it clear that they were there to please him. Chris was not abusive, as far as I could tell, but at times I might see his women nervous, worrying if they had done something wrong.
Being punished would have excited me.
"I enjoy reading your stories," he had taken me by surprise. "Your erotic stories. I enjoy them." He looked at his sub as he spoke, "Don't we?"
His sub looked at him, looking for his approval to speak. "I very much enjoy your stories. I am...I need..." She couldn't get the words out. "I can relate to the women in your stories. I love to be dominated and controlled by Chris. I love it when Chris makes me do things. Things my husband could never fathom."
Yes, that caught me by surprise, too.
One day, Chris looked at one of his subs and gave her a nod. She slid under the table in the restaurant and started sucking Chris' dick. Chris handed her a napkin once she emerged from under the table.
"She will please you if you like?" Chris said to me with a smile.
I politely declined, but I truly wanted her between my legs.
Chris's other sub wore a vibrating egg once at one of our lunches. Chris would torture her pussy as we sat at the table. He would laugh as she tried to take a sip of water, as she was having an uncontrollable orgasm.
Those evenings I would return home to my husband and beg him to fuck me. Steve hated it when I spoke like that. "Steve fuck me! Fuck me harder. I need to feel you in me."
I started meeting with Chris and his subs regularly. They would let me watch, and I used their experiences in my stories. Chris was like Max, and one afternoon when I stopped in for a visit, Chris had both of his subs over. One of his subs was in trouble.
"I have a surprise for you today, Tina."
I walked into a room that Chris had dedicated to playing with his subs. He had a sub tied to a bench. Bent at the waist, wrists in restraints with arms pulled tight and secured. There was also a strap around her back holding her in place.
"Begin," Chris said to one sub as she spanked the other with a leather strap.
After ten slaps on her ass, I found myself drawn in. I wanted to be both tied in place and the one wielding the leather strap.
I walked up to this woman as she was being spanked. Sub 1, we will call her. Sub 2 stopped as I approached.
Leaning close to Sub 1, I wiped her tears, kissed her on the cheek, and whispered into her ear, "Pain and Pleasure, Pain and Pleasure."
I then started to finger Sub 1. "Begin again," I told Sub 2.
Meeting Chris and his subs, reading, and writing my stories kept me satisfied. But we moved from the city to Westchester. My inner Walter Mitty took over again. I was back to fantasizing about sexual acts and writing them down in my stories.
I would watch porn with Steve. Read erotic stories to Steve. I loved BDSM stories the most. I would read my stories to Steve, too. I wanted to know what Steve was into. "What turns you on, Steve? What would you like to do with me?" I would ask, but I never got the response.
Steve's boss, Ron, was a flirt, and I would flirt right back. I would try to get a rise out of Steve. Maybe Steve would reclaim me. Spank me for being a bad wife. Steve always thought something was going on between Ron and I, but there wasn't.
The day Ron handed me the "Agreement," I read it and wanted to grab a pen and sign on the dotted line. I had to squeeze my thighs together to hold back my orgasm.
Ron's Pleasure Bench, as he called it, was my favorite. He would strap me helplessly in various positions for his pleasure. I was helpless. Ron would use toy after toy on me. Bring me to the point of orgasm and stop. He would leave me there for what felt like an eternity. I was begging him for more. He would tease me repeatedly.
"Beg me to fuck you," Ron would say. And I would obey.
That was Ron's fetish. He got off on edging women, pleasure, and denial.
Clare was sadistic. I enjoy a nice spanking every so often, but Clare was abusive. She loved to hang me upside down and pull my face to her pussy. While I pleasured Clare, she would abuse my pussy and ass with a leather strap.
Ron would return to the room, and I would sometimes be in tears. Ron would comfort me. 'Pain and Pleasure. Pain and Pleasure,' I would remember Max's words. That was how I was able to make it through Clare's abuse.
Don't get me wrong. I loved every second I was with Clare. I shocked Clare the first time I told her to hit me harder. "But don't leave any marks that my husband will see," I begged.
I tried to convince my husband that I was doing this for us. I was doing it to keep Steve out of jail. I wasn't. This was all about me. It was all about what I was missing from my life. But as much as I loved being dominated by Ron and Clare, I wanted Steve to be the one to dominate me.
I should mention that Carol, Ron's ex-wife, had an Agreement with Ron. She would dominate me along with Ron, do as Ron requested of her, and in return, Ron would spend less time with Clare. I don't think Carol knew, but Clare was still coming to the house. I kept my mouth shut. I loved Carol. She was a great friend, but I needed Clare more.
Steve was gentle and kind. On occasion, I could get Steve going. I could see he was getting excited and fucking me a little harder than normal. "Pull my hair, Steve, spank me!" I would encourage him. I loved it when I could get Steve to be more aggressive and adventurous. But Steve would stop, thinking my sounds of pleasure and joy were sounds of pain, and ask me if he was hurting me.
I felt Steve pulling away from me. I thought he just needed time, and he would accept the predicament we were in. Accepting that I was having sex with someone else. I was hoping he would be accepting as he was when we were in college. I was wrong. Steve warned me he would not be here when I returned from the Bahamas trip, and he wasn't.
There was no second-guessing myself; I wanted my husband back. Monday morning, I gave Ron the check for $750,000 to buy me out of the Agreement. Steve had figured it all out and left me to make the right decision, and I did. But Steve was gone, and finding Steve would be difficult.
"Steve's gone. All he left me was this letter." I handed it to Ron.
Ron had a smile on his face. "Steve left me, too. I came to work this morning to find a stack of files. But you know Steve. He left the files organized so anyone could pick up a file and continue.
Ron looked at the check. "Are you sure you want to buy yourself out of the Agreement? Steve's already left you."
"Yes, it's time for me to return to my life with Steve."
"Your boring vanilla life?" More a statement than a question, "What about the other $750,000?" Ron asked.
"I was yours and Clare's toy for six months. I earned that money," I responded with a smile.
The Trial
I called Steve Rain Man for a reason. Steve doesn't give up. He's like a bloodhound tracking a scent. This sent led to more than Steve had bargained on.
It didn't take Steve long to figure out where the missing 1.5 million went. Steve could have bought me out of the Agreement sooner. But there was more to be discovered. Steve has a kink, just like I do.
My kink is sexual. Steve's kink is problem-solving. He can't give up. If there is a problem-solving gene, Steve had too many of them. There's a disorder for everything nowadays, there must be one for what Steve has. He let me get fucked by another man so he could solve whatever problem was driving him crazy.
Yes, driving him crazy. Forget that he was unhappy with me. There was more to it.
Over the six months that I was under the Agreement with Ron, Steve was taking trips to Pennsylvania. Steve said he was doing an audit.
Pennsylvania! Who would think drug smuggling and money laundering would be going on in Pennsylvania? Steve would, that's who.
Steve learned that a company, Entertainment LP, which owned strip bars and car washes throughout Pennsylvania, was laundering money. Even after Steve left me and quit his job, he was still "working the case." To Steve, it was still a problem that needed to be solved.
Steve drove off in his RV to who knows where. On his way, he made a few stops. He was visiting mattress showrooms in Pennsylvania.
I know, what the hell are you talking about, Tina?
Steve learned from the strippers he interviewed, as part of an IRS audit, that Entertainment LP also owned a mattress distribution warehouse.
Did you ever think, 'How do those little mattress showroom companies make money?' People go into the showroom, lie on a mattress, but never order through the store. If you're like me, you find the same mattress online for less.
Entertainment LP's drug distribution was getting too large to hide money in strip clubs and carwashes, so they used the next best thing, mattress showrooms. Lie on a bed and bounce up and down a few times on the mattress, but the mattress isn't what they are ordering.
In Pennsylvania, you go into a showroom owned by Entertainment LP, order a mattress, and the warehouse delivers a cocaine-filled mattress or a pillow for small quantities. The cocaine is shipped to buyers all over the tri-state area.
Which cartel was the cocaine coming from, or was the cocaine produced in some Amish family's Barn? I don't know.
But I do know who the accountant was behind the scenes, offering tax advice, filing tax returns, and providing investment opportunities? Tyrone Freely of Audit and Recovery Services, Ron's company.
Before we go any further, let's talk about the arrest that took place at Ron's house and Fox News.
It was about six months after Steve left me and quit work. I watched it on the news. Fox had footage of a party in Ron's backyard. The guests included two City Council members, one of whom was Bill Blackman, and a judge, a senator, and several police officers. They were also the regulars that I remember seeing. There were others, probably Clare's friends, faces I didn't recognize.
They were all over the news now. Most of them were naked. Some of the guests, both men and women, were wearing some form of collar or other restraints.
As you can imagine, reputations would be ruined.
Ron, Jill, Carl, and City Councilman Bill Blackman were arrested while Fox News had video rolling. Ron's business partner, Tyrone Freely, was not at the party but was also arrested. Over the next few weeks, more arrests were made. Somehow, all connected to something.
It took months before we learned what was going on. Ron, Tyrone, and Bill Blackman were considered flight risks, and bail was denied.
Jill and Carl were being charged with something different and were released on a combined $200,000 bond.
City Councilman Bill Blackman was providing Jill and Carl with information on all the potential projects the town and city were proposing. More importantly, the location of the sites chosen for the "New Virtualization Project."
Carl was paying Bill Blackman for the site lists. Property Investors LP was paying pennies on the dollar to purchase abandoned lots or rental properties and evicting the tenants.
Property Investors LP, the business owned by Ron, Jill, and Carl, had to pay a $250,000 fine.
Jill got off scot-free. Since Carl and Jill had kids, Carl took all the blame. Under oath, Carl swore that Jill had not been involved. Bill Blackman confirmed this to be true as well.
Carl and Bill threw Ron under the bus, saying he knew everything and was making payments to Bill.
I hadn't seen or heard from Steve until the hearing against Property Investors LP. It was more the sentencing since Carl, Bill Blackman, and, reluctantly, Ron pleaded guilty. But Steve was there to give testimony, if needed.
Steve looked different. Steve had put on some weight and muscle. His shoulders were broader, and he stood taller, too. He had a look of confidence that I had not seen before. Or maybe I just never noticed this side of Steve.
I learned Steve was under a witness protection program. That's why he left me. At least that's what I told myself.
After the hearing, the FBI took Steve away before I had a chance to talk to him.
I'm still not sure how Steve figured all this out. But there was one more connection. Bill Blackman and his cousin Frank Blackman owned Entertainment LP.
Tyrone Freely had filed all the legal documents with the IRS and the Pennsylvania Secretary of State to establish Entertainment LP as a business.
Bill said that he thought Entertainment LP was a legitimate business and filed tax returns. "I asked my cousin if he would make me a partner of the business, a general partner holding a minor stake in the business, and yes, it was for the sole purpose of filtering a few dollars through the business and I would receive the money in the form of a distribution from the company's profits."
It was not a few dollars. Carl had nothing to lose, so he testified that over three years, he had paid Bill millions for this information.
Bill Blackman was sentenced to one year in prison. The court believed his story that he knew nothing about any other illegal activities that his cousin may have been involved in.
He stressed, "May have been involved in."
Carl and Ron were sentenced to six months. Carl and Bill would be spending time together at the Federal Correctional Institution (FCI) in Danbury, Connecticut. It is essentially a country club for non-violent offenders.
Ron would also be joining them for six months while he was awaiting the money laundering trial.
I never got a chance to talk to Steve or any idea where the FBI was hiding him, pending the money laundering case they were building against Entertainment LP, Frank Blackman, Audit and Recovery Services, Ron, and Tyrone Freely.
Frank Blackman, I have been told, is under witness protection for his safety. The FBI thinks there may be a hit out on him.
Now, I'm not as smart as my husband, but I do have a few questions. And it will all come out in the next trial. But if Ron were involved with Tyrone in a money smuggling scheme, why would he send Steve on a wild goose chase to find a missing 1.5 million? And why allow Steve access to the company's client files, financial documents, etc.?
Epilogue
I'm not sure who Tina's source was, but she did a pretty good job piecing this all together and my activities. There were some parts that she wasn't aware of.
For example, there was no mention of Jimmy in the accounting and finance department. Tyler paid Jimmy to transfer 1.5 million from Ron's balance sheet to his (i.e., the missing 1.5 million), which was a simple journal entry.
Tyler wanted me fired or in jail to keep me away from the pending audits of the companies owned by Entertainment LP. Ron wasn't aware of Tyler's plans.
Tina also didn't mention Ron giving Jimmy Giant's box seats for putting 1.5 million of his own money into the company's balance sheet.
Tina also didn't mention the bonus I gave myself. Ron had granted me access to all client files, and Accounting & Finance to assist me in finding the missing 1.5 million. Initiating a bonus for myself was easy.



I did testify in the case against Audit and Recovery Services, Ron, and Tyrone Freely. Frank Blackman was murdered and never made it to trial.
The case was straightforward. Audit and Recovery Services attorney Johnathan Thomas had PDF copies of the client contracts. Both Ron and Tyrone's names were on all the contracts, invoices, and descriptions of services provided.
I testified that certain clients of Audit and Recovery Services did not exist. "There were no Federal or State records of these companies. These companies do not pay taxes or file tax returns. They are used to make it appear as if Audit and Recovery Services is being paid for a service.
Fake invoices were produced, and money was "credited" as if they had been paid."
Ron had to be taken out of the courtroom after his outburst. "I'm innocent. I had no idea that Tyrone was doing anything illegal.
Do you know who I am? I will have you fired!" Ron yelled at the judge."
Ron and Tyrone were sentenced to five years for money laundering, fraud, and tax evasion. The company's assets were seized, as well as their assets. With no one running Ron and Tyrone's business, it was dissolved, and I was happy to accept all their clients' business.
Ron and Tyrone were sentenced to five years at the Federal Correctional Institution (FCI) in Danbury, Connecticut. With good behavior, they could be out in two years.
I stopped in to see Ron in prison one afternoon while traveling up north. I had heard from a few friends that Ron was up for parole. He was a model inmate, they said.
"Hello, Ron, I hope you're doing well."
"You son of a bitch you set me up. I'll kill you!"
Ron charged at me like a bull, just like I knew he would. But I was ready for him. I was a different man now. Stronger and more confident. Ron swung at me with a right; I just took a step back as he telegraphed what was coming.
I followed through with a left to the side of his face. I heard a few bones break. He'll be eating ice cream and sipping through a straw for a while. Needless to say, Ron wasn't granted parole.
