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Closest of Friends

My wife becoming Doug’s whore was an outcome I never saw coming when he first called, asking to stay with us for a few days. Yet, in some secret corner of my mind, it was a fantasy I had always nurtured. 

Michelle and Laura were the kind of friends who shared a bond that felt almost stronger than any romantic relationship. Their connection went all the way back to college, and they were completely inseparable. In the early days of dating Laura, I sometimes felt like I was competing with Michelle for her time and attention, a feeling I’m certain Doug shared when he started dating Michelle. 

Laura , with her long, dark hair and stunning figure, was a natural at catching a man's eye, and her best friend Michelle was her equal in every way. Michelle had a fiery personality, and a toned, athletic body with a wild mess of auburn curls that often framed her face. They were a pair of knockout beauties who, together, seemed to command every room they entered. 

Michelle and Doug  were the first to get married, and of course, Laura  was her Maid of Honor. A year later, when Laura  and I tied the knot, Michelle was naturally Laura 's Maid of Honor. Over the years, our two couples became a close-knit unit, with regular parties, dinners, and vacations together. Doug , a handsome man with a playful glint in his eye, had a habit of getting flirty when he had a few drinks. It never really bothered me, even when he got a little handsy during our goodbyes. My wife seemed to enjoy the attention, and I often lay in bed afterward, my mind racing as I imagined her opening her legs for him while we fucked. Doug  was a good-looking guy, and the thought of him wearing down her defenses was a potent and secret turn-on. 

I’d catch men’s eyes lingering on her, and I secretly enjoyed it. I even took pleasure in knowing that she often went without a bra or panties under her sundresses and bikinis, giving them a glimpse of her beautiful figure through the sheer fabric. 

A couple of years ago, a new chapter began for all of us. Michelle inherited a beautiful lake house from her parents, and they relocated there. Doug ’s company agreed to let him work remotely, as long as he came into the office for one week a month. The drive was only about three hours, so it didn’t involve airfare, and the money they saved on their mortgage more than covered his hotel costs. We’d meet up with him for drinks or dinner once a month, and Laura  would occasionally drive up to stay with Michelle for a weekend. I enjoyed those weekends alone, as they provided an opportunity for me to fantasize about the girls playing with each other while I was at home alone. 

Taco for Doug 

One day, Laura told me Michelle had called with a problem. Doug’s usual hotel was booked solid for a convention, and so was every other hotel nearby. Michelle asked if he could stay with us for a few days, a shorter work week since he couldn't miss it entirely. We immediately agreed. 

Doug arrived at our doorstep on Tuesday after work. Laura had already started making tacos for "Taco Tuesday." I poured us some stiff margaritas, as I tend to do. We ate, drank, and enjoyed ourselves, just like old times. While Doug was helping Laura clean up in the kitchen, I overheard him say, “You know, I’ve always wanted to taste your taco, Laura. This isn’t exactly what I expected.” 

“Doug, you’d better behave. I’m a married woman,” my wife said, with a hint of protest in her voice. 

He laughed. “I just want to eat the taco, not buy the stand.” 

Laura  ignored him, and I let it go. He always got a little wild after a few drinks, and I'd heard him say worse. 

Laura showed him to the guest room, pointing out where the towels and extra blankets were. “Gee, I was hoping if I got cold, you’d come in here and warm me up,” he said. 

Laura, also tipsy, shot back, “If I came in here to warm you up, you’d probably catch fire.” 

“God, I bet that’s true, beautiful,” Doug replied. 

It was getting late. I told them I was heading to bed, but Doug mixed two more margaritas. Laura said she wasn’t tired, so I left them to their drunken chatter, chuckling to myself about the hangovers they'd have in the morning. 



I woke up in the middle of the night to pee and noticed Laura wasn't in bed. I figured she had fallen asleep on the couch and went to retrieve her to save her from a neck cramp. The couch was empty. I stood there, puzzled, until I heard faint noises coming from the guest room. I crept over. The door was closed but unlatched. I could hear everything, but couldn't see anything. The rhythmic creaking of the bed and their heavy panting made it crystal clear what was happening. My wife was fucking Doug. 

I was frozen in place—shocked, furious, and, to my surprise, incredibly aroused by the sounds. As I listened, my cock grew instantly hard. I imagined my wife on her back; her legs spread wide for Doug . I was jealous, but the excitement was overpowering. I had fantasized about her with another man, but I never thought it would actually happen. My hand went to my dick, and I started stroking myself. 

The pace quickened, their breathing becoming more frantic. “Gonna come,” Doug groaned. 

“Don’t pull out! Don’t pull out!” my wife begged. The sound was a bolt of electricity, and I was about to burst. 

The bed creaked frantically as I heard my wife start to orgasm. “Oh! Unghh! Oh! Eeeee!” Her moans were so exciting and erotic coming from another man's bed. 

The creaking stopped abruptly, followed by a low moan from Doug, “Unghh! Oh!” There was a brief pause before another sigh, “Ohhh!” I knew he was coming inside my wife. I couldn't hold back and I shot my load all over my hand, the doorframe, and the carpet. I would later realize we all came at the same time. 

I held my breath and listened. After a moment, I heard the creak of the bed as Doug rolled off her. “Wow,” he said. 

My wife giggled. “Yeah, wow.” Then she added, “Oooh, you’re leaking out of me. Oh my God, how much did you shoot? It feels like a quart.” There was a pause. “Mmmm, it tastes good.” 

Doug chuckled. “Maybe you can drink straight from the tap next time.” 

“From your firehose, mmmm,” my wife moaned sexily. 

I stayed still, ready to bolt if she left. After a few minutes, Laura  said, “God, you’re still hard?” 

Doug chuckled again. “For you, yes! Why don’t you climb on? I want to watch you ride me.” 

I heard the bed creak as she shifted her body over his. “Oh, damn this is big,” she said. A moment later, she gasped, “Unghh! So deep!” She let out a strained chuckle. “Uh! Now I know what they mean by ‘rearranged her insides.’ I feel mine shifting for you.” Oh god, my dick was hard again, hearing my wife say that to another man. 

“You OK?” Doug asked. 

“Uh, yes. Just a sec. Good thing cum is such a good lubricant,” she said. 

“Well, I’ll add some more,” Doug chuckled. “You feel so good.” 

The bed began creaking rhythmically. “Yes, come for me. I swear you’ll be shooting it into my cervix!” Laura said. I was stroking myself to the sounds of their sex. 

“God, you are so gorgeous!” Doug said as she rode him. 

“You’re just saying that to get laid,” she replied. 

“I’m already getting laid,” he laughed. “I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first met you.” 

“If I knew you had this cock, I would have let you fuck me,” Laura said. “Why didn’t you say anything?” 

“I was with Michelle,” Doug said, “and friends are off limits.” The bed creaked as she continued to ride him. “It’s terrible, but I imagined you when I had sex with Michelle on our wedding night.” 

“Oh God,” Laura moaned. “That’s so fucking dirty and hot. How does this compare to your fantasy?” 

“Michelle makes me wear a rubber, so being bare in you is so much better. I want to come inside you again,” Doug said. 

I heard the bed creaking faster as Laura rode him harder. “Yes. Come inside me. Deep inside me!” The words were a trigger, and I came again, so hard that my balls ached. 

As she rode him, Doug said, “I love your tits. And your ass is awesome.” Laura just moaned. He added, “And I love to watch you come. Come for me!” 

I heard my wife climax. “Oh! Unghh! Oh!” As she peaked, “Eeee!” I heard Doug  grunting. I imagined him pumping his second load deep inside her. 

