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Preface
 
    
 
   In addition to longer form fiction, I have over the years written a large number of shorts. I will be periodically revising and publishing the best of them over the next year or so. Most of these stories, and this one in particular, are a straight-forward slut wife/cuckold stories. This one has a bit of humor in it. And I don’t think anyone into this particular topic will be disappointed by the sex. But that said, there is not a ton of plot or character development. There is a set-up and some sex. It is, in short, a short. 
 
    
 
   As always, I welcome feedback at ben.boswell.author@gmail.com.
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A Lake Cottage
 
    
 
   I've been going up to the cottage on Fox Tail Lake since I was a kid. It has three rooms: A decent-sized living room/dining area/kitchen with a fire place, and two bedrooms, one with a snug full-size bed for the parents, and the other with a pair of bunk beds for the kids. There is a small wooden deck overlooking the lake, and a barbeque pit that probably dates from the 1930s. The lake itself is small, maybe two miles around, with about fifty houses scattered around the shoreline. There is a small beach a few hundred yards away, and we have a rickety dock that we use to launch canoes or a small skiff we use for fishing. A hundred yards out in the water there is a swimming platform, and I can still remember how excited I was to swim all the way out there by myself when I was about ten.
 
   In college, it was a great little party house. My buddies and I would pack up the car with beer and spend a couple of days fishing, shooting at squirrels, and horsing around. One time, my college roommate Dave and I even brought a couple of girls up, which was fun for about a day before the girls started fighting with each other and forced us to cut our trip short.
 
   I get up there less now. I'm married and Becky and I always seem to be busy. Also, I only have two weeks vacation per year, and we’re now in wedding territory with all our friends. Recently it seems like most of my days off involve me wearing a suit and eating rubbery chicken at a reception somewhere or other.
 
   Anyway, my parents are getting older, and they started talking about selling the place, so I decided to plan a last visit. Becky signed on after I convinced her that it would just be a relaxing weekend of hanging out, sunbathing, and grilling out. Dave really wanted to come as well, but he had been planning a hunting trip with one of his friends, Robby, for that weekend. Davey convinced him to come up to the lake and fish instead. I also invited another childhood friend, Tomas, to come join us with his wife. I hadn't really seen Tomas in years, but we'd spent a bunch of time talking and hanging out recently at our tenth high school reunion, and it piqued my sense of nostalgia. I figured the girls could take the master bedroom, and the guys would take the bunks. But it didn’t matter because his wife got called away on business at the last minute and had to cancel, leaving Tomas flying solo.
 
   We picked a weekend in late July to get away, one of the few of our calendar without any pre-existing commitments. We decided to do an old-fashioned, college-style, road trip, so the guys came to my house Thursday afternoon. We packed the SUV full of beer, food, supplies, and more beer and hit the road for a long weekend.
 
   The first night we got there, we fired up the grill, seared a bunch of steaks, burned some corn and cracked open first one, then a second, and then a third case of beer, though we didn't make too much of a dent in that one. 
 
   Becky crashed early, but I didn't even really notice because we were all joking around, having a good time. Tomas was as fun as I'd remembered him, a goofy guy with an irrepressible sense of humor and a penchant for practical jokes. Davey was full of stories. He'd done a tour in the military after college, and ended up in Afghanistan for a time, but his military stories mostly involved strippers and latrines. Robby seemed like an okay guy....Well, not really. He was a tool, the kind of guy who always has to have the last word, always wants to top any story. Dave had met him in the military, but Robby was now a lawyer, and according to him was pulling down "serious coin" and "top-shelf pussy." At first, I thought he was just kidding around. He was just such a stereotype douche, but no, it turned out he was a genuine prick. Whatever, I figured, it was just for a weekend, and Davey at least didn't seem to take him seriously, so why should I? And anyway, I had to admit, his raucous and raunchy tales were fun to listen to.
 
   I went to bed late and pretty bombed, and tried to cuddle up with Becky. I can't help myself. Even after being together for seven years, she still gives me a chubby when she comes out of the shower with just a towel on. She's got a hard bubble butt, a nice flat stomach, and a perfect set of 35C tits. She's got a cute face with a little button nose, full lips, big blue eyes all framed with a chin-length bob of light-brown hair. Anyway, I slid over, spooned her, and let my hand drift up under the shirt to cup her lovely mounds.
 