I walked out of the prison thinking about many conversations I had with Dad.
"You don't like computers much, do you, Dad?"
"Nope, it's too easy to make adjustments and leave no paper trail."
Big thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding has reviewed them, so if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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Complacent
"To be complacent means to be pleased with oneself or one's situation, often to the point of being unconcerned about potential problems or dangers. It implies a sense of smugness and a lack of motivation to improve or change things, even when improvement or change is needed. "
I wasn't complacent when it came to business. I had a staff of ten that I needed to manage, and we had revenue goals to be met. My team is efficient, and we have exceeded our revenue goals for the past three years.
Our efficiency resulted in my promotion to Senior Executive of Sales. I now oversee ten sales teams throughout the country. I took my administrative assistant with me to my new position, as well. Sure, there's more travel, but the increase in pay, bonuses, and other perks is well worth it.
It's the perks that my wife enjoys.
Julie, my wife, has always been a stay-at-home mom. And a great mom. Julie is always there for the kids and their activities. She was a PTA mom and a Girl Scout troop mom. Whatever other kids' activities there were, she participated in them. She was the chauffeur and carted our kids and their friends to all their after-school activities.
The kids are older now and in high school. They don't need mom 24 hours a day. These days, Julie spends her time at the country club, which was one of the perks of my promotion. Julie and I already had a few friends who were members. Now Julie meets her friends at the club every afternoon.
Julie is still there for the kids. She makes them breakfast and their lunches and sends them off to school. Every night, she's home making dinner for me and the kids.
Our sex life? I'm sure you want to know about our sex life. It's spectacular! Sometimes I have to put my hand over Julie's mouth, so the kids don't think I'm killing their mom. Julie gets aroused easily, and she is very vocal. But I like to think it's my big dick that gets her going. Maybe it's both, who knows?
So, you would think I have a happy life, and I do. However, it appears my wife has a happier life than I do. My wife loves sex, and I'm not the only one providing her with the sex she enjoys.
Complacent is what I am. I thought my life was perfect. Were there signs I should have seen? I don't think so. It was Julie's friend Carol Martin who slipped up. She hadn't seen me while she was talking to Julie. As I got close, I heard Carol say, "It's big, right?" Oh, they played it off when I questioned them.
"Oh, hi, honey, we were just talking about Bob and Linda's new boat."
We had gone out on their boat that past weekend. It made sense. The boat was big. What do I know?
Well, that little voice in my head that motivates me at work spoke up and put a thought in my head. He got me thinking that a dick could also be big and girls like to talk about sex, and dick size, right? I think they do. Guys, don't. We complain that we don't get enough sex. I don't complain because I get more than I can handle.
The little voice in my head could have been wrong. But it got me thinking. Do I have a perfect life, a perfect wife, and a perfect marriage?
"Are you okay, honey?" my wife asked me one evening. "You've been a little distant lately."
Of course, I played it cool. "No, I'm good, you know...work." What was I going to say? I had no proof. I just had voices in my head telling me my wife was a cheater.
"Well, that's good. I was getting worried."
Worried because you're cheating on me, and thought I may have found out?
"I was thinking...maybe we could go to bed a little early tonight."
"Oh my god, Mom! We are right here. It's bad enough we have to hear you and Dad going at it at least three nights a week; we don't want to hear you making plans for your Sexcapades, too."
"Yeah, why can't you be like normal parents, like the Martins. Beth said her parents never have sex." With that, Carol spit out the iced tea she had just taken a swig of.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
She choked out a few words, "Just went down the wrong pipe. I'm fine."
"Don't you two have homework to do?" I sent them off to study. If they even study. Sixteen-year-old twins. All they do is talk about boys and listen to music. "And none of that Inappropriate music," I yelled as they walked away, ignoring me.
"I don't like the music they listen to, Julie."
"Don't be an old man, Tom. It's just music. That's what the kids listen to."
I wanna fuck you hard on the sink
After that, give you something to drink
Step back, can't get spunk on the mink
I mean damn, what would Jeromey Romey Romey Rome think?
I just looked at Julie. "Those are not appropriate lyrics for two sixteen-year-old girls."
"Oh, Tom, that song is so old."
"Well, I still hear them listening to it."
"Tom, it sounds like you enjoy the song. You know all the lyrics."
"And who is Jeromey Romey Romey Rome anyway?" That song is so stupid, I wanna fuck you hard on the sink."
"Jeromey, Romey, Rome" is a reference to the character Jerome from the '90s sitcom Martin, Julie said with a smile.
"What the hell are you talking about? Never mind, I don't want to know."
"Okay, Tom, you go tell the girls they can only listen to country music like you did. Songs like "That Summer," by Garth Brooks?"
"Yes, Garth Brooks is great. Wait, what's wrong with That Summer?"
"Really, Tom? It's the story of a young man's coming-of-age and fucking a lonely widow."
"It is not. Julie, you're high." With that, she went on to sing the lyrics.

She had a need to feel the thunder
To chase the lightning from the sky
To watch a storm with all its wonder
Raging in her lover's eyes
She had to ride the heat of passion
Like a comet burning bright
Rushing headlong in the wind
Out where only dreams have been
Burning both ends of the night.

"And...?" I was still confused.
"Come to bed and I'll show you the thunder."
"That's not what that means, Julie."
Julie rode me like a pony that night. "That's it, baby, let me feel that big cock of yours split me open."
"You see, this is why I need to put a pillow over her face when we fuck. Yes Fuck. I told you Julie was vocal in bed.
"That's it, baby. Fuck me hard. I love that tongue of yours, but I need that big dick deep penetration too, and I need more than just one or two orgasms to keep me satisfied."
First, where does she come up with the shit she says? It's probably a lyric from some song the kids listen to. And second, which should have been a red flag, I don't have a big dick, let alone a cock. I'm not saying I'm small. Maybe even a little above average. But a cock and a big dick deep penetration. I don't know, it could be sex talk to enhance our playtime.
But back to my story. In my new position as Senior Executive of Sales, I travel more than expected. With all my travel, I needed a way to keep an eye on Julie. That voice still had me concerned. Was Julie cheating on me? Maybe it was all in my head, and Julie was a faithful wife. But I was going crazy and needed to know.
Why not ask her? Because. If she wasn't cheating on me, I didn't want her to think I didn't trust her. If I snoop around and ask too many questions, Julie's gonna get mad, and I didn't want to deal with a mad Julie. She may appear happy and friendly to an outsider, but that crazy bitch has a temper.
Anyway, I have a friend named Bill. I've known Bill longer than I've been married to Julie. He's one of those guys who knows everyone's business.
One day, I sparked a conversation with Bill. "Hey Bill, let me ask you something. I heard this funny rumor. Someone is saying that Julie is cheating on me. I was wondering...have you heard anything? I mean, who is spreading the rumor? I know Julie would never cheat on me, right?"
"Tom, I haven't heard the rumor going around or that Julie is cheating on you either," he said with a smile. "But I'll tell you what, Tom, if Julie is cheating on you, buddy, I'll find out for you." Bill smiled again with a little laugh.
"Well, you let me know if you hear anything, Bill," I said with a smile and a laugh, too, trying to make it seem like I wasn't concerned. Even if neither of us thinks Julie would cheat, I knew Bill would find out one way or the other.
Knowing that Bill was on the case made me feel a lot better. I just needed to wait to hear from Bill, which I did. It took about a month. "Nothing, Tom. Julie is faithful to only you. Nothing to worry about."
Bill had tons of pictures and videos. I don't know what Bill does for a living. It never makes sense to me, but whatever it is, he seems to have a lot of free time. "I kept tabs on her, Tom, and know her whole routine."
Well, Bill was wrong.
It was about 7:00 a.m. one Sunday morning when I left my house. My friends and I have a standing Sunday tee time. The club is about a half-hour drive. We usually get there a little early, have breakfast, and shoot the shit before teeing off. Oh, and the range, we hit a few balls to loosen up.
Well, I'm not too good at keeping up with texts. I'm too busy throughout the day with work. I check my texts, eventually. If it's important and you need to reach me, then call me. If you're sending a text, I assume that it's not that important.
So, I drove to the club, and my friends weren't there. 'Fuck' I said to no one in particular. Golf Outing! Why is there a fucking Golf Outing on a Sunday?
I pulled out my phone and went into our group text. Sure enough, there was a text.
Golf outing this weekend. Sleep in.
By the time I started checking my texts, the guys were already onto sending TikTok videos and memes.
Like Donnie, he is in love with Grace Charis. He's always sending us clips and commenting on how good her form is. None of us has the heart to tell Donnie that Grace Charis had more followers on her OF page than all her other sites combined. Donnie is the only one who hasn't seen her tits, Pussy, and ass.
I should add that Grace Charis wants to be taken seriously as a golfer, not just a smoking hot piece of ass. So, it's my understanding that she has taken down her OF page. But the pictures are still on the internet for everyone to enjoy.
On all her new accounts, she is still wearing little outfits and skimpy bikinis. But there are no recent videos of her taking a shower with some other hot chick.
I digress. I shot the shit with the Starter and complained to the pro for having a Golf Outing on a Sunday, but to no avail, they let the Outing continue.
"Can I at least hit a few balls at the range?" I asked.
That they let me do.
Look, I'm not a prick. I work hard all week, and Sunday is my day. I play golf with my buddies, have a few beers, and return home for a relaxing afternoon.
My wife is horny as hell and always wants to fuck. Don't get me wrong. I'm not turning her down. It...it just gets to be a little much. I mean, I need some "me time."
My wife wakes up in the middle of the night. A normal person would take a piss and fall back to sleep. Not my wife. My wife wakes up and starts sucking my dick. My dick wakes up, and the rest of my body is not far behind.
My friends think I am a god. "The last time I got my dick sucked was my honeymoon," Roger said. Roger Martin is one of my golf buddies and Carol's husband. You know, the one my kids say don't have sex anymore. Well, he says they do, and he even brags a little. Now I'm not sure.
Anyway, back to my story.
The Make-A-Wish Golf Outing just fucked up my Sunday morning. After *bullshitting with the starter, pro, a few caddies, the bear beer cart girl, or "beverage cart attendant" to be politically correct, and hitting a few balls, I headed home.
My girls were out. They have a Saturday overnight thing twice a month. It's like a volunteer group, doing activities with kids. It's a sleepover thing, too. I guess they have a bonfire and probably talk about boys and listen to inappropriate music. They also earn community service credit.
When I got back home, the house was quiet. But I would have thought Julie would have been up by now. There was no smell of coffee and no Julie sitting at the kitchen table browsing through social media. 'Maybe she was doing laundry, or something like that. Julie takes care of the inside of the house, and I take care of the outside.
Anyway, she wasn't in the laundry room, so I grabbed a beer and walked out back to see if she was by the pool. Nothing.
I know, don't you think it's a little early for a beer? Well fuck you, it's my story.
So, I made my way to our bedroom to see if she was making the bed.
"Oh, fuck me! That feels good, Frank. Fuck me harder, Frank! That's it, baby, let me feel that big cock of yours split me open. I need that big dick deep penetration."
What the fuck. I knew she was talking about someone else's dick when we fuck. I'll assume Frank is my same asshole neighbor Frank, and that asshole Frank was fucking my wife.
It was a good neighborhood until Frank moved in. We are all in our 30s and 40s with kids, except for Charles. Charles is old as fuck.
Besides Charles and his wife, who is a looker for 75 or so, the next oldest are Barry and Blonca. They're like 50ish or so. But Blonca looks a lot younger.
She's hot as fuck, too. And her tits still look good after having three kids feeding off them. Shit, if I were her kid, I'd still be breastfeeding.
There are like fifteen couples on the block and a bunch of kids. We live in a cul-de-sac, and my house is in the cul-de-sac. The end of the cul-de-sac. Fuck, you know what I mean. We host most of the parties in my backyard, and the kids play out in the street in front of our house. We don't have to worry about cars or anything like that.
It's a good neighborhood. Friendly. There's always an activity, barbecue, holiday, or block party going on.
The guys all drink too much, play cornhole, and say stupid shit. The wives roll their eyes at us and keep bringing us more beer. Julie brings me beer but knows when to cut me off. You see, she gets me buzzed, and it takes me a while to cum. If I drink too much, my dick doesn't work.
And then there's Frank. Frank looks like he's in the witness protection program. Every shirt he has is an assorted color V-neck. They're fitted shirts that show off his muscles and six-pack abs. On hot days, he pulls his shirt up so he can show off his sweaty six-pack, which the wives seem to love.
All the guys like Frank, except for me. Call me the neighborhood prick, but I think Frank is the dick. Maybe he has it out for me. I'm always the butt of his jokes. Frank and his wife Maria are members of the same country club as Julie and me. Frank is always bragging about his score and the women he scores with.
Julie knows I hate Frank, so I was surprised to come home from golf to find him fucking the shit out of her. Why couldn't she have picked one of our other neighbors to fuck? Good old Charles is always checking out Julie's ass. Why couldn't it have been him she decided to fuck?
I guess they didn't hear me when I opened the door. Frank was fucking Julie with his big fat dick.
It would figure he would have a big dick. The muscles, the six-pack abs, the Corvette, and whatever other expensive shit he has. He's always doing something at his house, too. Like those fountains he had installed. A fountain on their front lawn? Who does that? And fuckin Mary on the half shell. Oops, sorry about the language.
Welp, I needed a video. Isn't that what all the losers do? Take a video of their wife getting fucked and then sneak out of the house to come up with a plan? Look at me. I'm a cuckold. But don't worry, I'm working on a plan.
Frank's wife, Marie, is a good-looking woman. Why didn't Julie come to me and at least broach the idea of swapping or something?
I still would have said no. I can't stand that dick. But maybe if it were Barry and Blonca, I would have given some thought. Clearly, I would have gotten the better end of the deal.
Do you know why I hate Frank so much? Yes, there's more than Frank just being a dick. I hate Frank because I used to be that guy. The husband that the neighborhood envied. I have a hot wife the guys drool over. I keep myself in shape, and the wives like to check me out. I was the big dog in the neighborhood.
After Frank moved in, the wives were checking him out. "See dat, Greg?" DAT! Really? That's the way he talks. "See dat, Greg? All these wives are hot for a piece of me. I tapped Steve's wife, Clare. What a piece of ass. And, Carol Martin, I split that bitch open. She needed a big dick. Her husband has one of those micro dicks.