The creaking stopped, their panting heavy in the silence. The bed creaked as she rolled off him. “Holy shit, you’re leaking out of me again. Where do you keep all that sperm?” 

Doug chuckled. “Inside you, now.” 

A few minutes later, he asked, “Want to play more?” 

“Oh my God, you’re a machine,” Laura said. “Give me a few minutes, I’ve got a bit of a hangover. I need some water and Advil.” 

“I’ll get that,” Doug offered. 

I heard the bed creak and assumed their session was over. I bolted back to our room, quickly lay down, and waited for Laura . As I lay there, I realized I should have recorded it. I could have played it back again and again—my personal porn clip. 

I woke up with a start. It was 4:00 am, and Laura still wasn’t in bed. Just in case they were still having sex, I grabbed my phone to record what I heard. I crept through the house, my ears straining for any sound. I waited by the door for a few minutes but heard nothing but gentle snoring. The door was unlatched, so I slowly and carefully eased it open, peering inside to make sure they were asleep and I wouldn't be seen. 

When I slipped into the room, I was instantly hard at the sight before me. The bathroom light was on, giving me a perfect view. Doug and Laura lay naked on the bed, her head resting on his shoulder. Her left hand lay on his hip, resting right beside his dick. I was shocked and humbled—even soft, his cock was larger than mine was hard. I imagined his cock, stiff and buried deep inside my wife. I almost moaned at the thought. She looked so sexy lying there naked beside another man. 

I took a few pictures, making sure the flash was off. My best shot was a close-up of her hand next to his cock. It showed her wedding ring perfectly and gave perspective to the size of his monster. He was shaved, which made it seem even larger. I imagined her slender hand wrapped around that piece of meat as she guided it inside herself. I also took a couple of shots of Laura’s pussy, her pubic hair matted with cum and the large wet spot where his semen had run out of her onto the sheets. 

I quietly exited the room, gently closing the door behind me, and returned to bed. I wondered how Laura would explain this in the morning, or if she even would. I felt more excited than jealous about her fucking Doug, and I hoped she would do it again. 


Dirty Deal

I woke to the sound of Laura starting the shower. I went into the bathroom and said, “Good morning. It was quite a Margarita night.” 

“Yeah,” she answered. “I feel like crap. I fell asleep on the couch. Luckily, Doug headed to work early, so he woke me before I was late.” 

He probably woke her by stuffing his cock inside her. What a liar. I noticed she quickly stepped into the shower, turning away from me—probably so I couldn’t see the cum caked in her pubes. I let her shower and went to make coffee. I checked the guest room and saw Doug was already gone. The bed was a mess, and the wet spot was still there where my wife’s pussy had reluctantly let his babies flow out. 

As I looked around, I saw her panties lying on the floor. I picked them up and carried them with me while I made our coffee. I returned to the bedroom as she was toweling off. I handed her the coffee, sipped mine, then held up her panties. “Hey. Did you forget these in Doug’s room, or is he keeping them as a trophy? Should I put them back?” 

She froze, looking from the panties to me. “Uh, those must have fallen out of the laundry basket when I was making up the room.” 

“Maybe,” I said. “But they are damp and smell like your pussy.” 

She chuckled nervously. 

“I woke up in the middle of the night and heard you two fucking,” I said. I mimicked a high voice. “‘Fuck me, Doug! Harder, fuck me harder!’” Her eyes widened as I finished. “My favorite was ‘Don’t pull out! Don’t pull out!’ as he came inside you.” 

Laura ’s mouth trembled, and tears began to roll down her cheeks. “Oh, God! I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I was drunk. We were drunk, and then, and then…” 

“And then he tripped, and his cock accidentally got stuck in you?” I finished, a smile on my face. 

“Nooo!” she wailed. “It’s not… It’s not… It was a mistake, baby. Please! It just happened one time.” 

I nodded and said, “Well, I heard him come inside you at least twice. And you rode his cock the second time. It didn’t sound like a mistake. It sounded like you were having fun. I bet you spread your legs accidentally for him this morning, too, huh?” 

She just stared, tears streaming down her cheeks. After a long, quiet moment, she said softly, “What now? I can’t take it back.” 

I sipped my coffee and said, “I think you should do it again. Only this time, come back to our bed so I can have you afterward. Sloppy seconds.” I grinned. 

“What? No way! I’m not a slut,” my wife protested. 

“Sure you are,” I replied. “You just fucked your best friend’s husband in our home and let him come inside you. You spent the night in his bed and let him do it again. You are, in fact, a slut.” 

She started crying again. “Well, I’m not doing it again, you pervert.” 

“Okay, then I’ll have to call Michelle and get her permission for you to fuck her husband again?” I asked. “Might blow up their marriage, but if you need her permission…” 

“No! Don’t call Michelle!” Laura pleaded. “Anything but call Michelle!” 

“Okay, then fuck Doug tonight. And I’ll listen in, so make it good.” She stared at me with anger. “Come on, you know you want to,” I added. I mimicked her voice. “‘I love your cock, Doug!’” 

“And then come back to our room so I can have you afterward,” I added. I headed for the shower, saying, “Think about it today; we have to get to work.” We got ready in silence and left without saying goodbye or kissing like we usually did. 



When I arrived home, Laura  and Doug  were already there. I spied through the window and saw them standing close, talking. He had his hand on her ass, and she was acting flirty. I was very excited, thinking this was a good sign that she’d spread her legs for him again tonight. As I entered, I saw him whispering something to her, clearly looking down her shirt. They greeted me, and she disappeared into our room for a minute, then returned. I saw she had removed her bra, even though she acted like nothing was different. I noticed the quick smile shared between Doug  and my wife. 

As I was setting the table, I watched them in the reflection of a mirror and saw him quickly glance in my direction before reaching up and fondling her breast! We continued setting out dinner, and I pretended not to notice her rock-hard nipples. I hoped they wouldn’t notice my rock-hard cock. 

We ate dinner and had a couple of glasses of wine. Laura had three, a departure from her normal single glass. She was clearly feeling it. She laughed and openly flirted with Doug, even unhooking another button on her shirt so that when she leaned down to get his glass, he could see her tits down her open shirt. I pretended not to notice. 

After a while, I feigned sleepiness and suggested it was bedtime. We all retired, Laura and I to the master, and Doug to the guest room. 

Laura and I got undressed, and she slipped into bed. I sat next to her and said, “Uh, you need to go to Doug’s room.” 

She looked up at me. “I don’t think I can do it.” She added, “Besides, we don’t have condoms,” as if that ended the discussion. 

I smiled. “You didn’t use condoms last night. You can’t ask him to use them now. Besides, I won’t get sloppy seconds if you’re not sloppy.” 

She just looked at me, and I wasn’t sure what she was thinking. I grabbed my phone and brought up the picture of her hand next to his cock, showing it to her. “Don’t you want that thing inside you again?” I noticed she continued staring at the picture without responding. I pushed further. “Besides, you’ve teased him all night with your braless tits and let him look down your dress. That is an unfair cock tease—you have to make good on that promise.” 

She got out of bed and threw on a robe. “You took pictures of his cock?” 

I smiled. “I took pictures of your wedding ring near his cock. I also took pictures of you lying naked next to him and of your pussy caked with sperm.” I added, “You know, in case Michelle wants pictures of the fun Doug is having here.” 

She turned and left, heading for the guest bedroom and Doug. I waited a moment, then quietly followed. She was already in his room, so I listened at the door. 