   When she's not in the mood, she'll usually just grab my hands and hold them, and let me fall asleep snuggling her. But now, she squirmed out of my grasp and pushed me away.
 
   "What's the matter?" I asked.
 
   "You're drunk," she hissed. "You're slurring. And you've been keeping me up by screaming with your buddies, telling filthy stories for the past three hours. If you wanted anything, you should have been in bed with me a long time ago. Now, leave me alone, and let me sleep!"
 
   I rolled over in a huff, only to be woken by an elbow in the back a few minutes later.
 
   "You're snoring. Go sleep out on the sofa!" She snapped, literally kicking me out of the bed.
 
   I grabbed a blanket and went out in the living room. It was a lousy end to the day, but I was too drunk to reflect on it too much. Instead, I promptly passed out.
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Hungover
 
    
 
   Robby woke me up the next morning by stomping around in the kitchen. I looked over to see him cracking open a breakfast beer. When he saw me looking at him, he grinned.
 
   "Had a fight with the old lady?"
 
   "Something like that," I muttered through my hangover.
 
   "What's the matter? Whiskey dick? A thoroughbred like that needs to be run around the track. Otherwise, they get moody."
 
   "That's my wife you're talking about," I replied in a huff.
 
   "Don't I know it? If she was my woman, I'd have followed her to bed and taken care of business instead of sitting around with me and Davey. And I'd be sleeping in a comfy bed with some stank on my crank, instead of out on a lumpy sofa."
 
   "Maybe you should mind your own business."
 
   He laughed and threw his empty beer can at me. "Lighten up Francis, I'm just busting your chops." He grabbed a second beer from the fridge. "Want one?"
 
   I guess I should note my name isn't Francis, it's Rich.
 
   Dave and Tomas got up a little while later. Tomas, at least, was looking about as hung over as me, but Davey joined Robby in some morning beers. After a short while, Tomas shrugged and decided to try the “hair of the dog” remedy himself.
 
   Becky got up last, and came out wearing clingy yoga pants and a tank top. Even freshly risen with a bad case of bed head, she was a sight, and I noticed all of the guys checking her out. She noticed the beers, sighed, and disappeared into the bathroom. This was not going well. This was not her idea of a relaxing weekend.
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Revelations
 
    
 
   Happily, the rest of the morning passed without incident. I went on a hike with Becky, and she seemed grateful to be out of the house, and away from what she called my "frat boy buddies." When we got back, we found the guys had put together a nice lunch, including some fresh grilled trout Dave and Robby had managed to pull from the lake. Tomas had broken out the tequila and margarita mix and made a big pitcher. It was a gorgeous day, and after a couple of drinks, we were all having a good time. Even Becky seemed to be amused rather than annoyed by our guests.
 
   At one point, I said wistfully, "Damn, I'm really gonna miss this place."
 
   Robby piped in, "Why don't you just buy it from your folks? We're in the middle of fucking nowhere, and it’s all of 500 square feet. It can't be worth more than 25gs. Shit, I drop more than that on hookers and blow on a weekend in Vegas."
 
   "It's more like 50," I replied. "And that's a lot of scratch. Beck and I are saving for a house and we still have student loans..." I trailed off as Robby snorted at my apparent poverty.
 
   Becky stepped into the silence. "You pay for sex?" she asked, surprised.
 
   Robby leaned forward and lowered his sunglasses. "Sometimes."
 
   "Why? Can't you --"
 
   He cut her off. "I get more tail than you can imagine. But there are some things it is easier to get if you pay for it."
 
   "Like what?"
 
   He gave her a leer, and then looked around at Tomas and Dave grinning. I felt a lump in my throat. Having listened to Robby and Dave's stories, I knew this was about to go south in a hurry.
 
   "Um, maybe we don't need to get into that," I suggested.
 
   "Oh, come on," Becky objected. "I'm a big girl."
 
   "Yes, yes you are," Robby replied, overtly staring at her boobs.
 
   She giggled and slapped him softly. "Stop that. You're so silly. Come on, out with it, what do you pay girls to do?"
 
   He laughed and then shrugged. "The usual. Threesomes. Butt sex. Lesbo stuff. Snorting blow off their asses. Plus most girls don't let you pull a train on 'em or bukkake their faces."
 