I tried to tell Julie, and she insisted it was just guy talk, and I shouldn't make a big deal of it.
He also wants to arm wrestle me or some Indian wrestle shit at every get-together. I push him off because I don't want to lose and have to hear him bragging about that, too.
Do I have an ego issue? Yes! Yes, I do. And even more than that, my perfect life has been turned upside down since he moved into the neighborhood.
Oh, fuck no! This was my chance to regain my respect as the big dog in the neighborhood.
"911, what's your emergency?" I thought it would be best if I covered my ass.
I took one last swig of my beer. No reason to waste a good beer? Next, I slowly approached the two as they were fornicating on my bed.
"Get off my wife, rapist!" I yelled so the operator would hear me.
That sounded stupid, right? "Get off my wife, rapist!" I'm sure I could have come up with something more creative if I had a little more time. Oh, well.
Both Julie and Frank turned and faced me. Now what? Oh, fuck it. I slammed my beer bottle across Frank's head.
It didn't work like it does in the movies. It broke, glass went flying, and blood was running, but it didn't knock Frank out.
"You son of a bitch," Oh, Frank wasn't happy. No matter what the outcome, I was going to stand my ground.
"I'm gonna fucking kill you, Tom!" That would surely help my case. I hope the operator was getting this.
I know it might be a cheater pussy move, but Frank jumped off the bed and came at me with his big dick and balls swinging. I kicked Frank in the balls like I was a kicker for the Steelers. If I can kick Frank's balls through the uprights, the Steelers win Super Bowl LX.
The Steelers win, Levi's Stadium goes wild: "Hooray," "Hurrah," "Huzzah," "Woo," and "Yay."
Look, we all know this year it's going to suck for the Steelers, and it's going to be field goals season if we want to win a game. It sure as hell ain't gonna be Aaron Rodgers scoring TDs.
Now, where was I? Oh yeah. Frank is on the floor crying like a baby. He was crying like a hungry baby looking for his mommy's titty to suck on.
I hit Frank one more time. No, not in the balls. I picked his head up by his greasy hair and came down with a left square on the side of his face. I also forgot to let go of his hair, which remained in my hand.
"Now that's gonna leave a mark," I said as I looked at my wife.
"I'm sorry, Tom, but it's..."
I put my hand up to stop her from talking, and I put my hand over the phone. I didn't want the operator to hear us talking. Nothing that would contradict that my wife was getting rapped, and I was playing the good loving husband, that I am.
"You better not say it's not what it looks like. Because I'll tell you what, there is no mistaking what it looks like. It looks like Frank was fucking you."
"I'm sorry, Tom!"
I cut Julie off, "This is what you're going to do, or you're gonna pack your shit and I'm dropping your ass off at your parents."
The sirens were getting closer. "When the cops get here, you vouch for me. Say some shit like, from the door, my husband couldn't tell who was fucking me. You can use whatever word you want if you don't want to say fucking.



Next, you're going to tell them that Frank charged at me." Which he did.
"Tom, what should I say about the glass, you know, from the beer bottle?"
I had to think about that. "You tell the cops that when Frank charges at me, you hit him over the head with the bottle to slow him down."
"Where did I get the beer bottle from?"
"How the fuck do I know? Fuck, I'll tell the cops I had it and dropped it when I saw Frank. I mean, when I saw the rapist jackhammering my wife's pussy. I must have dropped the bottle and started yelling at the guy I thought was raping you.
"Again, I didn't know who he was, remember."
"I understand, Tom. I won't say anything. And if the cops ask about our relationship with Frank, I won't say a word."
"Why would you fuck Frank if you know how much I hate him? Never mind, we'll talk about that later."
"Tom, I'll say whatever you want me to say, I will. Please don't kick me out."
The police arrived, along with an ambulance. Frank was still out like a light when paramedics carried him to the ambulance. My hand needed some ice, but nothing was broken.
All the neighbors were out, along with Frank's wife, who had just returned home from the grocery store. She wasn't happy when she learned Frank was fucking Julie.
Julie backed up my story, and the cops and ambulance left. Around the same time, the girls returned home and wanted to know what was going on.
I grabbed a beer and was sitting out on the back deck when Julie stepped out.
"Tom, I made chicken salad just like you like it. I also added Yum Yum Sauce."
"Yum Yum Sauce!" my daughter yelled, "You think Yum Yum Sauce is going to save your marriage?"
Yes, I took the sandwich and smiled as my daughters gave Julie shit. I wasn't going to pass up Yum Yum Sauce, and my daughters were doing a fantastic job at bringing order back to my life.
I thought I was going to have to break up a fight between my daughters and their mother. "You're sleeping in the guest room until we decide if we are going to keep your slut ass or divorce you."
Julie went running off to our bedroom in tears. "The guest room," my daughter yelled.
That evening, I had a conversation with Julie. "Why, Julie?" A simple question, and I expected a simple answer. You know, like.... He's got a big dick, and I had to have it.
Nope, I got something different, "I couldn't help myself, Tom. I have a sickness."
"Well, Julie, I want to see a doctor's note, and you better ask him for some medication or I'm throwing your ass out."
"Tom, I'm serious. The doctor told me it's Menopause."
"Menopause! You're too young for menopause. And I haven't heard you complaining that it's too hot or too cold or yelling at me for doing every fucking thing wrong. Also, your sex drive is up, not down."
"Menopause affects women differently. For me, it made me horny. All day long, I need you. And with the travel, it was too much. I need release."
"Why couldn't you just go buy some toys like a normal horny wife. And why fuck Frank today, I'm not traveling? You couldn't wait a few hours?"
"Frank came over to borrow some sugar for his coffee. And well, one thing led to another..."
I just stared at Julie. "What the Fuck! Julie, I hope you and your fucking doctor have your stories straight."
I told Julie to make an appointment with her doctor. This story sounded like bullshit to me. "Tell your daughters your fucked up excuse." They thought it was bullshit, too.
"And how long has this been going on?" She had a look on her face like she didn't want to tell me.
"Baby, please. I couldn't help myself. Frank was always hitting on me, and I knew he had a big dick."
"How did you know?" Julie put her hand over her mouth.
"Was he fucking Clare?"
"Tom, you can't say anything."
"Is he the only one? Who else are you fucking? And who else in the neighborhood is Frank fucking?!!!!!"
"Please, Tom, you're scaring me." I'm usually calm, but not tonight.
"Is he?"
"No."
"What the fuck, Julie!"
"Tom, your friend Bill approached me a few months ago. Somehow, he found out I was cheating on you, and he had video and pictures. He threatened to show you everything if I didn't let him fuck me."
I guess that one was on me. "That mother fucking backstabbing asshole. Come on."
"Where are we going, Tom?"
"You're going to tell Bill's wife everything."
Bill turned white as a ghost when he saw us. Julie told Mary, Bill's wife, everything. And Mary slapped Julie across the face.
"What was that for? Your husband was blackmailing me."
"That's for cheating on your husband, you slut." I always liked Mary. It was nice of her to stand up for me. She was still pissed and slapped Julie one more time just for the hell of it.
Then Mary was yelling at Bill. This was getting good. I wish I had a beer for the show. "Pack your bags and get out!"
Bill is not a big guy. But he was pissed. Pissed off guys do stupid shit. Bill came rushing at me. Bill was the second guy I knocked the fuck out of today.
Did I throw Julie out? No. Her doctor didn't condone her actions, but he did confirm that she was basically like a dog in heat and needed to fuck like a rabbit for relief. Or, maybe he said something about Estrogen, progesterone, and testosterone and their effect on sexual desire and arousal. And um, higher levels of this and that and something about the vagina.
Marie threw Frank out. Frank was a serial cheater. Marie had given Frank one last chance. She thought moving to a nice, friendly neighborhood would give them a fresh start.
Marie is divorced and dating a nice guy named Arthur. And I am the top dog in the neighborhood again.
The neighborhood learned what happens if you mess with my wife. I'm modest when asked for details, but not Julie. Julie makes me sound like Mike Tyson boxing in his younger days. Of course, she leaves out the part about me hitting the bottle over Frank's head and kicking Frank in the balls.
Frank's not around to tell his side of the story, and with his jaw wired shut, who could understand him anyway?
The wives took it easy on Julie, probably because they were all fucking Frank. I never told Steve that Frank was fucking his wife, Clare. I know I should have said something, but I wanted my perfect life back, and Steve and Clare were both part of it.
Don't worry, Julie didn't get off easily; my daughters saw to that. It took a while before they called her mom instead of cheating slut bitch. They also bought her some new toys for when I have to travel. A couple I am looking forward to trying out, too.
No, not on me, on Julie.
So, the neighborhood is back to normal. The only one still checking out Julie's ass is Charles.
Big thanks to Folding for editing my story and adding his comments.
I tend to make changes to my stories after Folding has reviewed them, so if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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I looked at my husband, Drew, the love of my life and father of our two children. If I didn't love him, I wouldn't be doing this.
"You can still say no, Drew."
I knew he wouldn't say no. It's been my husband's fantasy for as long as I can recall. Drew and I dated for two years, and over that time, Drew never got mad when guys hit on me, bought me drinks, or asked me to dance.
"It's only a dance, go ahead," Drew would say.
It was an odd relationship. Maybe Drew trusted me. He knew I loved him, and it would go no further than flirting and dancing with other guys. I should have known there was more to it.
Sex with Drew was always good. Maybe even great. But after a night out, with guys hitting on me and buying us drinks, yes, buying us drinks. I would tell these guys, "If they were going to hit on me in front of my boyfriend, at least offer to buy him a drink too." Some did while others walked away. Well, sex after a night out like that was incredible. Drew was all about pleasing me.
"Fuck me, Drew, that's it, don't stop. FUCK! FUCK! FUCK ME!" Drew would bring me to multiple orgasms. I would be spent, and Drew was fine if he got nothing in return. Not normal, right? A guy thinking of his girlfriend first is unheard of.
Drew and I got married, and we have two little girls. They are five-year-old twins, Tina and Mia.
Throughout our eight-year relationship, one thing has changed. When Drew and I were dating, and the first year or two of our marriage, I slowly realized that Drew was turned on by other men flirting with me.
I'm not dumb. I knew he was turned on by it, but I mean, he was turned on by it!!! I was a little concerned. I mean, no woman expects her husband to sit back and watch while a guy hits on his girl.
But it got worse. One night, while we were having sex. Incredible sex, I might add. Drew began to whisper in my ear. You would think he might say I love you so much or maybe even dirty talk, which can sometimes be fun.
Nope, my husband whispered, "Do you ever think of another man having sex with you?"
Maybe it was dirty talk, just not about my husband fucking me as he continued. "The feeling of a nice big cock in you, not a little one like mine. A real man with a real cock pleasuring you like I can't."
I was too far along in orgasm to get mad at Drew for talking like that. I mean, Drew isn't wielding a sword, but it's bigger than a pocketknife.
"Fuck me, Drew. Fuck me! Fuck me with your little penis." I don't know why I said that, but I did, and Drew fucked me harder. It felt like his dick increased in girth and length. "Oh my God, Drew. Yes, yes!" I was concerned I might wake the girls.
Who am I kidding? Nothing can wake my wittle babies when they're sleeping.
As you can imagine, it was cold around our house for a while. I found myself just looking at Drew and shaking my head.
I follow social media, and I know life isn't always straightforward. People are into some kinky shit. I just never thought my husband was. And as far as kinky shit goes, maybe voyeurism isn't that bad.
I know, you were thinking my husband wanted me to cuckold him. Newsflash...I won't stand for that!!! And don't give me that bullshit either, "if he's your husband and wants to watch you flirt and have sex with other men, then he's a cuck....
Wait! What! Oh, fuck me. I'm married to a wanna be cuck. Well, I guess Drew can only be considered a cuck if I go through with it. Well fuck him. I'm not married to a cuck.
Not that I have any problem with the cuckold lifestyle. Hey, to each their own. I mean... if it works for you, have at it.
Drew and I finally sat down for a calm talk. We had an open and honest conversation. "Are you fucking crazy, Drew. I'm your wife. I'm not some dessert you can invite others to try. Do you think I'm a slut and I want to fuck any guy with a bigger dick than yours? That might be your fantasy, but it's not mine.
And! And! That little dick you think you have is enough for me, and I'm happy with it.
The average penis size in the US is what, maybe 5 or 5.5 inches, and most men lie about the size of their dick anyway. If you did porn, I'd tell you to find a new career. But as a husband, your dick size is fine.
"Go get a tape measure."
"I'm not going to get a tape measure."
"Yeah, because you know that your dick is bigger than the average American.
Drew, I'm happy with your dick, and I'd be even happier with it if you would stop trying to slide it in my ass. That "Opps, my aim must have been a little off" is getting old.
Maybe I wasn't as calm as I had planned it out in my head. "Did you hear me, Drew? The little dick you think you have is enough for me. And stay the fuck out of my ass!"
"I don't think my little dick is enough for you." He was so whiny, I wanted to slap some sense into him. However, this was supposed to be a calm, open, and honest conversation, at which I was failing.
"Why, Drew? Why do you think that you are not enough for me?"
"I heard you."
"You heard what?"
"I heard you talking with Jenifer, Chrisy, and Mary. You were talking about dick sizes and the biggest you've ever had. "Perry had the biggest dick I ever had in me. Fuck... he had some girth, too." Drew was right, I did say that, and it was true.
"Drew, that was just drunk girl talk. And besides, you always like watching guys flirt with me. The biggest dick I ever had in me has nothing to do with this. This is all your stupid fantasy."
"Well...I never thought it would go any further than flirting until I heard the four of you discussing dick size. Kim, I want you to be happy and satisfied sexually. If I can't do that for you, someone else should. You only live once, and our time here is short."
"Are you cheating on me, Drew? Feeling guilty? If I agree to have sex with other men, will that ease your conscience? Is that your plan? You, lousy, good-for-nothing..."
"No! No! Kim, I would never cheat on you. I'm being serious."
"Fuck! What's wrong with you? Next, you're going to tell me you want to watch to; maybe even hold my hand and make sure I'm happy."
"Would that be so bad? I mean, wouldn't you feel safer if I were there with you?"
"So, tell me, Drew, how do you picture this all playing out? Are we going to a bar? Should I wear a short skirt? Maybe a low-cut top? I'll show off my cleavage. I probably won't wear a bra and no panties; just in case I plan on fucking right there at the bar.