I could hear faint noises, like kissing. Then he said, “I loved the teasing tonight, especially the unbuttoned shirt. I was worried that Josh would catch on. Is he asleep?” 

Laura said, “Josh’s out cold. I was careful to show them only to you. Did you see how excited I was?” 

Doug laughed. “Yes, your nipples were SO hard!” There was a brief rustling noise. “Oh, they still are!” She must have dropped her robe. 

“Sure are,” my wife said. “Do you have something hard for me?” 

“Hell yes,” he said. 

There were sounds of clothes rustling. My wife exclaimed, “Oh wow! Is that for me?” 

“It sure is, beautiful,” Doug said. 

“And for Michelle,” my wife said. I couldn’t figure out why she would chill the situation like that. 

“Well, not lately,” Doug said. “She’s always afraid I’ll destroy her pussy, so she’s not very interested.” 

I heard my wife say, “Oh! Well, I want you to destroy my pussy. Not gentle like last night.” 

Doug sounded hesitant. “You sure? You seemed to like it last night.” 

I heard the bed creak and assumed my wife had climbed onto it. “Yeah, I’m sure. Destroy my pussy. Fucking ruin my cunt, big boy!” 

I heard Doug say, “Okay, but tell me if it’s too much.” 

I heard the bed creak again, probably as Doug climbed on. Then I heard my wife say, “Ohh, so big! That’s it. Take what your wife won’t give you.” I was hard as hell and resisted jerking off as I listened to my wife tell another man to fuck her. 

A rhythmic creaking began as Doug started pumping my wife. I had such a hard time not jerking myself. After a couple of minutes, the pace picked up, and I could hear Doug grunting with the effort. My wife cried out, “Oh! Oh!” 

There was a pause when Doug asked, “Too much?” 

My wife replied, “No. Harder, goddamnit. Take me how you want!” 

Doug  said, “Okay.” The pounding resumed. It sounded like he was going to break the bed. I could barely hear Laura ’s orgasm over the racket as she cried out, “Unghh! Uh! Eeeee!” 

Not long after, Doug roared, “Gaahhh! Fuck! Yes!” as he pumped his load into my wife while she moaned and whimpered. After a few moments of silence, Laura asked, “And that’s what Michelle won’t let you do?” 

“Yeah,” Doug answered, clearly spent. “How about you?” 

“It hurt a bit, but it was worth it to feel my insides moving,” she said in a more sultry tone. “And I love giving you something that your wife won’t.” 

After a couple of moments, Laura said, “I better get to bed. I don’t think my insides can take another battering tonight. Besides, I’m full. I think you shot two quarts into me.” 

Doug chuckled. “Yeah, I’m done, too. Fuck, you’re hot!” 

Laura giggled, and I heard the bed creak, so I quickly retreated to our room. 



I waited in our room for her and realized I hadn’t recorded anything on the phone. I vowed to remember the next time. Laura entered our room a few minutes later and saw me sitting naked, my erection apparent as I watched her enter. 

“Well, the slut is back. We fucked. Are you happy?” she said, clearly not as excited as I was. She could tell from my grin that I was happy. She smirked, then said, “I’ve got to clean up, then you can have a turn.” 

I jumped up. “No! Just like you are. ‘Sloppy seconds’ means sloppy. Sweaty, wet, and filled with cum.” I pushed her onto the bed. “Now spread your legs for me like you did for Doug,” I instructed. 

She looked at me and said, “You’re gross,” but she shed her robe and spread her legs. “I’m probably pretty stretched out by his enormous cock,” she said in a tone meant to demean me, not excite me. 

I positioned myself over her and rubbed my cockhead along her leaking pussy. “I hope so, baby,” I said. I pushed into her. She was so wet and definitely looser than usual. I knew I wouldn’t last long. “God, you feel so nice, wet and full of cum. And you are looser, but it’s awesome.” 

As I started riding her, I asked, “How does it feel, having a second cock inside you in the same night?” Her face changed from resignation to excitement as my words sunk in. “Yeah, baby. Just think—two men fucking you in the same night. Soon you’ll have two loads of sperm inside you,” I continued. 

She moaned, and I felt her hands move to my ass, pulling me in. I tried to hold off as I pumped her, hoping to get her to react. She started breathing heavily, making her pre-orgasm noises. As I got close to coming, I sped up. “Gonna come!” She started orgasming right then. “Unghh! Uh! Eeeeee!” as I released my swimmers to join Doug ’s inside her. 

As I recovered and pulled out, she put her hand on her pussy, feeling the wetness. “Oh God. Two men dumped inside me in 15 minutes. I’m such a whore.” 

She stood and said, “I’m gonna get a third one right now,” as she turned toward the guest room. She looked back at me. “I’m not coming back to bed. I’m spending the night with him.” She didn’t wait for my response, just went to the guest room and shut the door tight. I went to the door, but it was hard to hear anything with it closed all the way. I heard her scream out, “Fuck me harder!” just minutes later. I hoped Doug  was pumping her full of more jizz. 



The next morning, Laura woke me. “Doug’s leaving, say goodbye?” She threw on a robe and led me to the kitchen, where Doug was drinking coffee. “Good morning!” she said brightly, pretending she hadn’t just gotten out of his bed. 

“Morning,” he replied. His eyes were eating up my wife. I was kind of sad to see him go, signaling the end of our kinky fun, but I was happy to get my wife back. 

“Happy to get back to Michelle?” I asked, watching his reaction and reminding him that Laura was mine and Michelle was his. 

“Sure am,” he replied. I was certain Laura’s eyes flashed at that comment. He grabbed his bag. “I’ll be back in a few weeks. Maybe we can grab dinner. The hotel restaurant isn’t half bad.” 

“You’re staying at the hotel?” Laura asked. 

“Yep. They have rooms available again, now that the convention is done,” he replied. 

“Stay here,” Laura blurted out. 

Doug looked at her and back at me. “That’s very nice, but I don’t want to put you out.” 

“I don’t mind putting out,” Laura  blurted again, clearly agitated that he might stay at the hotel. I nearly choked at her words, though they excited me as well. Doug  spoke, and Laura  added, “Just change the sheets, clean the towels, and our room will be ready.” 

I think she meant to say “your room,” but her subconscious slipped. 

Doug asked, “You sure it’s okay for me to come back?” 

Laura quickly said, “Yes. I want you to come. I mean we want you to come. Right, Josh?” 

My cock was hard at her words, and I had a difficult time answering, but I couldn’t resist saying, “Sure. It’s clear Laura  enjoys entertaining you. Come as much as you want.” 

Laura shot me a surprised look as she heard the words. I pulled out my keyring and handed him the house key. “Here you go, same access as me. Come as you like.” 

“Okay,” Doug said as he shook my hand and hugged Laura. He probably thought I wouldn’t notice, but he groped her ass hard as they hugged. 

As we watched him walk to the car, Laura said softly, “Come as much as you want? Really?” 

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I asked as I turned to look at her. 

She was still staring at Doug as he got in his car. “Three more times last night, and twice this morning. I will be seeping his sperm through my pores for a week.” 

Property of Doug

After we re-entered the house, Laura said, “Want some of my sloppy pussy? It’s probably sloppy fifths or sixths.” 

I grabbed her hand and led her to the bedroom. “I don’t care if its sloppy tenths, from different guys,” I said. “You’re so fucking sexy when you spread your legs for another guy.” 

Laura dropped her robe and hopped on the bed, spreading her legs. “Ten different guys? Ummm, I think I’d try that if you set it up.” As I entered her, she said, “I never thought I’d be doing this, but now I think I like it.” 