   "Bukkake?" she asked, innocently.
 
   "Yeah, you know, when a bunch of guys take turns spooging on a girl's face."
 
   She scrunched up her face. "Oh yuck. You really like that? Seeing a girl get gangbanged and then covered in goo? That's sick." She turned to Dave, "Do you like seeing that?"
 
   "Well, I have to admit, Beck, it is pretty hot."
 
   She turned to Tomas. "You?"
 
   "Well, I've only ever seen it in movies, but yeah there is something about seeing a girl all slutted out that is a turn on, even if you know it’s just acting or paid for I guess."
 
   She turned to me.
 
   "No, no way. I think it is disgusting and demeaning," I said earnestly. Maybe too earnestly because Robby and Dave started laughing right away, and Tomas and Becky then joined in.
 
   I meant it actually. I'm an old-fashioned guy in that way, and even when I watch porn I'd just as soon see a hot girl riding a guy rather than anything extreme.
 
   "You guys are sick," Becky said finally, but with a smile. She drained her margarita. "Well, you boys clean up, I'm gonna catch some rays." She got up and left.
 
   We were still clearing dishes when Becky emerged from the bedroom in a skimpy, neon blue, bikini, with a beach towel in one hand and a book in the other. I watched uncomfortably as three sets of eyes devoured her as she crossed the room. When the door closed behind her, Robby let out a low whistle.
 
   "Daaaammmmn," he sighed.
 
   "Hey, take it easy Rob," Dave suggested, seeing the mortified look on my face.
 
   Robby shook his head. "I know, I know. The forbidden fruit. But she is all woman, ain't she?"
 
   I let it go. Robby was easier to take with a few drinks in me than otherwise.
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The Bet
 
    
 
   After lunch Tomas and I decided to go for a swim, and Dave and Robby got back in the skiff to try their hand at fishing for dinner. Tomas and I ended up out on the old swim platform, and the other guys soon joined us after deciding the fish weren't biting. They had packed a cooler full of beer, and we sat out there, enjoying the breeze.
 
   Tomas had made another pitcher of margaritas back at the house, and every once in a while we'd see Becky get up to get a refill. And everytime, Robby would look up and whistle.
 
   "So how did you meet her?" he asked finally.
 
   "A friend set us up after I moved back here after college."
 
   "Man, I would have loved to know her back in school," Robby exclaimed.
 
   "And why is that?"
 
   "I bet she was a player."
 
   "Is that right?"
 
   "Just look at her, man. No way she let that bod go to waste. I bet she was wild. Plus I saw it in her eyes when we were talking shit at lunch. Threesomes, black guys, I bet she's done it all."
 
   I rolled my eyes. "How about you keep your fantasies to yourself, bro? What do you care anyway?"
 
   "Dude, I'm just trying to figure out how you landed her. Like I said, she's a thoroughbred, and you're a...." He paused for effect, "a Shetland Pony or something."
 
   Davey and Tomas both cracked up. I'm not a real big guy, 5'9", 150 pounds, but Robby wasn't one to talk. He was big, yeah, 6'2" and had probably been a stud back in the day. He still had a powerful build, but it was hidden under a generous layer of fat. He was pushing 250, easy.
 
   "I guess that makes you a water buffalo then," I replied to more guffaws from Tomas and Dave.
 
   He smirked at me. "Don't let this manly beer belly fool you, son. I could kick your ass in any physical challenge you can name."
 
   "Eating cheeseburgers isn't a physical challenge." More laughs from the guys. I was on a roll.
 
   "How about swimming then, little man. Would that count? I bet I can beat you back to the shore from here."
 
   "Dude, there is not a chance. You're more likely to drown halfway there than you are to beat me."
 
   "Put your money where your mouth is," he challenged.
 
   "Sure, say fifty bucks?"
 
   He laughed. "Oh yeah, right, I forgot you're a welfare case. I was thinking more like a thousand. Or shit, make it five."
 
   "God, I'd love to take your fucking money. I could definitely put it to better uses than your Vegas whores. But I don't bet more than I have."
 
   "I knew it, you're chicken. I thought you were a pony, but turns out you're poultry." Dave and Tomas exploded at that.
 
   Robby twisted the screws. "Tell you what, I'll make it ten Gs, but you have to put something on the table too, not money, but something."
 