Hey, you. How would you like to get a room and fuck? Oh, and is it okay if my husband watches? Is that your plan, Drew?
"Well...maybe..."
"What the fuck, Drew!"
"If I were going to let anyone but you fuck me, I would want a connection. I don't mean a falling-in-love connection. I mean a connection. Like that guy is hot as fuck, and if I weren't married, I would let him fuck me. That kind of a connection.
I say connection because every guy would fuck a girl who's drooling over them. And that's the connection I want. I want to feel my pussy aching to be fucked by this man."
"Alright, Kim, so we need to find this dream man for you. Maybe a dating site might work."
"Go! Go sleep in one of the spare bedrooms. And no sex for a month. No jerking off either."
Welp, wouldn't you know it? Drew got into my head. That night, I fell asleep, and in my dream, two beautiful men were fucking me. Now I'm having erotic slut dreams. Needless to say, Drew's one-month no-sex penalty didn't last very long.
I was pissed at Drew, but he is the father of my children and a good dad. He's also a good husband when he's not begging to watch me get fucked by someone else's dick.
Our life was as normal as could be expected, considering what I was working with. Drew and I would go out for a nice dinner and stop by a club for a drink and a dance or two.
I realized I was no longer into the club scene. Especially since I was exhausted from entertaining my daughters all day. But Drew seemed to be enjoying himself.
"I'm going to get us a few drinks," Drew said. That's code for, look available, and guys will hit on you. And they did.
"Drew, this is Red." Yes, his nickname was Red, and he had red hair. I don't make this stuff up. "Red, this is my husband. Ask him your question."
"Um, sir," at least he was respectful, "can I um dance with your wife?"
"Of course you can." Oh, the stupid smile on my husband's face.
Drew hates dancing. I can only get one or two dances out of him at a wedding. I might as well get in a dance or two while I was there, right? Well, Red ended up being a dick as soon as we left Drew alone at the table.
I felt his hand sliding down my back and landing on my ass. I just gave myself an imaginary eye roll, the kind you give to someone who says or does something stupid.
It got worse on the dance floor. Red liked to pull me close and rub his hard dick against me. But I had had enough when he started whispering, "Is your husband into watching? I'll fuck you if that's what you two are into."
That might be Drew's fantasy, but it wasn't mine. "With a mouth like that, Red, all you're gonna get are blisters on your thumb and finger from stroking your little pecker." I then grabbed a drink out of some girl's hand and threw it in Red's face.
Red wasn't happy, and he started getting vocal and using words like bitch, slut, whore blah blah blah, which caught the attention of Jack. Jack was a big man. Jack made Red look like a child. I thought Red was going to pee in his pants when Jack took Red's neck into his big hand and squeezed hard enough to make Red's face turn redder than his hair.
"I think you owe this lady an apology," Jack said with authority.
Red choked out a few words; I guess it was an apology. Well, Red was escorted out of the club without bloodshed.
"Jack Marks," he said with a smile.
"Kim."
Drew had worked his way over to see what the commotion had been all about, as I introduced him to Jack, "and this is my husband, Drew."
"Hello, Drew." Jack reached out with that monstrous hand and shook Drew's.
"Thank you for helping my wife. Um, Dear, what did that man say to you?"
Dear! When has Drew ever called me Dear? Drew was trying to pull some, look at me, I'm a weak man, shit.
Jack was a big man. A knight in shining armor type of big man that Drew wanted him to fuck me. I know how Drew thinks.
"Red told me he wanted to fuck me, and you could watch. Red was upset by my response and the drink I threw in his face."
"You got yourself a live one there," Jack said to Drew with a smile, "she must be a handful."
"Hey, I just didn't feel like being disrespected like that." I am a little feisty. That's what my grandmother would say. Grandma would say Never mess with a feisty redhead, or one day you might wake up with missing balls.
Grandma was a feisty redhead, too. Grandma said she once bitchslapped some skank who was hitting on Grandpa.
Anyway, Jack bought us a round of drinks, and we got to talking. Well, Drew and Jack got to talking; they were ignoring me and talking about sports, I think. I say I think because I wasn't paying attention. I wasn't paying attention because I was feeling a "Connection" and my pussy aching to be fucked by this man.
'Bad! Bad! Bad! Bad! Bad!' Get those thoughts out of your head, Kim.
Jack must be close to 6'5"; he'd split a petite redhead like me in half. But the vagina is expandable. I should know, I pushed out two babies, one after the other.
I knew I would be dreaming about Jack. And that's okay, right? Can't a girl dream?
Well, that night before I fell asleep and dreamed of Jack fucking me, Drew did a pretty good job fucking me first. And of course, Jack was the topic of conversation.
"I bet Jack has a big Dick," Drew whispered.
"You mean a big cock, not a big dick," I said, "Drew, a man like Jack, has a cock."
The banter between us got both Drew and me going. "Oh, fuck Drew, that feels so good."
Drew smiled, "It would feel even better if it were Jack's big dick...I mean big cock in you."
"Drew, just shut up and fuck me. Make believe you are Jack and slam that cock in me."
It was one of the best, if not the best, nights of sex we have ever had.
Sunday morning came early as the girls were jumping up and down on the bed. Sunday morning is supposed to be Daddy's morning to take care of the girls so Mommy can sleep.
Where was Daddy this Sunday morning? Daddy was already off playing golf. After Daddy was done fucking Mommy last night, he informed Mommy that he would be playing a round of golf with Jack. That's right, the man he had just met at the club the night before.
Drew and Jack were besties now. Jack plays golf every Sunday morning. One of Jack's foursomes had just recently moved. Drew is now the fourth guy in the foursome. Yay, for me!
I've learned bits and pieces from asking Drew questions, but guys don't know what questions to ask or have the capacity to remember the responses.
What Drew did confirm is that Jack is 42, which makes him 10 years older than me. He is single but dates. He's not looking for anything serious. And that's where the details get fuzzy. Maybe there was a wife or long-term girlfriend. Drew thinks Jack has a son, but it could be a daughter.
My husband, the brain surgeon, thinks it's one of those names that can go either way. "You mean like Carmen? Which could be a guy's or a girl's name? Or is it a name that sounds the same but is spelled differently, like Sydney compared to Sidney for a guy?"
"No, it was kind of like Charlie. That's it, Charlie."
"What the fuck, Drew. Who names their daughter Charlie?"
"Well...I'm sure it's not common, but maybe. Look, you can ask him yourself. I invited Jack over for our barbecue next Saturday."
"You didn't think to ask me first?" I gave Drew the look. You know the look. The look that says you are not allowed to make decisions on your own.
"I made an executive decision and invited Jack. If you don't want him to come, you can disinvite him. Shall I dial his number?"
"Drew, did you tell Jack that you want him to fuck me so you can get dick hard and jerk off?"
"Kim, I never said I was going to jerk off to you getting fucked by someone else."
"But you did say you wanted to be there for moral support or something."
Drew just laughed. "Something like that, I guess."
"Did you tell him to bring a date?"
"Nope, didn't think of that."
Drew was at the grill with a beer in hand as he and his friends were laughing away, probably laughing over something stupid. Jenifer, Chrisy, and Mary were helping me bring out the salads, rolls, and condiments. Some of the younger cousins were watching the kids in the pool.
That was when the doorbell rang. "Knock, Knock, can I come in?" Jack said as he stood in the foyer.
"Walk right through to the kitchen," I yelled.
Jack looked incredible. He wore a T-shirt that hung off his massive chest. And the arms...so big and strong. Jenifer, Chrisy, and Mary just stared at Jack. They were practically drooling.
"Jack, this is Jenifer, Chrisy, and my sister Mary."
"Hello, ladies. Happy to meet you. Kim, I brought some wine. Where should I put it?"
"Some wine, this is two cases. You didn't have to bring anything."
"There are a few bottles outside on the bar," Chrisy said. "Just ask for a guy named Lenny, that's my husband. He takes care of the alcohol and drinks most of it."
Chrisy's husband is a big guy like Jack. The difference is that Jack looks like a God, Lenny looks like he needs to go on a diet. Lenny once looked like Jack. Well, maybe not exactly like Jack. No, I'm not sure if he ever looked like Jack. But Lenny is a nice guy.
"Who is that? Is he married? And can I have his numbers? Jenifer appeared to have an interest in Jack.
"First, his name is Jack. Drew and I met him one night while we were out, and Drew and Jack are now friends. Second, he is not married, but Drew is useless and vague on the details. There might be a child, but Drew is not sure. Third, you are married, so there is no reason to have Jack's phone number."
"And fourth," my big-mouthed sister joined in, "Kim is keeping Jack's number for herself."
"Oh, I think there is a story here that needs to be told." Once Chrisy hears a story, the whole town hears a story.
"There is no story to tell." I gave my sister a look and hoped the other two didn't notice it. Mary and I are Isish twins, and we might as well be twins. Most people think we are. Mary saw me as I tightened up my jaw and fist.
Mary and I have a connection like they say twins have. We have no secrets from one another. We never had and never will. We have each other's backs, too. One lies and the other swears to it, our mom would say.
Since Mom and Dad knew we would lie for one another, if one of us got into trouble, Mom and Dad would just ground both of us. Sometimes I didn't even know why I was grounded.
We were grounded for two weeks one summer because Mary was high. If she had kept her mouth shut, she probably could have gotten away with it. But no, Mary was hungry. She woke our dad up at 1 am. Hey, big boy, how bout you take a ride to Mickey Dee's and pick me up some fries?
Grounded for two weeks. But in all fairness, I was the one who gave her the pot.
Being grounded wasn't too bad. Mom and Dad went to work, and our friends came over. We spend the day together at our pool.
Mom and Dad said we also had to cut the grass, weed, do the laundry, and do whatever else they thought up. We fucked up the lawn and pulled out a few plants instead of weeds. That was the last time we did any manual labor.
We were okay with doing the laundry and folding clothes. Mary and I got a good laugh when we were putting clothes away. We came across Dad's condoms and Mom's dildo. All I'm saying is Mom is not a racist.
Anyway, Mary knows that Drew wants to watch me get fucked by a big dick. "Damn, why can't Rick," Mary's husband, "be open-minded like Drew?"
Jenifer's a slut. My sister's a slut. I'm still waiting to hear from Chrisy.
We walked out to the back with the last of the salads, and the guys must have taken a liking to Jack. Jack and Lenny were about to arm wrestle.
"Lenny, honey," Chrisy tried to whisper, but even completely sober, the neighbors could hear her big mouth. Now throw in that she had already been hitting the wine, she was not quiet at all, "if you think you have any chance of having sex with me tonight, you better not let this man, as fine as he might look with all those muscles, beat you. Do I make myself clear?"
We were all laughing, and Jack made Lenny work for that win. And Lenny, being just as loud as Chrisy, made it known that he would be getting laid that night.
It wasn't just the guys that were taking a liking to Jack, Mary, and I caught our mom checking out Jack in his wet bathing suit that hugged tightly and outlined his big dick.
"What are you staring at, Mom?" Mary and I scared her.
"What, who me. I'm not staring at anything. Where's your father?"
"Why, Mom, are you afraid you're gonna get caught looking at that man's penis?" Mary asked as we both laughed.
"You two will never grow up, will you?"
"You only live once, and our time here is short. Enjoy the view, Mom." I can't believe I just quoted Drew's stupid argument why I should get fucked by a big dick.
The party was a success as always. All the kids were asleep in the den. Just in case they woke up, Disney+ was on, and Mom and Dad were on kid patrol. There were more kids than just my daughters, so all the parents took turns checking in.



The adults were still drinking and laughing. I had one, two, or maybe three or four too many. Either way, it was enough for me to confront Jack and set him straight.
"Jack," I looked this big God in the face. I was standing on a chair to get eye-to-eye as Jack caught me as I was going down.
"Kim's drunk again," My big sister made it known.
"Jack, we need to talk. Follow me."
"Are you okay, Kim?"
"No, Jack, I'm not. You can't fuck me. Look, you're a great guy, and any woman would be lucky to...I mean, you know, you have a big dick. Even my mother noticed. Any woman here would love to fuck you. But stay away from my mother."
I paused so I could figure out where I was going with this. This didn't sound like what I had rehearsed. Somehow, in my drunken state, I planned to let Jack down easily, and he was even crying. I felt sad for Jack, but I'm married. He found me too late in life.
"Kim," a much soberer Jack looked at me, "what makes you think I want to fuck you? I mean, you are a beautiful woman, and I like you and Drew. Why would I want to fuck you?"
"You mean you don't want to fuck me? What's wrong with me? Why don't you want to fuck me?" Where was all this coming from? I was trying to let Jack down easily, and now I'm pissed. What...is he too good for me?
"Kim, can I let you in on a little secret?"
"What's your secret, Jack? I love little secrets."
"I'm gay."
Well, you have never seen anyone sober up as fast as I did, and my mind was spinning. "What did you say, Jack?"
"I'm gay."
"And you're my LOVER!"
I went on to explain my problem with Drew, and Jack agreed to be my lover. He said he wouldn't tell Drew that he was gay, but he wasn't going to hide it either.
"That's fine, Jack, I can work with bisexual," Jack just laughed at me.
"Kim, I like you and Drew, so I'll play along. But I don't want to lose Drew as a friend. At some point, you have to come clean and tell him the truth."
So that's my story. For now, Drew is getting what he wants.
"Drew, I'll do this for you, but I can't have you watching me having sex with someone else. I don't even feel comfortable talking about it with you. But if you want me to have a big cock, Jack has the big cock I want."
You can still say no, Drew.
Epilogue
Jack and I would go out once a week. I was Jack's wingman, and I helped him weed through the ass holes.
One night when Drew, Jack, and I were out, Jack's "friend" Todd showed up. Well, one thing led to another, and the kiss on the lips with a little sloppy tongue was a dead giveaway that Jack was not a straight shooter.
"I kind of had a feeling." Drew said, "There have been a few times when I felt that Jack and I were not checking out the same ass."
For now, Drew has given up on trying to set me up with a big dick and has accepted that his dick is just fine.
Before I go, I wanted to clarify a few things, since my husband doesn't know how to ask questions.
Jack was never married to a woman or man.
Jack does not have a child.
Jack does have a brother named Charlie. His brother Charlie has a son named Charlie and a daughter named Meg.
The End
Folding doesn't feel well. He has COVID. So, let's all wish him well.