She was definitely looser than usual and slick inside. It didn’t take me five minutes before I was adding sloppy sevenths as she orgasmed. She looked up at me and said, “God, I think something’s wrong with me. I really do love having two men come inside me.” 



That weekend, I had a naughty thought. I went to the craft store for some iron-on letters, then grabbed a set of her panties and customized them while she was out running errands. Sunday morning, I woke up before her, as usual, and made coffee. I set my creation out on her side of the bathroom vanity for her to see. She woke when I set her coffee down, and we shared some time. 

“Strange week,” she said. 

“Yes, but fun!” I answered, wondering what she was thinking. 

“I should be feeling guilty about Michelle, but fucking Doug  was the best,” she said. She looked over and quickly added, “Sorry, honey, didn’t mean it that way.” 

“It’s okay,” I said with a smile. “I don’t have a piece of meat like he does, so I can understand.” 

“And you’re still okay after all that? After you’ve had time to let the horniness wear off?” she asked. 

I fondled my cock. “Who said the horniness has worn off?” 

She laughed but didn’t respond. As she finished her coffee, she got up. “Well, I guess we have a few weeks to figure it out. I’m not sure how this will go.” She went into the bathroom and started the shower. I heard a brief gasp but no other reaction to my gift. 

I made another cup of coffee, then waited for her to finish her shower. She dried off and puttered around for a bit before returning, wearing panties that read “Doug’s Pussy.” That was all she was wearing, and it was thrilling for me. 

She looked at me, smirking, and asked, “Are you giving my pussy to Doug? Does he now own it?” 

I smiled sheepishly. “It’s yours to give. And I guess it doesn’t matter who owns it, as long as I get to use it, too.” 

She gave me a hard look. “So now I belong to Doug, and you just get the leftovers?” 

My mouth was dry from the exciting thought. “I get to listen, too.” 

She nodded, maintaining the same look. “I see. You want big dick Doug to wreck me, and you get what’s left?” 

It wasn’t exactly what I was thinking, but I couldn’t clearly describe it, so I remained silent. She just looked at me in silence for another minute, then returned to getting dressed for the day. I wondered what she was thinking. 



That night, she came to bed. “Do you want to use Doug’s pussy when he’s not around? You’ve gotta pull out, though. I’m fertile.” 

We went at it with more enthusiasm than usual—I was imagining her spreading for Doug , and who knows what she was thinking. I held off long enough for her to orgasm. “Fuck me, Doug ! Unghh! Uh! Eeeee!” 

I pulled out before she finished and came all over her belly. She had called me “Doug.” I guess we were thinking the same thing! 

The next day at work, I received a notice from our Gmail calendar that it had been shared with Doug OMP at Gmail. At first, I panicked, thinking we’d been hacked. Then I realized Laura  must have shared it. I was too busy to call or message her, so I waited until I got home. 

When I arrived, she was fiddling with her phone, very intent on whatever she was doing. I poured us drinks, then sat down by her. “Hi.” 

She looked up. “Oh, hi! How was your day?” 

“Busy,” I said. “I noticed you shared our family schedule with Doug OMP?” 

She looked a little surprised but recovered. “You got a notice?” 

“Yeah,” I answered, suspicion growing. “OMP?” 

She laughed. “Doug Owns My Pussy. He set it up so we could coordinate.” 

“Coordinate?” I asked, excited but a little jealous. 

“You know, his next trip. Don’t want to be bleeding,” she chuckled. “It was easiest to share our calendar. It has my period dates on there, rather than trade a dozen messages.” 

“It also has our doctor visits and date nights,” I said. 

A twinkle appeared in her eye. “And your travel dates. He noticed that right away.” 

“Oh?” I asked, a growing nervousness taking over. 

“He asked if he came over when you were out of town, could he take complete possession?” she teased. 

I watched her, waiting. After a brief pause, she said, “I told him yes.” She saw my look and quickly added, “You said you didn’t care who owned me, as long as you got to use me, remember?” 

I nodded slowly, thinking about my words. 

“Well, if—and I mean IF—he visits when you’re gone, I plan to let him own me. Do anything he wants. I’ll be his girl.” She squirmed. “Fuck! That’s so nasty!” She leaned forward. “You’ll leave town and Doug will take your place. That’s what you want, isn’t it? You’ll get me back when he’s done with me, of course.” 

I was so worked up that I couldn’t think straight. I stood and unzipped my pants, releasing my raging hard on. Laura  sat back, shocked at the sudden action. I stepped forward, my cock at her face level. “Suck me.” 

She didn’t pause as she leaned forward and sucked my erection into her mouth. I gently bucked my hips, accentuating the sucking and bobbing of her head, then grabbed her hair and started roughly fucking her mouth. I was so horny “Yeah, that’s it! Doug ’s not here so I can use his little whore.” She was moaning and making noises as I fucked her mouth. “Yeah! Take my dick. It should be easy after having his meat down your throat. Just keep sucking!” 

It only took a couple of minutes before my balls boiled, ready to pop. I pulled out, still gripping her hair with my left hand, while I jerked myself to completion, spurting my cum on her face, covering her nose and eyes as she gulped and whimpered. I put my dick against her mouth. “Suck the rest out, slut.” She dutifully sucked at me until I was spent. I sat back on the chair, recovering, and wondering what to say after the horniness and craze had worn off. 

Laura used her fingers to wipe my spunk out of her eyes and licked her fingers clean. She looked at me with wild eyes, and I expected her to let me have it. Instead, she said, “Holy shit. Where did that come from? It was amazing.” She reached down and touched herself. “I actually orgasmed as you did that. Treat me like Doug’s whore more often, please?” 

I was relieved and surprised that she liked it. “You are Doug’s whore,” I said simply. 

She moaned, “Yesss. I AM Doug’s whore. My cheating little cunt belongs to him. He owns me.” 

“Careful, or I’ll have to fuck you like meat again,” I warned. 

“Oh, please!” she said, a twinkle in her eye. “I didn’t know you could be rough. What a great surprise.” 

As I sat there, considering the situation, a question popped into my head. “Um, how did Doug come up with DougOMP? Did he tell you that he owns your pussy?” 

Laura laughed. “No. You did.” I must have looked confused, so she added, “When you gave me those panties? I sent him a picture!” 

“You’re trading pictures?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” she answered. “It feels kinda schoolgirl thrilling.” 

“Will you send them to me, too?” I asked. 

She thought for a while. “Okay. I’ll send you the pictures, but I’m not gonna share our conversations. You’ll have to wonder what I’m saying about them, okay?” 

“Fair, I guess,” I replied. “I finally get naughty pictures from you, even if they’re meant for another man.” 

“For the man who owns me, right?” she teased. 



It was nearly six weeks until Doug  was due to return. His regularly scheduled trip fell on a time when her period was ending, so he delayed by a week to be sure. In the intervening time, Laura  continued to text him and share pictures. That’s when I discovered she was making additional “custom” panties: One pair said, “Destroy My Pussy,” which got me excited—that evening I demanded that she strip so I could “use her cunt before it got destroyed.” She really liked it when I was rough and treated her like a whore. Another pair read, “ Doug ’s Sperm Bank.” This one caused another night of rough sex. She sent a few short videos, telling him how she couldn’t wait for him to “fuck her to death,” “rip her up,” and “flood her dirty cunt.” Of course, I made sure to “use her” after each of these. 