   "You want my car?"
 
   "Naw, man, that piece of shit ain't worth half that. As far as I can tell, the only thing you’ve got that's worth anything is that pretty, little piece of tail you call a wife."
 
   "You're a sick fuck, you know that?"
 
   "Make it 25 Gs then."
 
   "Fine," I laughed. "But when I win you also have to shut your trap about my wife. No more shit. Okay?" I figured that even if he didn't pay the money, shutting him up would be worth it by itself.
 
   "Done."
 
   "And when I win, you get to watch me slide my big schlong into your wife's tight, little box."
 
   "If you beat me and if you can talk her into it… but don't get your hopes up on either score."
 
   He smirked. "Let's do it."
 
   We walked over the edge of the platform. I kept my eyes on him the whole time. I figured he was probably up to something.
 
   "Ready, set, go!" He shouted, and we both leapt off the platform. 
 
   He was powerful. He quickly built up a short lead on me. But his technique sucked, and I had been on the swim team as a kid and still swam pretty regularly. In the end, swimming is all about form. He got out in front on pure strength, but he was wasting tons of energy. I caught up to him after about 25 yards, by the time we were halfway to shore, I had built up a solid and growing lead.
 
   Then suddenly, I snagged on something. It felt like my swimsuit was caught on a branch. I reached down to try to free myself, but I couldn't find where I was caught. Then just as suddenly, I was free again. I took another few strokes, only to get snagged again. Again, I reached down. All of this was slowing me down, and I could see Robby catching up. Suddenly I was free again. A moment later, snagged, but worse than before, I could feel myself being almost pulled backward.
 
   Then I heard the laughing. I flipped over on my back and looked at the swim platform. Tomas was holding a fish rod, and Dave was laughing hysterically. At that moment, I felt the fishing line brush against my leg. They had hooked my swimsuit and were alternating reeling me in and letting me go like a fish. I ran my hand down my back and found the hook attached to the back of my trunks. I fumbled with it for a moment, but realized it was hopeless. Flopping around in the water, with tension on the line, I'd never get it loose. I tried to pull on the line, hoping to make them drop the pole, but I was in the water with no traction.
 
   In the meantime, Robby passed me. I continued to struggle with the line for another moment or two, and then realized my only chance was to remove my suit and swim to shore naked. That was also easier said than done. I managed to loosen the drawstring, but as the suit slid off my ass, it got snagged on my feet. Tomas jerked back on the pole, yanking my feet toward him and plunging my head under water. I struggled to right myself and catch my breath, kicking my feet desperately to ditch the trunks. They finally came free, and I started to glide forward. But my struggling had left me winded, and worse, Robby had built up a big lead. 
 
   I flailed after him, but it was hopeless. He beat me to shore easily. I got to the muddy shallows and sat down, gasping for breath, fuming at Tomas and Dave, and suddenly very conscious that I was buck naked. I saw Tomas reel in my swim suit, and then watched the two of them climb into the rowboat and start back to shore, laughing hysterically the whole time.
 
   I was thinking about waiting for them to arrive with my suit, but then I looked over my shoulder to see Robby standing before Becky. Her gaze kept shifting from him to me, and she didn't look happy. I couldn't wait. I got up, and with as much pride as I could muster joined them.
 
   "You cheated, asshole!" I snapped at Robby.
 
   He laughed. "I swear buddy, I had no idea they were up to anything."
 
   "Bullshit, you knew," I hissed. "You wouldn't have bet otherwise."
 
   "Dude, I –"
 
   But before he could finish, Becky jumped in.
 
   "And why did you bet?" She asked me.
 
   "I knew I could beat him," I replied.
 
   "But you didn't, did you?"
 
   "No. But I would have."
 
   "But you didn't. Do you wager me often?"
 
   "Oh come on, Becky, don't turn this into something. It was just bullshit. I wasn't serious. He was never going to pay –"
 
   "Sure I was! I'd never welsh on a bet," he interjected hotly.
 
   "Whatever, dude, this isn't about you."
 
   Now it was Becky's turn, "Seems to me it is about him, since you bet that he could have me if he won. And he did win." She paused. "So what did you bet exactly? Am I supposed to let him bubbuke me?"
 
   "Bukkake," Robby corrected her.
 