I made changes after Folding made his edit, but I didn't want to bother him again. So, if you find any punctuation or spelling errors, they're on me and my dyslexia.
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Cal-Corp Chapter 1

I'm not saying the population in my little town was insignificant. Not everyone knows everyone else's business, but sure as shit someone knows someone who knew your business. It's like Six Degrees of Separation, and the connection to Kevin Bacon.
Yeah, that was my town.
It was a small town, with open fields and good old boys skinnin possum. Well, that was until Cal-Corp came to town. Our small-town population grew once Cal-Corp came to town. Not just Cal-Corp employees, businesses were opening up, and out-of-towners were moving to our small town.
Our one-time small-town population continued to grow. The housing market was booming. Being in real estate, my business took off.
Cal-Corp became my biggest client. They needed housing for short and long-term stays to accommodate employees on temporary or permanent assignments. My husband's business took off, too. Bill is a lender.
Before Cal-Corp, our home sat on an acre of property surrounded by woods. My husband loved to take walks through the trail in the woods that he had cleared. There were ponds, streams, and wildlife everywhere.
Our neighbors sold their land to developers, and our once quiet street is now a subdivision. I'm happy to have nice neighbors. Bill is not. He liked his life before Cal-Corp and the boom that came with it.
Five years later, our once small town has wonderful places to eat, bars, and nightclubs. Shopping...Oh, the shopping is incredible.
Bill tells me he misses our small town, and we argue. Not like fighting; more of a disagreement.
"But Bill, change is good," I would say, "and look at all the money we have made."
Bill is a little older than I and set in his ways.
Anyway, I was sick of the dating scene. It was just guys looking to get laid. I was 24 and working at a diner. Bill was a big tipper, so I remembered him. As I said, it was a small town, and therefore work was scarce.
I finally landed a job at a real estate office. Bill, being a lender, had a connection to that real estate office.
Bill and I dated for six months before getting married. My Mother and Father were not happy when they learned I was dating an older man. But they eventually accepted my choice. Dad still goes to the bar with Bill, one of the last standing original little town bars. On occasion, my dad will convince Bill to go to the strip club, The Country Coochie. We never had a strip club in town before Cal-Corp came to our small town.
That strip club, or the titty bar as my dad calls it, is the new hangout for him and his friends. I understand Cal-Corp execs are also big on taking clients to the titty club.
So, Bill is now 55, and I, Carol, am 43, and we have two daughters in college.
When I was younger, all I wanted was an older man. A confident, secure older man. I was tired of dating guys who only wanted to hang out with their boys, drink beer, and get laid.
But now, I find myself checking out the younger men, and all I'm interested in is getting laid.
Due to Cal-Corp coming to town, there are plenty of younger men for fucking.
Yes, I'm a slut. It's not that Bill can no longer sexually please me. He just doesn't have the stamina he once had. I'd expect a 55-year-old man to slow down a little. Two or three rounds a night is a thing of the past. It's not even two or three times a week anymore. Also, sometimes Bill's back pain is so bad, he can't last long enough for us to finish. I have him lie on his back, and I ride us to orgasm.
I miss the dominant take-charge man I married. Sex with that man was incredible back then. I love my husband, but I miss the wild "Fuck me like a slut" sex we once had.
Bill still works out, and for a 55-year-old man, he's in good shape. Bill's friends still talk about Bill Mellow, the legend. Bill was a bit of a stud in high school, and he is all over the sports memorabilia showcase. He played Football, Wrestled, and played Baseball.
Bill went to college on a football scholarship, but in his senior year, he had a bad back injury. So bad that it needed surgery. He would have gotten picked up in the draft, his friends say.
As Bill aged, I think his pain has gotten worse. Now Bill lives on pain meds.
Due to our connection with Cal-Corp, Bill and I are always getting invited to Cal-Corp events. It could be a fundraiser, social event, dinner, or even a barbecue or pool party.
I keep myself in shape and can still hold my own in a bikini, which has led to my problem. Those younger Cal-Corp guys are always hitting on me. Who am I to turn down a sexy 30-some-odd-year-old?
I'm not looking for a replacement for Bill. I know it's a cliché, but it's only sex. That's how I met Frank Lucus. Frank was a sales guy and worked whatever hours he wanted. Most of the time, Frank and I would meet around 12. We'd get a bite to eat, and I was Frank's dessert.
Frank was cocky and would push his limits. Frank loved to flirt with me in front of Bill. I'd have to play it off and tell Bill it was just innocent fun. But Bill didn't like innocent fun.
I threatened to break it off with Frank if he didn't stop. But Frank was having none of that. "Listen to me. You break it off with me, and I'll be having a little conversation with your husband." I was a little surprised to hear Frank say that. He knew it was nothing more than sex, and it wasn't going to last forever.
Sex with Frank was incredible. So incredible that one afternoon, I let Frank take a few pictures of me with his big dick in my mouth.
Hate me if you like. I'm a horny cheating slut, hoping I never get caught by my husband.
>>>>>>>>>>
"How do I look?" I asked Bill as I stood in front of my full-length mirror. I was getting ready for a Cal-Corp party.
"Why can't you wear something nice that doesn't show off so much cleavage?" my conservative husband asked.
"Why, Bill, are you jealous when other men check me out? Are you worried that one might win me over and fuck me?"
"Let's just get going, make an appearance, and leave."
*"Bill, we are not just making an appearance and leaving. These are my clients and our friends. I plan on enjoying the night. If you get tired or just moody, you can leave. I can take an Uber home."
Frank already informed me that I would be on my knees sucking his dick tonight. So, I'd be encouraging Bill to go home early tonight anyway.
"Fine. Whatever. Are you ready yet, or are you going to change into a dress that shows off more?"
"Bill, you have gotten so grumpy in your old age." I gave my husband a nice kiss and some tongue, "but I still love you."
We pulled out of the garage and headed for the Diamond Bar Country Club, where tonight's event would be held. The Diamond Bar was a horse ranch back in the day. But now it's a country club. Cal-Corp contributions turned the cheap public course into a five-star golf course, with tennis and pickleball courts. There is also a spa.
The clubhouse has a bar and a formal dining. The golf course, tennis, and pickleball courts are open to the public. But it's not cheap. If you have a membership like Bill and I, there are many more perks, like the spa.
"Bill, keep your eyes on the road and not my tits."
"Why can't I look at them? Every other guy in this town does."
"They do, don't they. Just remember, Bill, every man in this town only gets to look, you get to touch. And maybe if you're good, you can touch them tonight. I mean...it has been a while."
"No fault of mine. I've tried, and you've had all the excuses in the book."
Bill's right. He has tried, and I keep turning him down. But it's not because I want to. It's because Frank keeps leaving a surprise in my pussy or in my mouth for Bill.
We walked into the clubhouse dining, and Larry was the first to spot us. "Carol, you look fantastic as always." Larry Welch, Cal-Corp COO, is always the first with a compliment and a hand on my ass any chance he gets. No, Larry has never fucked me. He's in his 60s.
I kissed Larry on the cheek and said hello to his oblivious wife, Ray-Lee. Oblivious or doesn't care who Larry flirts with. Ray-Lee has no problem flirting with Bill, and I think Bill enjoys her flirting because he knows it pisses me off.
Ray-Lee took Bill by the arm and escorted him to the bar while I was stuck talking to Larry.
Normally, you would think, "whatever, she must be like 60-something," no big deal. But when you're married to an attractive 55-year-old man like Bill, 60, something-or-other is a lot closer than you think.
Shit, Larry wouldn't stop talking, "Larry, let's catch up later." I took off and caught up to my husband and Ray-Lee.
Holy fuck," Bill said, "how did you catch up so fast?"
"Yes, Carol," Ray-Lee asked, "did you sprint away from my husband? He might be older than you, but he is still good in the sack. Let's switch partners one night. I'm sure neither of us will be disappointed. Well, at least I know I won't be."
Bill just smiled, loving the attention. "Well, Ray-Lee, let me talk it over with Bill, and we'll get back to you. But right now, Bill and I need to say hi to a few friends."
"Who's jealous now?" Bill asked as we walked away.
I looked at Bill, "Window shopping is okay, but no trying anything on." That brought a laugh out of Bill.
We mingled, and I was asked to dance more than once. "Just go have fun and remember, Window shopping is okay, but no trying anything on." Bill reminded me.
"I promise I'll be good." Until Frank grabbed me.
Fuck, it hadn't taken long before Frank cut in. I looked around to make sure Bill hadn't seen us. Bill was at the bar like I expected. His way of coping with the Cal-Corp employees is with alcohol, and Ray-Lee was always by his side.
That bitch with her perky fake tits and a firm ass would love nothing more than to fuck my husband.
"I like that. Low cut and plenty of cleavage. Just for me?" Fuck I hate Frank, but yes. This is what Frank told me to wear. "Wear something that will give me easy access to your tits."
"Frank, please don't do anything in front of my husband."
Frank whispered in my ear, "You are my slut, and I will do as I please, and you will do as I tell you."
"Well, if Bill finds out about us, I won't be your slut any longer. So please, nothing in front of my husband."
"You get two hours with your husband," Frank said with a smile, "and then I want you to head to the ladies' room. You'll pass a coat check room. I'll meet you there."
Fuck me. "Fine."
I mingled a little and made my way to Bill, who was sitting at the bar, of course, with Ray-Lee. I assume Ray-Lee is in her 60s, married to Larry, and all. But maybe she's younger and just a gold digger.
All happy like nothing was bothering me, or that Frank's dick would soon be in my mouth, or maybe pussy, I approached Bill and Ray-Lee. "So, what are you two talking about?"
Without a beat, Ray-Lee responded, "Sex."
"What!" I choked on my glass of wine.
"Sex. Bill and I are talking about all the Cal-Corp employees," Ray-Lee gave me a look, "and who's cheating on their spouses, weren't we, Billy?" Billy. The only person who calls Bill Billy is his mother and Ray-Lee.
Bill gave me a smirk, "Did you know about this?"
"Well, I may have heard a few rumors, but...nothing for sure."
"It's no big deal," Ray-Lee smiled, "Larry is fucking his secretary. That little slut works hard for her Christmas Bonus."
"Wait, what? Larry, is fucking Sherry? And you're okay with it?"
Why wouldn't she be? She wants to fuck Bill.
"Well, Larry and I have been married for over 30 years. Eventually, you're gonna get tired of sex with the same person."
Let's see, if Ray-Lee got married at say 25 and has been married for 30 years, she could be 55, and not in her 60s.
"Is that her?" Bill asked, "The one dancing with your husband?"
"Yup, that's her. She's about the same age I was when I stole Larry's heart."
I couldn't take it any longer, "Ray-Lee, let me ask you something. How old are you? I mean, you look so good and Larry...Larry must be in his 60s."
"Late 60s, I mean Larry, not me. And thank you for the compliment, Carol.
Billy, come dance with me. I want to make Sherry nervous. She doesn't know that I know Larry is fucking her." She didn't answer my question.
Billy. I mean, Bill looked at me. "Go. Go. Have fun. I need to go to the ladies' room anyway."
I made my way to the coat check and looked around before walking in. "Take those tits out for me, slut."
"Frank, you were so nice to me when we first met. What happened to you?"
"I had always planned on treating you like the cheating slut you were. And once you let me take pictures of my dick in your mouth, you were mine to abuse. We *don't want hubby to learn his wife is a cheating slut now, do we? Show me those tits, slut."
I slipped my top to the sides, so my tits popped out for Frank. "Very nice." Frank started pulling my nipples.
"Frank, that hurts." Frank grabbed me by my hair and pulled me to my knees.
"You know what to do." I unzipped Frank's pants and pulled out his dick. "Suck it."
Frank has the biggest dick I've ever had. "That's it." Frank started slowly as he slid his dick in and out of my mouth. I knew his gentleness would be short-lived.
"That's it, slut. Suck my cock. I want to hear you gag and beg for more."
If I don't beg and boost his ego, I know from experience that he would hurt me. He left bruising on my tits and a red ass when I disobeyed him. So, I pulled his dick out of my mouth. "I love it when you fuck my face with your big cock, Frank." That's what Frank likes to hear.
"That's right. My big cock. Is it bigger than your husband's little dick, isn't it?"
"You know it is Frank. You have the biggest dick I have ever seen." Frank now had one hand on the back of my head, and the other was rolling my nipples through his fingers. Damn, it felt nice.
"Oh, fuck yes. Take that cum, you cheating slut. Show me before you swallow." Frank gets off on things like that. I opened my mouth, showed him his cum, and then swallowed his cum.
"You look like shit, Carol. Go clean up."
I fixed my tits and headed to the bathroom. Frank had brought tears to my eyes; he was fucking my face so hard. The mirror never lies. I was a mess.
"Looking good, Carol." It was Ray-Lee, of course. "You know, Billy will eventually discover he's married to a slut who loves to suck dick. I'm not judging you. I'm just saying."
I just stood there in shock. "Does Frank have pictures too?" Ray-Lee asked with a smile.
"Pictures? What?"
"Oh, Carol. You're not the first wife that Frank has fucked. Once he gets tired of you, he'll send Billy whatever pictures he has. Frank loves to ruin marriages."
"I'm not saying anything is going on between Frank and I, or that there are any pictures, but why does Frank like to ruin marriages?"
Ray-Lee sighed, "Frank's wife cheated on him, and Frank couldn't forgive her cheating. It was just one drunken night. She wasn't a slut like you.
Now, it's Frank's goal in life to find cheating wives whose lives he can ruin."
"Fuck me!"
With a smile on her face, Ray-Lee confirmed what I already knew, "Yeah, you're fucked, in more ways than one."
I didn't ask Ray-Lee how she knew about Frank and I. But from what I hear, Ray-Lee knows everyone's business.
"Carol, let me give you a little advice. Treat your husband like he is a king. Fuck him like it's his last fuck. Drain that man's dick, like I know I would, and tell him you're sorry. Be honest with him."
"Ray-Lee, are you fucking crazy. Bill would kick me to the curb and kill Frank. I have no problem with him killing Frank, but I'd like to keep my marriage intact."
"Okay, then your other option is to keep Frank happy, for now. So, he won't tell Billy that you're a cheating slut. Also, I can help you get rid of Frank. But my help will come with a cost.
"Someday, and that day may never come, I will come upon you to do a service for me."
"Ray-Lee, just tell me what you want."
One day, you will give Billy one too many painkillers and one too many cocktails. When he is feeling happy and confused, you will encourage Billy to fuck me."