About a week before Doug’s arrival, she received a package with a sports t-shirt, the kind that said ‘property of’—only this one had been customized to say “Property of Doug.” When I arrived home from work one day, she met me at the door wearing that shirt and the panties that read, “Doug’s Pussy.” 

I took it in and said, “Oh, okay. We already knew that.” 

She said, “Honey, I want to be sure my snapper is as tight as the first time he took it. It felt so exciting when he stretched me like you can’t.” She couldn’t hold back the grin that said she was teasing. She got on her knees and looked up at me as she said, “But you can fuck the hell out of my face if you want.” I was so excited, I took full advantage. Every day that week, she swallowed loads of my cum as we prepared for Doug’s visit. 

The weekend before his arrival, when she was showering one morning, I noticed she had shaved her pussy. I loved the thatch of hair around her pinkness and said so when I asked why she had done it. 

She stood facing me, her baldness on display. “I had it waxed, much smoother than shaving. Doug wants it that way, and because he owns me, I do it.” 

I was excited and irritated at once. “If he wanted you to pierce your nipples and pussy, would you?” I asked. 

She looked me straight in the eye. “Certainly. I’ll ask if he wants that.” She could read the look in my eye. “What you want doesn’t matter. Doug does what he wants with me because he owns me now.” 

I couldn’t tell if she was taunting me or serious. 

Owned for the Week

The day Doug was to arrive, Laura seemed nervous. I asked, “Are you worried?” 

She looked at me and said, “A little. What if he doesn’t want to? What if, once he kisses his wife goodbye, he decides this is a bad idea?” 

I was surprised. “I doubt that will happen. What if he’s so horny he hurts you with that monster? What if you can’t say ‘no’?” 

Laura said, “I hope so. I hope he stretches me out so much that it hurts. And I won’t say ‘no,’ because he owns me.” She paused. “Okay, be sure to check the window when you get home. I’m sure he’ll want to get to it right away, and you don’t want to walk in and ruin the mood, okay?” 

“Okay,” I said. I was excited to watch them “get to it.” I’d listened, but I’d never had a chance to watch. I wondered if it would be as exciting or if it would just make me jealous. 



The day passed quickly due to all my Monday meetings, but I found myself getting more distracted near the end of the day, knowing he could already be at our house. Laura  always arrived home before me. I wondered if they’d kiss and make out or if he’d just throw her down and fuck her. 

I arrived home and was careful to park a couple of spaces away so the sound of my car didn’t alert them. I then walked up our path and peered into the side window, hoping to spy on them. I saw Laura  leaning on the kitchen counter, looking uncomfortable, but she glanced at the front door and awkwardly motioned for me to enter. 

I put down my bag and joined her in the kitchen. I noticed her skirt was up over her ass and she had no panties on. “Whoa,” I said in a low voice. 

“Yeah,” she said. “You just missed it. He just finished and went to take a shower. I still need a minute. And yes, those are his kids running down my legs.” 

“Wow, you two don’t waste any time,” I said. My cock was straining against my pants as I examined my freshly fucked wife. 

“Waste any time?” she said. “He walked in, bent me over, and started fucking me like a madman. No words, just lifted my skirt and rammed it home. Good thing I was already wet thinking about him.” She paused. “When he was done, he said he was going to get a shower.” She adjusted her stance a bit. “I needed a minute. It feels like I’ve been fucked by a freight train.” 

I was insane with lust as I realized she just took a pounding like a common street whore. She started to stand, and I pushed her back down, then dropped my pants and grabbed her hips as I guided myself inside her. She was sloppy, wet, and loose, which made me all the hornier! 

“Whoa!” she protested. “Do you think…” 

“Shut up! I need your cunt for a minute,” I growled, trying to fuck her as hard as I could, attempting to match Doug’s ferocity. She held onto the counter, grunting with each of my thrusts. I didn’t care about her orgasm; I just needed to shoot my sperm into her to join Doug’s. It only took a couple of minutes before I groaned and pulled her tight as my balls pumped semen into her. 

I released her, pulled up my pants, and left for our bedroom before Doug came back. I looked over to see her hanging onto the counter, just like she was when Doug finished in her. As I entered our room, I realized I was worried about getting caught. With my own wife. It was strange. 

I stripped and looked at all the goop caught in my pubes—my cum, Doug’s cum, Laura’s pussy juice. I knew there was a lot more inside my wife and felt myself getting harder. 

Laura walked in carefully and dropped her skirt. She then peeled off her blouse, revealing she had no bra on. I smiled at her. “I see you were ready for action.” 

“Yeah,” she said. “Ready for action with Doug. I didn’t expect to get bent over and used like a whore.” 

“You are a whore,” I said. 

She smiled weakly. “Yes, I am. I didn’t expect it, but that was exceptional. You are definitely rougher than I ever knew.” She put her hands on the top of the dresser, presenting her naked butt, and spread her legs slightly as she looked at me. “I’m certain I want a gang-bang train.” Her eyes flashed as she added, “I want to be blindfolded and let anonymous guys fuck me.” 

“Wow,” I said, truly surprised at her attitude. “I think there are clubs where we can do that.” 

She stood. “Good. Let’s book one.” She laughed slightly. “If I live through this week.” 

She took my hand. “Why don’t you wash me? Get me ready for Doug.” She leaned close and whispered in my ear, “You know we’ll be sleeping together, all snuggled close so he can fuck me whenever he wants. I’ll be sucking his morning wood before he heads to work, then I’ll see you after he leaves, but there will be no time for you.” She grabbed my erection and stroked me. “You like that he’s going to touch me and kiss me and play with my tits and ass. All because I belong to him and you only get seconds.” Her words got me spurting again. As my semen shot onto the floor, she said, “We’re going to have the floors cleaned. There is cum all over the kitchen and hallway. And God knows where else after the week is over.” 

As we showered, she looked at me. “God, I LOVE his cock. He is so good with it. I have been so looking forward to this week.” 

I didn’t know whether she was teasing or just talking out loud. Either way, it made me jealous and excited all at once. 



We went out and greeted Doug, who was watching TV. I pretended not to notice his hands all over my wife’s ass as she hugged him. I offered to make drinks, then watched them in the mirror—they were making out and kissing, his hands inside her shirt. 

We ate dinner and had a couple of drinks, when I excused myself for bed. Laura said, “Me too. By the way, you two will be on your own most of this week. I’ve got a girls’ night tomorrow, which will definitely run late, then on Wednesday night I’m going to check on my mom and will probably stay over. So I guess I’ll see you Thursday?” 

Doug  said, “Sounds good. I’ve got some projects to stay heads down on, so I’ll probably just get dinner out and head to my room and work.” Things clicked, and I realized his project probably involved holding my wife’s ankles behind her ears. 

When we got to our room, I asked, “What was that?” 

She smiled. “A couple of innocent lies to give us cover. Doug and I are going to dinner tomorrow, then back to his room. I need you to be scarce when we get back so I can sneak in.” 

“And ‘Mom’?” I asked. 

“I’m straight-up spending the evening in his room,” she said. “So really, you’re the only one that won’t see me until Thursday.” 

“So you’re spending all week with him?” I asked as she shed her clothes. 

She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Yeah. I’m gonna spend the week as Doug’s girl. And you’re going to jerk off a lot.” With that, she walked out of our room naked, headed to Doug's room. 

I waited a few minutes, then headed to the guest room. Unfortunately, she had pulled the door shut, so I could only barely make out her moans and the creaking of the bed. I didn’t linger long, then went back to our bedroom and tried to sleep. I refrained from jerking off so I’d be ready for her in the morning. 