   "Bukkake," Becky repeated with a smirk. "Or was I just supposed to spread my legs for him and let him fuck me? I doubt you'd have been so stingy with my body as to offer only a handjob or a blowjob. I mean, he put up a lot of money, he's probably expecting the whole package right?"
 
   I sighed. "Look, honey, I'm sorry. It was a stupid thing to do. I wasn't being serious. Can we just forget it, please?"
 
   She glared at me. "I dunno. I mean, you may have no regard for my reputation, but I don't think it would be responsible of me as a spouse to let you be known as a welsher." She paused again. "But you didn't answer me. Tell me exactly what you bet so I can know what is expected of me."
 
   "I don't know what to say. I'm sorry," I muttered lamely.
 
   She turned away from me, disgusted. "How about you," she said turning to Robby, "what were you expecting?"
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Consequences
 
    
 
   Robby smiled and responded smoothly, "Any affection from a woman as beautiful as you would be a worthy prize.”
 
   I actually chuckled. There was no way Becky would fall for such a cheesy line. But instead of laughing, she blushed and lowered her eyes bashfully.
 
   Robby continued, “But before you decide, you need all the information. I mean, Rich here is showing off what he has to offer." Robby pointed down to my penis, hanging naked and shriveled in front of me. "You should be able to compare before you decide how to distribute your charms."
 
   And with that, he yanked down his swim trunks. I actually breathed a sigh of relief. The guy thought he was God's gift to women, but really he was a flabby guy with back hair, bad tattoos, and probably the ugliest cock I've ever seen. It was oversized, blotchy, uncut, and misshapen, and it reminded me of a homemade Italian sausage more than anything else. 
 
   But not being gay or a woman apparently gave me a skewed perspective. Instead of recoiling in horror, Becky's eyes went wide and she gasped, "Oh my, you're a big boy!"
 
   Robby grabbed his tool and slowly started stroking it. "And best of all, I'm a grower."
 
   His cock began to stiffen, swelling ever larger.
 
   "How big does it get?" Becky asked breathlessly.
 
   He smiled brightly. "You'll have to help me to find out." He stepped forward, so that he was now just inches away from my wife. "You can touch it," he offered generously.
 
   She reached out and tentatively wrapped her hand around his shaft, lifting it gently. "It's so heavy."
 
   He placed his hand over hers and encouraged her to slide her palm up and down his cock. As it hardened, it grew into a more defined shape. She pulled back his foreskin, exposing a bulbous purple head, and his shaft stiffened and began to curve slightly upward. What had begun as an ugly, lumpy mass resolved into a thick, powerful tool, at least nine inches long and as fat as a beer bottle.
 
   "Kiss it," he said simply, his tone treading the fine line between a request and an order.
 
   She looked up at me, seemingly daring me to try to stop her. But her intentions seemed clear. She was still stroking him up and down firmly.
 
   I was too shocked to respond. This couldn’t be happening.
 
   She looked back up at Robby. "Well, I guess it is the least I can do. You won the race after all," she cooed.
 
   The least?
 
   She leaned forward and gently kissed the head of his cock. Just a quick peck at first. But then she kissed him again, her tongue now flicking out to lick him lightly. All the while, her hand, still covered with his, was continually pumping his shaft. As her kisses became more aggressive, a tiny drop of pre-cum appeared from his slit, which Becky promptly licked clean.
 
   He knew he had her. He reached out with his other hand and grabbed the back of her head, and then slowly pressed his cock into her mouth.
 
   "That's it, baby, suck it good," he moaned.
 
   He was far too big for her to take more than the first couple of inches, but he seemed content enough with that. He slowly thrust the head of his cock in and out of her mouth. She looked up at him, her blue eyes half-lidded and sultry. After a couple of minutes, she took him out of her mouth, and now kissed and licked sloppily up and down his thick shaft. When she resumed stroking his cock while sucking the head, it squished wetly in her hands.
 
   "Oh yeah, that feels so good. You’re so fucking hot."
 
   Her eyes shined at the compliment.
 
   He would probably have finished in her mouth then and there, but suddenly we heard a car door slam from a couple of houses over, and saw some movement through the trees. Becky looked up, startled, and stood up quickly.
 