"Ray-Lee, are you fucking crazy?"
Ray-Lee looked at me with a smile, "Do we have a deal?"
"How are you going to help me?"
"Oh, Carol. I have my ways."
What choice did I have? "Yes, fine."
"Yes, fine, what?"
"Yes, fine, you can fuck Billy."
"Attagirl!" Now, get yourself cleaned up, you look like shit. Make sure to use some Listerine, too."
I cleaned up and made my way to Bill at the bar. I passed Frank on the way, and he made a kissy face at me. Ray-Lee's words were going through my head:
Keep Frank happy, for now. So, he won't tell Billy that you're a cheating slut.
I walked up to Frank and whispered in his ear, "I need more of that big cock, of yours. I thought you were going to fuck me tonight." Then I turned and walked away.
I may as well enjoy myself until Ray-Lee does whatever to help me. I mean, help herself to my Billy!
That night I had to drive home. Bill had had one too many to drink. It happens. You see, with Bill's painkillers, sometimes even three drinks are too much. But I like it when Bill drinks a little too much. He's not drunk. Well, not exactly. It's the mixture of painkillers and alcohol that makes Bill slur his words and sometimes say funny stuff.
Bill doesn't get whiskey dick unless he is truly drunk. I cut Bill off before he drinks too much. When Bill is like he is tonight, his dick stays hard, lasts longer, and Carol is a happy wife. Hurray for me!!!
I helped Bill into our house and straight into the bedroom. "Let's get you out of these clothes."
Bill was lying naked on the bed as I stripped for him.
"Are you trying to take advantage of me?" I love it when Bill gets silly like this. You really don't know what is going to come out of his mouth. "Did you see Ray-Lee hitting on me?" Bill slurred.
"I did. Do you wish it were her about to suck your dick or me?"
"Well, you do a good job, and you do keep me happy. Do you think Ray-Lee has fake teeth? You know, would she take her teeth out and suck my dick?"
"Bill, Ray-Lee is only a few years older than you." At least I think she is. "I would hope she still has her own teeth."
"Her own teeth? Whose else's teeth would she have in her mouth? Does she swap teeth with her husband? You know, like people do with readers at a restaurant."
"No, Bill, I meant like, fake teeth."
"Oh. You mean like George Washington's teeth?"
George Washington, what? "Yes, Bill, just like George Washington."
"Carol, did you know that George Washington's teeth were made out of wood?"
I didn't, and I didn't really care. "I did not, but thank you, Bill." I'll store that away under useless knowledge.
"And another thing." Bill wouldn't stop talking. Fuck. I wanted to get laid tonight. How many drinks did he have with Ray-Lee? "Did you know what George Wilson's teeth were made out of?"
What the fuck. I was intrigued and needed to hear more about George Wilson. "Bill, who is George Wilson?"
"Mr. George Wilson. You know, he was Dennis Mitchell's neighbor."
"Who the hell is Dennis Mitchell, Bill?"
"Most people don't know who Dennis Mitchell is."
"Yeah, Bill, I'm one of those people."
"Dennis Mitchell is Dennis the Menace," Bill just started laughing. I knew I wasn't going to be getting laid tonight. "Remember? Dennis replaced Mr. Wilson's teeth with Chicklets.


Go and get your laptop. I'll show you."
Bill and I lay there naked as we watched Dennis the Menace. Well, I did. Bill passed out a half hour into the movie. But the next morning, Bill made it up to me. I woke up to Bill between my legs. Bill may have a bad back, but there is nothing wrong with his tongue.
"Oh, baby, that feels so good." Bill brought me over the edge. It felt incredible. "Bill, I need you to fuck me. Let me suck your dick and get it hard."
No sucking was needed. Bill's dick was already rock hard. We tried missionary, and it felt good. But I heard Bill's back crack, and I knew we were done. "Bill, lie on your back, please. You'll be fine."
I was selfish. I saw the pain on Bill's face as I rode Bill's dick like...I don't know. Some western guy riding off into the sunset. John Wayne. John Wayne riding off into the sunset.
Bill is a Western aficionado. Me, not so much. The only thing I know about John Wayne, besides that he was not a very good actor (but don't tell Bill that), is that his granddaughter is a country singer.
I impressed Bill when I told him to listen to God Bless John Wayne by Run Away June. Bill was so happy with me that he got me a John Wayne coffee mug.
Sex was good, and after abusing Bill's dick, I left him lying on the bed to recuperate. I checked in on him a few hours later with a cup of coffee and a few Corn Dodgers. They weren't really Corn Dodgers; they were leftover Hushpuppies from the other night. Bill and his brothers call them Corn Dodgers. It has something to do with a John Wayne movie. All I know is he has me calling them Corn Dodgers now, too.
I also gave Bill a bottle of water and Ibuprofen. "How are you feeling, Bill?"
"You asking me how my back feels, my hangover from Ray-Lee getting me drunk, or my dick?"
"All three, I guess. But mainly your dick. I want to make sure it still works. I'm not done with it yet."
"Well, you're done with it for today."
I spent the rest of Sunday trying to figure out a way to get rid of Frank myself, so I wouldn't have to give up my husband to Ray-Lee, even if it were for only one night.
I used to hunt with my dad and grandpa. I was pretty good with a rifle. Grandpa used to teach me to shoot by taking out the rats in the barn. I could shoot a rat from 100 yards out. I'd have no problems shooting Frank's dick off.
For the next month or maybe more, I was Frank's fuck doll. He fucked me in his condo and had me suck his dick any time he saw me. If I were out at a restaurant or a bar and Frank saw me, I'd get a text, "Meet me by the bathroom" or wherever, and I'd be on my knees.
I'm not going to lie; I loved every minute of the sex with Frank. He was so dominant...and that cock. My God, I begged Frank to fuck me like a slut. But I was nervous. Frank was getting out of control. He would text me when I was out with Bill. "Head to the bathroom and show me your tits as you pass by me."
There was another time when Frank made me stick a vibrating egg in my pussy. Frank controlled the egg from his phone. All night long at a Cal-Corp event, Frank was turning the vibration up and down. I was a mess. Of course, Ray-Lee figured out what was going on.
It was when Frank told me that he had clients coming into town and he wanted me to fuck them so he could close a sale, that things were going entirely too far. I mean, yes, I was a cheating slut wife, but not a whore.
And Bill. I didn't want Bill to see how stretched out I was from Frank fucking me. I mean, it goes back to normal, but I was coming home from being fucked by Frank, and Bill wanted sex. Not to mention, Frank wasn't wearing a condom. Condom wearing ended as soon as Frank had pictures.
Instead of sex, I mean fucking, I was giving Bill head to keep him happy. I was giving Bill more head than a shitty bartender at the tap.
One afternoon, I called Ray-Lee.
"Carol, to what do I owe this surprise call?"
"Hello, Ray-Lee. I was calling to see how long it would take for you to put an end to Frank's blackmailing me."
"Well, I do need a little time. So, you'll have to endure Frank's dick for a little while longer. That shouldn't bother a slut like you."
"Ray-Lee, Frank has clients coming into town, and he wants me to help him close the deal by letting them fuck me."
"Oh, poor Carol. You may have to take one for the Team." Ray-Lee laughed.
"Ray-Lee! It's not funny. I need your help."
"Oh. Okay. But remember, I get Billy."
"Yes! Yes! I know."
"I want Bill's tongue between my legs and his dick in my cleanly-shaved pussy. And, I want you there to encourage and cheer Billy on."
"What? Why do I have to be there?"
"That's your punishment for cheating on your husband, you slut."
"What about you, Ray-Lee? You cheat on your husband, too. Aren't you a cheating slut too?"
"No, Carol, I'm not. Larry is cheating on me. What I do is called "What's Fair is Fair."
The bitch hung up on me.
I'd probably like Ray-Lee if it wasn't for the fact that she is always flirting with Bill and wants to fuck him.
It only took half an hour, and I got a text from Ray-Lee. "The pictures have been deleted. I've attached a video that you can use to make sure Frank never bothers you again. You owe me big time."
The video was of Frank getting fucked up the ass by a beautiful woman wearing a strap-on. It put a smile on my face. After watching a few times, I saw the date and time of the video. It was over a year old.
"Ray-Lee," I text her back, "you had this video for over a year, and you are just giving it to me now!!!!"
"That's right slut. Oh, one more thing. Frank deleted the pictures from his phone. They are now on my phone. I own you."
FUCK ME!
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Cal-Corp Chapter 2

Frank was an eye-opener. I mean, sex with Frank was great, and I may have even enjoyed sex with his clients, too. But Frank was threatening to ruin my marriage. And then there was Ray-Lee. How she knew about Frank and me, she never said. Was it just that one time? Did Ray-Lee see me sneak off to meet Frank in the coat check? Or was there more to it? Maybe I wasn't being as discreet as I thought I was.
Frank was out of the picture, but Ray-Lee was relentless. She kept sending me texts,
"I think we should swap husbands for a night. Larry would love to have sex with you. And you're a cheating slut wife, so I assume you would have no problem if Larry fucked you. Go convince Bill."
Sometimes, it was just a reminder. Ray-Lee would send a picture of me on my knees with Frank's dick in my mouth.
My marriage and family were important to me. I needed to reevaluate my priorities. And, for a while, I was faithful to Bill. I said no to guys offering to buy me drinks, a dance, or those who just came right out and asked me to go to their hotel room.
But after a while, the desire for extramarital sex took control. The business travelers were the safest bet. But I wanted to understand why. Why, after 20 years of a happy marriage, did I all of a sudden want more?
Was it more than Bill just slowing down, while I wasn't? Why did I need so much sex? I couldn't be the only woman who loves her husband and family but would risk it all for sex. I decided to talk to a therapist.
"You're a fucking slut that's why you're cheating on your husband."
"I don't think that is any way to speak to your patient."
"You're not my patient. You're my cheating slut whore sister."
"And your patient. That's why I can talk to you. We have that therapist/patient confidentiality."
"Carol, how long? How long have you been cheating on Bill?"
"I wouldn't call it cheating. I think of it as extramarital sex."
"Which is the definition of cheating, you slut. How long?"
"Does it really matter, Linda. Just help me stop."
"Help you stop. Tell Bill. He'll threaten to divorce you, or maybe he'll actually divorce you, then you'll stop. Or at least you'll learn not to cheat on your next husband."
"Bill is not going to divorce me."
Linda and I had a staring contest until I broke the ice, "So, is there a pill or something to decrease my sex drive?"
"Are you a fucking idiot, Carol?"
"Linda, I needed sex all the time, and it's killing my husband. He can't keep up with me."
My therapist went all scientific on me. "Orgasms are good for physical and mental health benefits," blah blah blah... something about releasing endorphins, oxytocin, and dopamine. Orgasms improve mood and improve sleep. Orgasms also have health benefits; they improve the heart and increase libido."
"Wait, what. So, having an orgasm increases my libido? I thought an increased libido caused me to want more orgasms?"
"It does. It's like a circle of health benefits. A strong libido wants sex. Sex results in orgasm, and orgasms are a good thing, and your body wants more sex and orgasms. This happy feeling helps to boost your libido."
I was so confused, but she was the one with the degree. "Listen, is there a way to reduce my libido?"
My therapist stared at me. "Why would you want to reduce your libido, Carol? I'm sure Bill is happy that you act like an oversexed teenager, and I just told you sex and orgasms are healthy."
"Bill loves having sex with me, and I love having sex with Bill, but he's getting a little older, and you know his back..."
"So," my therapist was getting nasty again, "you want to reduce your libido because you're too much for him to handle. Is he complaining because he's getting too much sex? Most men would die for a wife like you! You stupid bitch!"
"Well...no but..."
"But nothing. Do like any normal wife would, go buy yourself a toy for when Bill isn't around or isn't enough for you."
There was more yelling, but Linda promised me she wouldn't tell Bill. I promised that I would do my best not to seek extramarital sex. "Stop calling it extramarital sex. It's called cheating, slut."
Our sessions continued as Linda tried to decide if there was something wrong with me or if I was just a cheating slut. "Should I lie on the couch?" I asked.
"Can I get you a cup of tea too?" My sister was very supportive. "Sit in the fucking chair. You're not a child." So much for being supportive.
"Linda...could I be a nymphomaniac? I guess if I am a nymphomaniac, is it really my fault that I'm having extramarital sex with other men? I think Bill might even be supportive and understanding if you convince him that I have a disease."
"First, while it might be debatable, Nymphomania is not a disease. It is a disorder, a mental and emotional imbalance. An emotional imbalance caused by some form of life events that may have triggered an imbalance in the chemicals in the brain."
"What about Compulsive Sexual Behavior Disorder. It's also called hypersexuality or sexual addiction. Could I have that?"
"Oh, you might be on to something, Google MD. Stop trying to diagnose yourself.
Have you gone to the doctor and had a blood test as I told you to?"
"Yes. I should get my results next week. You really think it can be my hormones out of balance?"
Hormones play a big role in libido and sexual desire. But generally, it's the reverse. Women, as they age, have a low sex drive. A drop in estrogen, testosterone, and progesterone causes a low libido. But sometimes, it can be the reverse. You may be one of those women who have heightened estrogen, testosterone, and progesterone."
"First, I am not old...."
Linda cut me off, "If we don't find anything through blood tests, then you are just a cheating wife who gets a high from the thrill of cheating while trying not to get caught.
Here."
"What's this?" I asked
Linda handed me reading material. It was articles on women like me and why they cheated, and the demise of their marriages. There were also websites with more information.
"Carol, there are support groups that might help. Listen to their stories. Also, I got you a gift."
"A dildo? Really, you bought me a dildo."
"Not any dildo. This is an eight-inch-long Lady Lover vibrating dildo. "When you get the urge, and Bill isn't around, go fuck yourself."
We both laughed, and Linda hugged me. "Seek help. Find a support group."
Fuck! I missed Frank's big dick, and Bill was traveling for a few days. I needed human touch, warmth, and interaction. But I took Linda's advice instead. I went online and found a support group.
The location was far enough away that I felt safe I wouldn't run into anyone I knew. The support group meetings were held in a church reception room. It sounded legit. I was greeted as I walked in and offered coffee, tea, water, and cookies. Everyone seemed nice.
Think of any TV show you have ever watched where someone goes to a drug and alcohol support group; this was the same. The chairs were arranged in a circle, and there were 15 people, mostly women.
It was my turn. "Hi, I'm Carol, and I love sex."