The next morning, I awoke to find our bed still empty. I went out to the kitchen to make coffee and noticed the guest room door was open. I checked to see if Laura was awake yet, and she was gone. I searched the house, and there was no sign of her—her car was also gone. 

I texted her, Morning. Where are you? 

I waited, but it was a few minutes before her response, Breakfast with Doug . 

I sent a playful follow up, Miss you. Very horny. 

Another couple of minutes until I received, I’m Doug’s girl. Jerk yourself off. 

What? I wasn’t sure if this was her being playful or cruel. I read the notes again, but I still couldn’t decide. I had to get ready for work, so I showered and dressed, then checked my phone again. No new messages. 



I spent the day at work musing over her message and hoped she was just being playful. I didn’t sign up for cruelty, just for horny fun. I arrived home to an empty house, then remembered she had a ‘girls’ night’ and he said he would get dinner out. I was sure they were together—whether it was just dinner or fucking remained to be known. 

I was having one last drink before bedtime when my phone buzzed with a message. It was from Laura and said, Get in your bedroom and be quiet. I’ll send you a present if you’re good. 

A present? Maybe she would leave the door open so I could listen! I hurried into the master bedroom and shut the door, listening for sounds of her. I re-read the message while I waited and keyed on ‘Get in your bedroom,’ which implied it wasn’t hers. I was excited and sickened that she had made the shift to ‘Doug’s girl’ and mentally considered the guest room as ‘theirs.’ While I pondered that, I heard the cars in the drive, then the front door opening. There were noises in the kitchen, and I could hear them talking and Laura giggling. 

I was surprised they hadn’t headed straight to the guest room. I received another text from Laura: Stay in your room. We want the house. We want to fuck in front of your wedding portrait. You can open the door to listen. 

Shit. She was directly insulting our wedding. But of course, I was the one who insisted she wear her wedding ring. This was very kinky and exciting, so I assumed her earlier message to ‘just jack off’ was a tease. I gently cracked the door and listened until I heard them in the living room, then quietly crept closer to listen. 

“There we are. So cute on our wedding day,” my wife said. 

“I wondered whether you were wearing panties under the dress,” Doug chuckled. 

“Yes, I was,” said Laura. “Why? What were you thinking?” she asked. 

Doug said, “I was imagining what it would feel like to lift that dress and bend you over. But of course, you were Josh’s.” 

“But now I’m yours, so why don’t you bend me over and show the happy couple how you’d fuck the bride,” I heard my wife say. 

I listened to the rustling of clothes, then the sounds of them coupling, as the words ‘now I’m yours’ rattled in my brains. I was snapped out of my reverie as I heard, “Yes! Fuck my married cunt!” 

“It’s my cunt now, baby!” Doug groaned as he obviously exerted himself in the act. 

“Yes! Yes! Your cunt! Unghh! Eeee!” my wife cried out as she orgasmed. It wasn’t long before Doug  grunted and moaned as the creaking stopped while he filled my wife with his load. I was about to creep back to the bedroom when I heard my wife say, “Wait, let me suck you clean.” Of all the sounds and words, that got me ready to come. I barely got the door closed before I erupted in my shorts. 

I was cleaning myself up when the phone vibrated with a message from Laura. It was a set of pictures of Laura and Doug at dinner. The first was a snap of them side by side in front of the restaurant. It was our regular place! She was wearing a short skirt and a top so tight and thin that you could clearly see her nipples. Doug had his hand around her waist, his face close to hers. The caption read, “Date Night.” 

The second and third pictures were of them at a dinner table. In the first, they were kissing. Obviously, the waiter had taken the pictures. The caption read, “Cute couple.” 

The third showed Doug holding out his finger, a dollop of whipped cream on it. Laura leaned forward, her mouth open to suck off the cream. This caption read, “Promises.” 

In all the pictures, her nipples and areolas were on display. She looked so sexy and slutty! I couldn’t believe I was letting another man fuck her. I spent a while jerking off to the pictures before I fell asleep. 



When I arose the next morning, they were both already gone. I texted her, “Breakfast?” I had finished coffee, showered, and was dressed by the time I saw a message back from her: Sucked my man off in the car. Hope your hand feels good. 

Fuck. She better do that for me after Doug  leaves. I read it again and felt the sickening in my stomach as I focused on ‘Sucked my man.’ I spent another day at work obsessing over her wording. On the way home, I remembered tonight she would be ‘at her mom’s,’ which meant on her back in Doug ’s bed. Her car wasn’t in the drive, so I took a drive around the block and saw that she had parked around the corner. At least she was keeping up the appearance of being sneaky. 

I parked and checked the window, hoping to see them making out, but it was only Doug in the kitchen. I entered the house and said hello to Doug. He nodded and took a plate of food from the microwave, then said, “Hey. Sorry, I’ve got a lot to do, so I’m going to stay holed up tonight.” 

I nodded in acknowledgement, knowing full well whose hole he would be up tonight. I nuked some dinner for myself, then carefully checked the guest room door, which was pulled tight. I listened but couldn’t hear a thing. As I cleaned up, I imagined my wife lying on her back as Doug  hammered her pussy with that enormous cock. I hoped she was good and stretched by the end of the week so I could feel her infidelity as I slipped into her. I knew I would lose my mind in excitement if she did get ‘ruined’ by Doug . 

I went to my room and read for a while. Wait, I was already considering it ‘my room.’ This was exciting but made reality slippery. I quietly slipped over to the guest room, but I couldn’t hear anything. I slowly stroked myself to hardness as I let reality slip. This is ‘their room.’ She ‘belongs to Doug.’ He ‘owns her.’ Their ‘date night.’ ‘Sucking her man.’ Before I knew it, I was shooting my load on the doorframe. I quietly retreated, thinking it was a pathetic way of ‘marking my territory.’ I spent the night thinking about things, wondering if I should be worried that I was losing her. Did it really matter, if I still got to ‘use her’ when Doug was gone? Was she really my wife anymore, or just some whore to fuck that never said no? Most guys would be happy with that. Most wives used sex as a weapon. My whore just gave it up freely. I fell into a troubled sleep, dreaming of holding the door open as I greeted dozens of men who kept her bent over the bed, pulling a train while a river of cum ran out of her. 



The next morning, I wasn’t surprised to find her gone again. It had been three days since I saw her, even though she was in our house fucking Doug. The thought of that actually made me horny and hard. I didn’t bother messaging, as I knew I’d get the same unsatisfying response. At least I’d see her tonight, and maybe get to test out that pussy to see if she was stretched out. 

After I got out of the shower, I noticed a message on my phone. It was a video clip from Laura! I sat on the bed and played the video clip, turning up the sound so I could hear her. The video was jerky for a second, then steadied to show Laura naked, kneeling on the bed and taking the video in a mirror. I heard Doug’s voice. “What are you doing?” 

She giggled. “I told you, I want to see it going inside me. You see it all the time, I don’t.” I noticed she was actually kneeling over Doug, his cock sticking straight up as she held it with her hand. She lowered herself so his dick was straight up in front of her stomach. “I can’t believe this all fits inside,” she said. She added softly, “Wedding ring,” as she waggled his cock, showing the sparkly ring on the hand that held his erection. She had made this for me! 

She smiled into the mirror as she rose and fed the tip of his dick into her pussy. “Here it goes!” My cock was so hard, watching my wife take another man’s cock inside her. It was more raw and dirty than in my imagination! I watched as she moved her hips and worked his cock, slowly sliding down it until he was buried in her to the hilt. She moaned. “Oh, like a magic trick—I just made your cock disappear!” She rocked her hips while she wiggled her ring finger over her belly, showing off her sparkling band. She then reached down and stroked his balls, giggling as she said, “It looks like I have balls.” 

“Fuck, you feel so good!” I heard Doug say. 

Laura said, “Do I feel better than Michelle? Whose pussy do you like better?” 

“Really?” Doug said. 

“I’ll get off, if you want,” Laura teased, sticking her tongue out in the mirror. 

“No!” Doug  blurted. “Yours. Your pussy is the best.” 

“Why?” Laura pressed. 

“Oh,” Doug  groaned, clearly desperate to fuck. “You are tighter than her. And you are married.” 

Laura held her hand out to the camera. “Yes, I am.” 

“And you take me raw. Michelle makes me wear condoms,” Doug said. 

Laura  rose a little, then settled again on his cock. “Oh yeah. I love to have your bare meat inside me, spurting deep into my pussy.” She started riding him slowly. “It’s so dirty, knowing I might get pregnant, isn’t it?” 

Doug moaned. “Hell yeah. I want to knock you up! Make your husband raise it as his.” 

My stomach jumped at his words, even though I was still stroking my hard cock. My wife started riding him harder. “Yess! Put your kid in me, breed my married pussy!” She appeared to remember that she was filming and stopped the video. 

I jerked off a couple of times, focusing on when his cock entered my wife and when she told him to ‘breed her.’ I was late for work. 



That day went slowly, and I actually went to the restroom and jacked off to the video during lunch. On the drive home, I was horny and excited to see my wife for the first time in a few days. I arrived home and was so excited that I forgot to spy and see if they were making out. 

I entered the house and found them in the kitchen, looking a little guilty. I didn’t care; I needed to touch my wife. I walked up to her. “Hey, baby. I missed you,” then planted a big, sloppy kiss on her. 

I heard Doug snort, then leave the room. He must have felt pretty cocky that he now ‘owned’ her. When we broke the kiss, she had a silly grin on her face and quickly glanced in the direction that Doug left. 

“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

“Nothing,” she said, clearly hiding something. 

“No, please tell me,” I insisted. I was feeling a little untethered given the past few days. 

She leaned forward and kissed me again, and I eagerly swapped tongues with her. When we broke the kiss, she said, “I just sucked Doug off. Does the kiss taste a little salty?” She laughed. 

“What?” I asked, processing. 

“When the door opened, he had just finished emptying his nuts into my mouth.” She licked her lips. “So yummy.” She nodded towards the guest room. “So he just watched you sharing his cum with me.” 

My eyes must have betrayed my shock, which caused her to chuckle again. She said, “Come on, you’ve certainly kissed me after I sucked his cock before. Just not right after I swallowed a load of his nut juice.” She tried to lighten the mood a bit. “Come on, fix us drinks and I’ll fix dinner. We can’t live on sperm alone,” she snorted. 

“I really missed you,” I said, touching her face. 

“Hmm,” she answered as she turned to get out the pans. My stomach churned in fear. I touched her shoulder and asked quietly, “Did you miss me?” 

She turned to look at me, examining my eyes. “Not really. I’ve been kind of busy with Doug. He’s still here, so I’m still his.” She gave me a sympathetic look. “I love being his whore. Letting him use me and being his girl.” She touched my forehead gently. “Don’t worry. You’ll always be able to use me, no matter how many men I sleep with.” She brightened. “I’m still looking forward to the gang-bang train with you!” 

I stood, shocked, as she turned to make dinner. I made us drinks, and Doug emerged a few minutes later. It might have been my imagination, but he smirked every time he saw me. I stewed, thinking through Laura’s words and how I felt the past week. I wondered if things would be healed after Doug left, but I knew I had one more night of him dicking my wife. 

I looked for every sign in their words and actions that night. I noticed that as Laura  served dinner; she made sure to bend so that her shirt hung open, showing off her tits. She did this for both of us. My wife served Doug  first, which I guess was okay, as he was the guest. She said, “Here you go, honey,” to him. I was suspicious of her calling him ‘honey,’ and then she served me and said, “ Josh .” Just ‘ Josh ,’ no ‘honey,’ ‘sweetie,’ or even ‘here you go.’ I noticed she cleared his plate at the end of dinner, again bending to show off her tits, but she didn’t touch mine. We had drinks after dinner as usual, but there wasn’t much conversation. I didn’t ask about ladies’ night, nor about her mother, because they were both lies, and I didn’t want to make her squirm. Most of the evening I watched Doug  and Laura  making eyes at one another, or sharing secret smiles. God, just get on your knees and suck his cock, already! 



I excused myself to bed, and Laura joined me. When she entered the bedroom, I asked, “I don’t suppose you’ll be staying in here tonight?” 

She laughed, then disappeared into her closet, then the bathroom, while I stripped off my clothes and got into bed. I heard her brushing her teeth and puttering around. She emerged some time later, wearing a set of white frilly lingerie. The panties had an open crotch, and the bra was cut so that her nipples hung out. She had bright red lipstick and high heels. 

“Remember this?” she asked. Before I could answer, she said, “From our wedding night. You were so drunk you couldn’t get hard, so we never got to use it.” She smiled as she walked to the door, then turned to me. “So now another man gets to fuck me in my wedding night costume. Is that slutty enough for you? I’m giving him your wedding night treat. Come and listen if you want, ’cause I’m gonna rock both your worlds.” She laughed as she opened the door and left. 

I watched her go, thinking she looked like a walking wet dream. I followed directly behind her, staying out of sight as she entered the guest room. She shut the door but left it open enough for me to clearly hear them. I could even see a bit of the bed in the mirror, but I was careful to stand back enough that I couldn’t be seen. 

I heard Doug say, “Oh my God!” 

Laura laughed. “Yeah. This is from our wedding night, but he was too drunk to perform. So now you get to give me what I wanted on my wedding night.” My mouth was dry and my stomach churned at her words. 

“From your wedding night?” he asked. 

“Yes, I’ve never had sex in this. And now I want you to fuck my brains out like on a proper wedding night,” my wife said. “Take the virgin bride.” 

“Virgin,” Doug scoffed. “I think that one’s gone, sweetie.” 

“My ass,” Laura said. “My ass is a virgin. I want you to take it.” 

Doug was quiet for a moment. “Are you sure you want MY penis in your ass?” 

Laura said, “Yes. Definitely. I’ve put numbing lube inside me to help, but taking virginity is supposed to hurt a little. Don’t send me to the ER, okay?” 

Doug sounded hesitant. “Uh, okay…” 

My wife said, “I want to feel your whole cock inside me, feel you spurt your cum into my bowels. I want you to have what no man has ever had, not even my husband. Don’t you want to steal that from him? Take my virgin asshole?” 

‘Steal that from him?’ She knew I was listening. Was she trying to hurt me or tease me? I felt a little angry. Go ahead, tear the bitch up. Fuck her asshole until it turns inside out, buddy! 

“Yes,” Doug said firmly with a little cruelty. “Bend that sweet ass over so I can take your virginity.” I heard motion and sounds from the bed, as Laura took position. Doug added, “Leave on the lingerie. I’m going to ruin it the same as your ass.” 

Laura said, “Yes, grab the lube.” 

“Yeah,” Doug agreed. “We’ll need that until your ass loosens up for me.” 

There was some creaking, and Laura said, “Oooh, I feel some tingling and pressure, but no pain. Push inside.” 