"Hi Carol." All at once, I was acknowledged.
Brad led the support group. "Tell us your story, Carol."
I told them everything. They learned much more than I shared with Linda. I told them that when my husband was away, I would be on the prowl. I knew all the places to meet guys just in town for a meeting. "I've been having extramarital sex with strangers and guys I felt would keep it quiet, for over two years."
I told them about Frank and the pictures, videos, and how he had threatened to tell my husband. I even told them about his clients; the ones he wanted to fuck me so he could make a sale."
"Carol...never let a guy take pictures or videos." A girl named Penny said.
"And try not to do anything different." I can't recall her name, added, "like I did. My husband caught me because I was sucking his dick more than normal.
I felt guilty. I thought I was doing the right thing by giving my husband more sex.
He knew something was up. He put a tracker on my car, and one day. I left for lunch, but really too... You know...As I walked out of the motel room, I found my husband leaning against my car."
"They make a tracker detector for that now. My husband tried to pull that shit on me. He had a tracker and a recorder in my car."
"My husband facetimes me throughout the day, and I have to pick up."
"I have no idea how my wife caught me. But she gave me a chance. So, I signed up for these meetings. If it weren't for her, I would have never met Val." He hugged and kissed Val as the others cheered.
I put my hand up, "Um, excuse me. You met Val here, and you're still....?"
"Married," Val responded. "Yes. But my husband can't please me like Jerry."
"Wait, what. This is supposed to be a support group. You two met here, and you're now cheating on your spouses with one another? The rest of you are giving tips to each other on how not to get caught while cheating!"
"Carol, how did you find this group?" a woman asked me.
"I found it on Reddit. It had good reviews, and the meetings were being held in a church."
"Bradley..." This woman didn't sound happy.
"I have to advertise and bring in more members to our support group. If I don't, we'll lose our funding.
You heard Carol's story. She gave me bits and pieces when we spoke on the phone. I thought this group would be a great fit for her. With all our experiences, I was sure we could help her not get caught."
"Not get caught," Holly shit, I was in a cheaters support group.
"Carol, we can help you. I'm a nymphomaniac and have been cheating on my husband for years. My husband thinks these are AA meetings, and I volunteer my time.
I attend these meetings to help me, and it has worked. I love my husband, but I need more."
I sat down as this woman introduced herself. Her name was Connie. She was 65 years old. "Carol, my husband, my children, and my grandchildren are my life. I can't lose them. I know we must sound like nothing more than a bunch of cheaters...well, except for Ben over there. But the rest of us each have our own reason for cheating on our spouses.
My doctor told me for years that it was hormones. It ended up being more than that. There are chemicals in my head that wreak havoc on your body and soul. The therapy didn't help me, and I didn't feel like taking antidepressants.
We all started with good intentions. We wanted to save our marriages. But Carol, we all felt the same way. We didn't want to lose our spouses, but we didn't want to give up sex with others either."
I listened to each of them as they told me their stories and shared some of their tricks to avoid getting caught.
Ben was just there to get laid. He's not married, so when he's lonely, he stops by, and nine times out of ten, one of the women takes him up on his sexual advances.
"Ben has a big dick," Connie whispered to me, "you should give it a ride sometime."
"Brad, you need to do better advertising. I hope it works out for each of you, and you never get caught or get caught again."
"Carol, we're here if you need to talk." I like Connie; she's been cheating on her husband for over 30 years. I walked out feeling depressed. They all loved their spouses but wouldn't or couldn't stop cheating.
I was no different.
>>>>>>>>>>
Well, we learn from our mistakes. The support group did help. I learned that I was not alone. No, I never returned to any of the meetings.
Frank was out of the picture, thanks to Ray-Lee, and I slowed down. I mean, I never stopped having extramarital sex completely, but I definitely slowed down a little.
I was being more cautious. I was also building a portfolio on Ray-Lee. I may be a slut, but so is Ray-Lee. I'm just waiting for the day Ray-Lee approached me with that Godfather Bullshit:
"Someday, and that day may never come, I will come upon you to do a service for me."
As soon as Ray-Lee tells me it's time to pay my debt, I'll share my portfolio with her. One of the highlights of the portfolio is Ray-Lee on all fours getting fucked by Cal-Corp's CEO.
Hiring A guy to follow Ray-Lee and get me pictures and video wasn't cheap. But it was well worth it. I got dirt on more than just Ray-Lee. But I'll keep that to myself for now.
I had another problem to contend with. Bill wasn't happy with the neighborhood and was talking about moving. I loved our neighborhood, and I made a lot of new friends. There was a play area for families with kids, a pool, and a gym. I wanted to be part of the community, so we opted in and contributed to the HOA.
I was trying hard to introduce Bill to the people I had met. Bill started to make a few friends. There was always a barbecue or some activity going on. But Bill still missed the open fields.
Bill was starting to come around. I know he still missed the old open fields and deer that would occasionally be found in our back yard.
One morning, I found Bill drinking a beer as he stared out at what once was the open field he loved. I felt sorry for him; these past five years have turned Bill's simple life upside down. Then something, or rather, someone caught my eye.
You would think an acre of property is pretty big, right? Well, it's not. You see, it's all about how the house is situated on the acre of property. In our case, Bill and I have a big front yard and room on each side of the house. We only have a half-acre in our backyard.
A half-acre is 12780 square feet. Now, that measures roughly 47.6 square feet by 147.6 square feet. But depending on the shape of your property, it could be a wider half-acre than deep.
I don't know the exact measurement of my backyard; I only know the square measurements because I'm a realtor. But what I do know is that our backyard is not that deep. From our backyard, you can see our neighbor, Jenny Longer. And you can clearly see that Jenny was walking around her pool topless, and that is what Bill is staring at.
I know she was walking around topless just for Bill. She flirts with Bill more than Ray-Lee. She just waves to Bill whenever she sees him. I'm surprised Bill isn't out back there talking to her.
"Bill!" I shouted. I never saw Bill so startled. He tossed his beer in the air, and it crashed into pieces on impact.
"What the fuck, Carol. You scared the shit out of me."
"Bill, do you miss the woods you used to walk through?" I was talking like a baby.
"Yes, Carol. It's not funny. It was once a big, beautiful wooded field, now look at it."
"Well, Bill, I guess now you'll just have to put up with looking at Jenny's big, beautiful tits."
"What. Where? Me. No."
"Relax, Bill. She has nice tits. Enjoy them, but remember you can only look, no touching. Now come inside, I made you lunch."
Having an older husband is sometimes like taking care of a child. If I don't make his meals for him, I'm not sure if he'd remember to eat. Watch, "Bill, have you eaten anything today?"
"No, I was waiting for you. I didn't know what you had planned for lunch or what I was supposed to eat."
"All that means is Bill was too lazy to make lunch for himself. Or, as his mother would say, "a good wife knows her place is in the kitchen."
Bill knows how to take care of himself, but he's set in his ways. His ways include his mother, that wonderful woman who spoiled her son for me. Bill's brothers are spoiled, too.
"My boy is a meat-and-potatoes boy." She would say.
I don't mind taking care of Bill. I actually like cooking and come up with creative dishes, most of which Bill doesn't enjoy. I quote, "If I can't pronounce the spice or seasoning, I won't like the taste of it."
Now, when I cook, I tell him it's just a little salt, pepper, and garlic.
For years, Bill told me he hates Mexican food because he doesn't like cilantro. Bill is okay with parsley because his mother would add parsley when she cooked.
That's right, Bill no longer knows the difference between cilantro and parsley.
That was our life, and it worked for us. I take care of what goes on inside the house, and Bill takes care of repairs and what goes on outside of the house.
Late that afternoon, Bill left to go hunting for a few days with his brothers. They were going to God's country. I don't know where this God's country is. It's a secret. But Bill and his brothers always come home with something dead in the bed of their trucks.
So, Bill was away, and I woke up horny. The night had been full of dreams. I was getting fucked all night long. I figured I might as well have a little solo sex time.
See, I was being good.
I got comfortable and had my vibrator running. Then that damn overpriced vibrator died on me. It was the vibrator that Linda bought me. I called the 1-800 numbers, hoping I wouldn't be talking to someone who spoke English.
I was trying to explain that my vibrator stopped working. And the guy on the phone was treating me like I was a dumb blond, no offence to any blonds out there.
"Have you tried replacing the batteries?" He asked in broken English, "You know the Lady Lover doesn't take Triple A batteries."
"Yes, I replaced the batteries with the correct batteries. I didn't try to shove a cylindrical battery into a round, flat circular hole." What a dick question to ask.
"How often are you using the Lady Lover?" was his next question.
"Well, that's a bit of a personal question, don't you think?"
"Even a car won't last forever. So, are we talking daily usage?"
"You're right," prick, "a car won't last forever. Sometimes you need to use a bus to get what you need. And that bus shouldn't break down."
I paused, "I would like you to send me a new, eight-inch-long Lady Lover. Should I return mine, or will you just be sending me a new one?"
I had to sort through my other variety of sexual toys and attachments to bring myself to a happy and healthy orgasm, when there was a knock at the door.
'Fuck, I was so close.' I put on my robe, which doesn't do a very good job covering my assets, and went to answer the door.
"Hi, I'm here to clean your pipes." He was big and handsome, a little young, but I was horny.
"How do you plan on cleaning my pipes?" I joked, and this young man didn't miss a beat.
"I have a tool for the job."
"Well, come in and let's see about your tool."
It appeared that Bill had called the plumber. We had a clogged pipe or something somewhere that I knew nothing about.
"Oh...is that your tool?" They call it a snake. "I was hoping for something else."
He smiled at me, "Wouldn't your husband be upset if I took care of your pipes instead of him?"
It was like I was in some old 70s or 80s porn. I was waiting for the pizza guy to show up next.
"Well, I won't tell if you won't."
We kept flirting with each other as this young man did his job. I was putting on a little show for him, too. Just giving him a view to entice him. Well, something happened. I don't know what or how, but this man was completely covered in...let's just say it smelled bad.
"You need to shower. Just take one here."
"No, I couldn't."
"Go, I pushed him toward the guest bath."
Of course, there were no towels in the guest bathroom, only the hand towels. I knocked. I guess he hadn't heard me. I walked in, placing the towels on the sink. I turned around just as he stepped out of the shower.


"A picture will last longer," he said. I had no idea how long I was standing there. It was impressive, and I wanted it. No, I needed it. I was horny, and it was his fault. He ruined my morning orgasm.
"You can touch it, if you like."
I started stroking his dick, which, at rest, looked to be five inches long. As I stroked it, it grew to be a little longer and girthier than my Lady Lover.
I started to use two hands, I was stroking his cock and playing with his balls. He opened my robe. "May I?" he asked politely, and I said yes. He fondled my breasts and rolled my nipples through his fingers.
His hands went down to my ass as he pulled me in. His massive cock was between us as we kissed. He lifted me, "Which room?" he asked.
"That one, there." It was a guest room. I would never have sex with another man in Bill's and my bed.
This man, that's right, man! He was no longer a young man. There was no way a young man could have gained this much experience and could please a woman like he was doing to me.
He laid me gently onto the bed. He spread my legs and proceeded to make me feel like a woman. He brought me to orgasm. He was good, and I couldn't wait to reciprocate.
This man wouldn't stop. He was relentless as he ate my pussy and used his fingers, too. "Fuck me. You're torturing me!" I yelled with joy.
"Relax. I'm not done with you yet."
"Please let me suck your cock." My pussy needed a break.
My eyes rolled back into my head as that last orgasm went through my body. He released my legs. I lay there motionless. I may have passed out. I'm not sure.
He lay next to me and pulled me on top of him. We kissed as I licked and nibbled my way down this man's incredible body. I tried my best to take his cock into my mouth and down my throat.
"With a little practice, you'll get there." He said with the cutest smile.
This man could be my new Frank. "I'd love to practice on our cock."
I slid up and raised myself over his cock. I held it upright and slowly slid it into my pussy. "Be gentle with me." It was big, and I wanted it.
I rode his cock as he lifted me up and down. Harder each time. That led to my first of many more orgasms. He fucked me reverse cowgirl, doggy, from behind in some sort of scissor position, then missionary. I kept cumming while he kept on fucking. "How are you lasting so long?"
I used every curse and descriptive word in the dictionary, English, and Urbin, as he fucked me.
He finally came hard and deep inside me. We were both sweating and needed to take another shower, which we did.
I wrapped my legs around this huge man as he lifted me and slammed me down onto his cock. Over and over. Harder and harder. I loved every minute of it.
"I want to taste you. Cum in my mouth."
It took a while longer and a few more positions before he was ready to fill my mouth. It was a good thing we were in the shower. I was a drooling mess. I couldn't keep all of his wonderful flavor in my mouth.
We finished up in the shower, and I went to my room to dress. I laid a pair of Bill's sweats and a t-shirt for this man to wear. As I walked into the kitchen, Bill scared the hell out of me. "Where did you come from? I thought you were in God's country somewhere hunting."
"I just walked in. I told you I would be home early to see how JJ was doing with the clog."
"JJ?"
"Yeah. I see the truck out front. Jay Pluming and Cesspool."
I was confused. "Jay? Jay is like 45. Jay isn't here."
That's when the man who had just finished working on the house pipes and mine came walking into the kitchen, wearing Bill's clothes. "You must be Jay Junior. I haven't seen you in years.
Damn...you have grown. Your dad told me I wouldn't recognize you."
Then Bill looked confused, and I saw the look on his face. "Jay got into a mess and needed to take a shower. I gave him your sweats to wear." I was glad he didn't ask me why my hair was also wet.
"It was really backed up," Bill asked.
"It was bad, sir. Your wife was nice enough to let me take a shower. Mama, I was going to ask if you had a plastic bag that I could put my clothes in."
"I do. Let me grab that for you." This kid was good.
I left Bill and Jay to talk. The shit I get myself into. Now I'm fucking one of Bill's friend's kids.
"Carol, we need to introduce Jay to Samantha." Samantha is our older daughter; she's 20. "Jay Jonior and Samantha are the same age. They'd be perfect for each other."
The next thing I remember, I was lying on the couch, and Bill had a cold rag he was gently pressing against my face. Once I came to and my vision cleared, I saw Jay Jonior had a big smile on his face. He held up a card.
"I hope you're okay, mama. Um...he's my cell number. I mean...if your daughter is interested."
I passed again.
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Cal-Corp Chapter 3

"You fucked a 20-year-old kid!" My therapist wasn't happy with me. "You stupid cheating slut whore!"
"I think we can add MILF now, too." My therapist / sister Linda, didn't appreciate my joke.
"Linda, I really need something stronger than water if you're going to keep yelling at me."
"What am I, a fucking liquor store now. And sit up. I already told you to stop acting like a child." Linda's Therapy Couch is so comfortable.
"Maybe it was a mistake hiring you as my therapist. You're very nasty."
"I'm not your therapist. If I were your therapist, I would be getting paid. All you do is call my secretary and ask when I'm free, then I find you lying on my couch."
"Whatever, you're still my therapist. Even if you can't cure me, I need someone I can talk to."
"Did you go to a support group like I told you to?"
"Yeah, that really wasn't for me. They were nice, but it wasn't really my thing."
My therapist looked at me and just shook her head, which was becoming a common theme, and I wasn't happy with her negative attitude.
It wasn't like I could tell her the therapy group were a bunch a spouse cheaters, who give each other ideas to help them to find ways to cheat on their spouses and not get caught.
Yeah, that would go over well.
"Just tell me what happened. Start from the beginning."
"Well, to begin with, the overpriced dildo you bought me died."
"Died. How many times a day are you fucking yourself?"
"You sound like the Lady Love technician I spoke to."
"The, who?"
"Never mind. The point is, I was frustrated, and in the process of improving my outlook on the day, when there was a knock at the door. It was the plumber."
"Don't tell me you fucked your plumber too."
"The plumber was the 20-year-old kid. But at the time, I didn't know he was only 20. I thought maybe in his 20s. At least he was over 18."
Linda said and shook her head at me, "Just go on."
"Well...he was cute, and it was his fault that I didn't get to finish...you know."
"Orgasm! You're 43 years old, Carol. You can say orgasm. I'm sure you said worse while the plumber was fucking you."
"I've never heard you curse like this in front of Mom and Dad." Linda has always been the perfect little angel and could do nothing wrong.
"Well, you bring out the worst in me I guess."
"Shall I continue?" Linda gave me that hand wave like a rich bitch would to a peasant. "This young man was very handsome, and he was flirting with me."
"Out of the blue, a 20 year old plumber just started flirting with you?"
"I look good for 43, you have to admit." I got that look again so I moved on. "Well, his opening line peaked my interest."
"Hi, I'm the plumber." Really, Carol, that peaked your interest and you thought, DAMN I NEED THAT DICK!"
"No, it wasn't like that. He said, "Hi, I'm here to clean your pipes." As I said, he was handsome, maybe he looked a little younger than me, but I was horny.
How do you plan on cleaning my pipes? I asked in return."
He Smiled and said, "I have a tool for the job." See was flirting with me. Anyway, I invited him in so he could show me his tool."
"And how did you end up with a bump on your head and a mild concussion?" my therapist / sister Linda asked.
"Funny you should ask. That happened when I fainted."
"Oh, this story just keeps getting better. Please continue."
"Are you sure you don't have a bottle of wine anywhere around here?"
"I'm sure I don't. Now continue."
"Well, one thing led to another. And that included incredible sex with more than a few orgasms to hold me over for a while. And then Bill came home." Linda raised an eyebrow, "No, Bill didn't catch me having sex with the plumber.
I hadn't expected him home so early; he was out hunting with his brothers. Anyway, the plumber was already showered and dressed by the time Bill got home."
"Wait! Wait! Wait! Why was the plumber taking a shower at your house? Aren't you a wham bam thank you ma'am kind of girl? Why was the plumber still there?"
"Really!" Now I gave my sister the look. But she was right. I have fucked a few guys in a bathroom stall.
"And your head? The bump and mild concussion?" Linda was getting impatient.
"Well, I fainted twice, and one or both of those times I must have bumped my head." I took a breath and paused. I was waiting for my therapist to give me some words or wisdom and to tell me everything would be all right.
Linda stared. No words of wisdom. I guess she wanted me to continue. "First, I fainted when Bill told me the plumber was Jay Junior the son of Bill's friend, Jay Senior, I guess. He also said that Jay Junior was only 20.
Bill said he wanted to set Jay Junior up with our daughter, Samantha." I never saw Linda laugh so hard in my life. "Linda, it's not funny."
"Oh, I think it is," Linda said, still laughing. "When was the second time you fainted?"
The second time I fainted was when Jay Junior gave Bill a card with his cell number and said, "Just in case Samantha is interested."
"Oh, Carol, you are fucked." Linda said with a smile.
"I don't know, I think I did a pretty good job convincing Bill that we should let both of our daughters make their own dating decisions. I also stressed that long-distance relationship never work out well. And if things go wrong, it could affect his relationship with his friend Jay Senior."
"Linda, let me ask you a question. Did you keep Jay Junior's number?"
Being the cheating slut that I am, I did put Jay Junior's cell number into my phone before ripping it up and dropping it into the garbage. You know, just in case.
Linda knew I was lying when I said that I ripped it up and dropped it into the garbage, and she was not happy with me.
"Why did you keep Jay Junior's cell numbers?"
"Well, I think it's obviously. I told you he had a big dick." That was when my therapist called me a cheating slut whore and told me to get out of her office.
I thought our session when well. I just needed someone to talk to. Linda did soften up a little and gave me a hug before I left.
She also told me she loves me, I need to seek help and also to go to the walk in clinic and get checked for STD, which I already do on a regular basis. The girls at the clinic and I are on a first name basis.
Linda also told me to try a little harder to keep my legs closed around other men.
As for keeping my legs closed around other men, that didn't last very long.
>>>>>>>>>>
It had been about three weeks, and I was proud of myself. I had kept my legs closed like my sister had recommended. That was until one evening when Bill was away and I went out for a bite to eat and maybe a glass of wine.
I went to the bar at the Sheraton. The food is good. I can eat at the bar and it's where most of the business travelers stay.
As I said, I tried to keep my legs closed. But "He" was so damn handsome, confident and I would learn that he had a big dick too.
"What's a beautiful woman like you doing eating all alone?" This handsome man asked me.
"I wanted to say, 'not interested' but "waiting for a man like you to join me," came out instead.
That but a devilish smile on his face and I smiled back with mine, in return. "I haven't ordered yet. Would you like to join me?"
"Will you allow me to pay? We can call it a date."
"I'd like that." I reached out my hand, "Carol."
"Chris. Glad to meet you, Carol."
Chris saw my ring on my left hand, "Will your husband mind?"
"Not if you don't tell him."
Chris sat at the bar with me and we ordered. We decided to order a few appetizers to share. "So, what brings you here," Chris asked.
"I heard this is the place to go if you wanted to meet an attractive man."
"I like you. So, do you live here or are you on business, too?"
"Business," I lied. "I'm in real estate. I work with Cal-Corp to find available housing for their employees who will be moving here on short term assignment." That part was true.
"What do you do Chris?" I asked but really wasn't paying attention. I heard him say something about Cal-Corp but everyone staying at this hotel is doing something for Cal-Corp.
I was more interested in what be looked like naked. He was so big. He had brought shoulders and a chest that I was sure I would enjoy licking and kissing as I made my way down to his big dick. I was hoping he had a cock to go along with how big her was.
"Carol... Carol."
"Oh, I'm sorry. You were saying?"
"I was asking if you would like another drink."
Chris, and I chatted the night way. His hand on my thigh felt nice. The drinks were flowing and Chris thought the time was right. "Would you like to come to my room for a night cap?"
"Why Chris. What kind of lady do you think I am?" I would put Chris in the 30ish age range. The kind of men I like, 20s to 30s. They have stamina like a stallion. Those are the men that keep me satisfied while my husband is away.
"I think you are a beautiful woman who is going to enjoy the next few hours with me."
"The next few hours... Please lead the way, Chris."
Wouldn't you fucking know it, Ray-Lee was working the hotel too. 'Mother Fucker!' I tried to say under my breath,
"Are you okay, Carol?" Chris asked.
Fuck, Ray-Lee was heading my way and there was no chance in hell she didn't see me.
"Carol...fancy meeting you hear."
All I could hope for was that Ray-Lee would play along. I knew I would have to beg for her to keep her mouth shut and not tell Bill. "Hi Ray-Lee. You know me, back in town again. And you?" Who knows what bullshit Ray-Lee was telling the guy she was with.
"This is Tommy. He's a Pickle Ball player in town for the tournament this weekend. Carol will you be in town for the weekend? I'd love for you to join me at the tournament, and bring..."
Tommy looked like he was 15 years old while Ray-Lee is venturing into her 60s. I was wondering if Tommy's parents were staying at the hotel with him.
"Chris. Glad to meet you Ray-Lee. And yes, I will be in town for the weekend. Unfortunately, Carol won't.
Tommy, if it's okay with you if I watch the tournament with Ray-Lee?"
Tommy smiled, "I would love for you to join us." Tommy looked a little scary. In an 'if I were Chris I would be worried' kind of way.
"Chris, let me give you my number." Ray-Lee said, "Text me and if you'd still like to join me. That is, if you're not too tired after spending time with Carol. I'll pick you up at the hotel."
"I'll be staying with my cousin this weekend. I'll text you his address."
Ray-Lee took Chris' hand "I can't wait." and gently ran her fingers across his hand.
"Carol, enjoy your evening and please don't wear Chris out." Then Ray-Lee kissed me on the cheek and whispered, "You had better figure out a way to share your husband with me." Fucking Ray-Lee. That bitch.
"How about a picture of you two?" Before I could object, she snapped it. "What a nice picture. I'll send it to you, Carol."
Then Ray-Lee walked hand in hand to Tommy's room.
Now Ray-Lee had pictures of me on my knees with Frank's dick in my mouth and now one of me in a hotel with a stranger. But I had pictures too.
I have pictures and videos of Ray-Lee with the Cal-Corp CEO. I have one of Ray-Lee on her knees sucking his dick. The other is a video of Ray-Lee on a bed with her chest down and ass in the air. She was getting fucked hard. She was screaming and begging for more.
If she fucks with me, those pictures go to Larry and the CEO's wife.
I pulled out my phone and sent a text to Ray-Lee, "Takes me on Ray-Lee and this goes to Larry and the Cal-Corp's CEO's wife." and attached a picture and video. And then hit send.
Ray-Lee typed back, "It's no secret. Good luck blackmailing me." She sent that back to me along with a picture of me on my knees sucking Frank's dick and the picture of me and Chris.
I was so mad. I typed back, "Fine! I just don't want to know when it happens. Keep it to yourself."
Then Ray-Lee typed back, "That's not how it works. I want you to convince Bill he can fuck me."
"Ray-Lee's a trip." Chris said, "Too bad you won't be around this weekend. Ray-Lee seems like she might be a wild one."
"Oh, she's wild alright."
"Ready?" Chris asked.
Chris and I walked into his hotel room and clothes were off. I was looking at God. Not like a biblical God, more like a Mount Olympus God, Zeus or Hercules.
My God had a nice cock, too. I was on my knees worshiping my God's cock. Chris was fabulous and brought me to many happy orgasms. He knew how to use his tongue. And his cock...his cock found erogenous zones that I didn't know even existed.
That bitch Ray-Lee was going to love Chris. May be he would be too much for Ray-Lee and her old heart would stop ticking.
*"Carol, stay the night," I would have loved to. I could have gone another round or two with his big cock and maybe one more time in the morning.
But I needed to get home.
I gave Chris an excuse about having to get up early for a breakfast meeting. I sucked him off one more time before I left for home.
It was 1 a.m., when I received a drunken text from Bill.
Bill: "How s yoRU niTE?"
I responded: "Bill are you drunk?"
Bill: "Wood I beee if I wore?" My husband is either drunk or illiterate.
So, I responded: "If you took a stripper home, you had better wear a condom."
Bill: "Will you go to cONTrY cOCHE with me and we can ask a striper to come home with us?" Bill was trying to text, The County Coochie, our local strip club.
I was having fun with Bill: "Bill, you couldn't handle two woman. But if that's what you want. I can enjoy myself while you're passed out."
Bill: "I can sow!
I then replied: "The only woman you can handle might be Ray-Lee, Would you like to fuck Ray-Lee?" I stared at my phone. Fuck it. I hit send.
Bill: "Only if you watch!"
"Love you, Bill. I'll see you tomorrow. Pervert!"
Fucking Ray-Lee. I started typing again. "Maybe. I kind of think it would be hot to watch you fuck Ray-Lee. You know she would jump at the opportunity."
Bill didn't respond back. So, I went and took a shower and cleaned my lady parts, and I snuggled into bed.
HOLY FUCK! I said out loud and then ran to the den. I pulled out a photo album, Bill's photo album.
Bill visits relatives, a few times a year, in West Virginia or Alabama. Whichever state is the inbreed capital of the country. I opt to politely decline the invite. I have no interest in meeting Bill's Hill-Billy family.
Bill's mom went to college in Pennsylvania and met Bill's dad. Bill's dad was born and raised in our once small town. Bill's mom never moved back to bumble fuck wherever.
Bill has a shit load of cousins. As a kid, Bill mom would take him and his brothers to visit their aunts, uncles, and cousins. They have some stories. Inbreeding is the least of them.
Anyway, Bill has a cousin staying with us this weekend. His name is Chris.
Bill told me he was at our wedding, which was like 20 some odd years ago.
"How old is Chris? I really don't recall meeting him." I had asked Bill.
Well, my old as fuck husband must he going senile if he thinks I'm going to remember a 6, 7, 8 maybe 9 or 10 year old kid that was at our wedding 20 fucking years ago. According to my husband, Chris could be anywhere from 26 to 30 years old. Bill has no clue.
I went looking through Bill's Hill Billy Kin Folk Family Album, that's the name of the photo album. I bedazzled it on the album cover.
Thank God, not my God Chris, the biblical God, I couldn't find a picture of Chris in the photo album. I slept soundly the rest of the night.
I told my secretary I was taking Friday off. Just in case Bill wasn't home before his cousin got here, this afternoon. I would be home to greet him.
Well, there was a knock at the door and Bill wasn't home yet. After looking at the pictures of Bill's kin folk last night, I wasn't sure what to expect.
I opened the door and sure as fuckin shit, the Chris from last night was one of the Hill Billie kin.
Chris smiled, "Oh, Carol...we are going to have a fun weekend."
I'll need a little time, but there will be more cum, I mean more to cum!!!


        