Doug said, “My head is already inside you. Bye-bye virginity. Now for the rest!” 

I heard her groan as he pushed in. There was a pause, then more groaning from each of them as he exclaimed, “Shit, you’re tight!” 

Laura said in a strained voice, “Hold up, I need a rest, I can’t take any more right now.” 

Doug chuckled. “Good, ’cause there is no more. You took it all, baby.” He took a breath then said, “Ready for some ass-fucking?” 

“Lube,” was all Laura said. 

“Oooh, lots of lube,” Doug said as I heard some noises, probably him applying the lube. 

Doug then said, “Oh, I’m gonna give you a wedding night that you’ll always remember. Your asshole will know that it’s married to my cock from now on.” 

“Ungh!” My wife moaned as the bed violently creaked. “Fuck! Yes!” There was more loud creaking, with grunts from him, and occasionally Laura would sob slightly. 

“Are you okay there?” he paused to ask. 

“If you stop, I’ll cut your dick off and get Josh to finish the job. Fucking ruin my ass and give me a sperm enema, you bastard!” she shot back. 

She came twice as he continued his assault on her, each time I thought he might come as well, but he kept at her like a machine. I imagined her asshole must be stretched and battered at this point and couldn’t wait to see and feel it. 

There was a brief pause as they adjusted their position, then I heard her groan, “Too deep!” 

He growled, “You want your ass wrecked, right?” 

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. 

“Then shut up while I destroy your asshole,” he said, as the creaking continued. I could hear her moan and couldn’t tell, but maybe she was crying. I wasn’t sure if I should intervene, but she didn’t object anymore. 

He roared as the motion stopped. He grunted a couple of times, as I imagined him shooting into my wife. He said in a low growl, “Now I am shooting into your bowels. I just blew my load into your colon. How’s that for a wedding night?” 

Laura sobbed, “Oh god. Oh god. Fuck. Yes. I feel my asshole throbbing.” 

After a couple of minutes, there was more motion, and I heard Laura say, “I need a minute. Back in a couple, okay?” 

“Yeah. I’m not done with you yet,” Doug responded. 

I stepped back out of sight as she opened the door, then walked gingerly back to our room. She gently lay face down and asked, “Did you like it?” 

“Oh, my god. How nasty,” I agreed. I couldn’t wait to get inside her—my cock was about to burst. 

“How’s my ass looking?” she asked. I spread her cheeks and saw that her dainty pucker was now swollen and red. I imagined that Doug’s cum was seeping from it. 

“It looks awesome, really. Like you’ve just been fucked by a horse’s cock,” I said. 

“It’s sore. I need you to lick it,” she said. 

“Eww, I don’t think so,” I replied. I would have tried normally, but it didn’t look all cute and wrinkly like usual. 

My wife turned to look at me and said, “Either you fucking lick me out right this minute, or you’ll never stick your cock into any of my holes ever again. You’ll be jerking off until retirement and the only kisses you’ll ever get will taste like another man’s sperm.” 

Well, she didn’t need to threaten again. I spread her cheeks and tongued her asshole. I was rewarded with a moan. “Yes.” I continued and tentatively stuck my tongue into her pucker, which caused her to squeal with delight. That’s all I needed. I then buried my face in her ass and ate away for all I was worth. I ignored the smell and taste, certain that I was eating shit and lube and Doug’s sperm, but mesmerized by the sounds she was making. 

Eventually, I felt her pushing my face as she squirmed away and rolled onto her back. She was looking at me in a strange, loving way. “My god. I never want to give you up. You’re as fucking kinky as me. I’m gonna feed you sperm from my ass forever.” She stood. “But tonight, you’re jacking off because Doug’s dick will be inside me.” 

I watched her walk away and didn’t see her again until the morning. After Doug left, I helped her retrieve her hidden toiletries from his room, as she explained, “I couldn’t go back to our room, or it would ruin my time as ‘Doug’s girl’.” 

That weekend, I couldn’t get enough sex, and she happily spread her legs, or mouth, or asshole for me whenever I wanted. I got her to wear the top that showed her nipples while we shopped for some more tops like that. I even started researching sex clubs that mentioned gangbangs. She seemed to be my wife again, not ‘Doug’s girl.’ I guess I was okay with the role play, and actually started to warm to it even more. 


Away Surprise

I had to travel for business the next week, which meant that Doug  wouldn’t be back, so I wouldn’t miss any fun. Laura  helped pack me, and kissed me as I left, saying that she would miss me and that I should hurry back.

Unfortunately, it wasn’t one of those trips where I could leave early, so I was stuck there until Friday. I arrived at the hotel and went straight into meetings through and beyond dinner.

When I got to my room, I dropped my bags, stripped and just fell into bed, leaving the unpacking for the morning.

When I woke the next morning, I unpacked my bags, hung up my suits and put away my underwear.  When I opened my toiletries case to set my things out on the sink, I found a note with a lipstick kiss on it.  Laura liked to leave me surprises.

I brushed my teeth, then sat to open her note. Inside was a printed calendar, with days coded as red, green and orange - I recognized her menstrual calendar. Red were bleeding days, green were safe for sex, and oranges were fertile days, when we should be careful.

She had marked Thursday with an “x” and written “ovulating.” I guess she wanted me to know that I wouldn’t be getting pussy anyway this week.  I felt a tablet in the envelope's corner, and pulled it out, revealing an aspirin, but maybe smaller.

As I puzzled over the paper, I noticed writing on the reverse side. She had left me a note:

“Hi. You’ll be excited to know that Doug  took the week off to spend with me. He arrives just after you leave.”

He’ll be staying in our bed, fucking me as much as he wants, dumping his baby makers inside me all week long.

Don’t worry, I’ll wear my wedding ring while he breeds me.

When you get home, you decide the plan:

Plan Baby or Plan B

Plan B is in the envelope.  

Doug is filling me with Plan Baby.”

Holy shit.


Other Works You May Like

Peaches loves to write about sexual adventures, whether similar to ones she has actually experienced or complete flights of (horny) fancy. While some of her stories are based upon her adventures, often embellished to fit her wicked memories, others are based upon her nearly-constant dreams and daydreams about sexual adventures.

Peaches is always open to new storylines, so be sure to share your requests in your ratings comments!  Also be sure to check out her other works from her Amazon Author Page .

A couple of her works are detailed below:
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Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent

Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.

Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.

Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.

But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.

Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.
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Jenny's Midlife Awakening: Servicing Her College Guest 

When Jenny agrees to host her son and his friend for a summer internship, she finds herself smitten with the young man. She is surprised by the handsome guest's flirtation, which ignites some unwholesome desire s for a man half her age. Once she discovers his exceptional endowment, she can't resist, and embarks on a secret affair.

As their forbidden couplings continue, Jenny discovers a hidden side of herself. But the biggest surprise comes when her husband uncovers the affair and encourages her,  turning her life into a thrilling exploration of sexual freedom.
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Giving Lisa to Her Boss: My Wife Loved Being Under Him

Lisa had agreed to try her husband’s little fantasy, but not with friends, neighbors or co-workers.  When her handsome new boss came to town, her husband persuaded her to bend the rules, even though she knew it would change her role.

Lisa was excited by her position, traveling with Doug and cheating in new cities.  Her husband was still thrilled by her infidelity, as long as she always came home to him.  Doug was a fantastic lover, and Lisa was always satisfied.

Then her husband invited Doug to dinner, and gave her away to her boss. She was no longer cheating, she was chattel.  And her boss was planning to spread the wealth to other men.

But would Lisa spread for them?
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