   "Maybe we should go inside," she suggested, turning quickly up the path toward the house. Robby followed her eagerly, his cock at attention before him.
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Descent
 
    
 
   As my wife and Robby disappeared into the house, Dave and Tomas walked up behind me. I rounded on them.
 
   "Assholes!" I hissed. "You did this!" I shouted, waving vaguely in the direction of where Becky and Robby had gone.
 
   Dave held up his hands. "Whoa, buddy, you can't blame us. We were just fucking around. We never thought Becky would actually suck his dick. I mean, what the fuck? How could we have known?"
 
   Tomas was watching me sheepishly. "Dude, I wouldn't have done it if I'd known. I thought it was just a good goof, especially since you and Robby were getting all macho with each other. I’d have hooked him instead if you two had changed positions."
 
   I started to reply and then stopped. Blaming these guys was pointless. And anyway, I had bigger problems. I yanked my shorts from Tomas' outstretched hand, slipped them on, and ran up to the house.
 
   Robby and Becky were standing intertwined just inside the door. It took my eyes a second to adjust to the light, so I heard the moaning and squishing before I fully realized what was going on. When I could see again, I saw that she was stroking his cock vigorously, her hand a blur as it pumped up and down his shaft. He'd pulled her bikini top down and was sucking on her breasts. He was working on the left one, but her right nipple was red, wet and puffy attesting to his previous attention. Her bikini bottoms were down around her ankles, and he was roughly jamming two fat fingers deep into her wet twat. Her tightly trimmed muff glistened with her juices.
 
   "I can't believe this!" I exclaimed.
 
   Robby gave me an amused look as he continued to finger fuck my wife.
 
   "Do you want me to stop?" He asked her.
 
   "God, no," she moaned as his thick fingers stretched out her cunt.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed that the margarita pitcher was more than half empty. Her eyes were heavy lidded not just with sexual excitement but also with booze.
 
   "You're drunk, honey," I muttered, trying to sound collected and reasonable. "Do you realize what you're doing?"
 
   She smirked at me. "I'm not so drunk that I don't know what I want. But maybe I'm just drunk enough to do it."
 
   "This is crazy," I whined.
 
   "You're the one who wagered me and brought this beautiful cock into my life. And now you're going to pay the price," she replied tauntingly.
 
   I was struck literally speechless, and when Becky realized I had nothing to say, she turned to Robby who was still fingering her vigorously.
 
   "So, are you gonna fuck me with that thing, or just keep teasing me?"
 
   "Baby, I'm gonna fuck the everliving shit out of you," he said with a smirk.
 
   He grabbed her around the waist and lifted her off the ground effortlessly. Her bikini bottoms slid off her feet and fell to the floor. He sat back on the sofa and pulled her into his lap. She reached down, positioned his cock, and roughly impaled herself on his member.
 
   "Oh fuck, that's good," she hissed through clenched teeth, grinding her pelvis down against his.
 
   He slapped her ass hard. "Less talking, more fucking," he barked. He grabbed a butt cheek in each of his beefy paws and began pumping her up and down on his cock.
 
   She was moaning loudly now, gasping for breath.
 
   "So good, so good, so good," she grunted in time as he filled her over and over. She growled loudly, and threw back her head in passion. "Yes, I'm coming!"
 
   "That was fast," he laughed as she settled back in his lap, her arms draped over his shoulders, a goofy satisfied grin on her face. "But don't get too comfortable, I'm gonna wear that pussy out."
 
   With that he started fucking her hard from beneath. Her moans started up again, and the room filled with the sounds of her pussy squishing as he speared her over and over. He shoved a finger in her mouth, and when it was nice and wet, he slid it between her butt cheeks and pressed it firmly up her ass. She squealed at the intrusion. He silenced her by pulling her mouth to his and kissing her roughly. He alternated jamming his finger in her ass and his cock in her pussy over and over, making sure she was constantly being penetrated. She was responding enthusiastically. She was gasping and moaning, her breasts puffy, and her nipples hard as pencil erasers.
 
   He grabbed a handful of her hair and held her face inches from his.
 
   "I'm gonna nut in your mouth, baby, and you're gonna swallow all of it."
 
   She gave him a small, submissive nod. She almost never lets me come in her mouth normally, but then again, there was nothing normal about this situation at all.
 
   He stood and pushed her to her knees on the floor before him. With one hand he held her steady by her hair. With the other he began stroking his cock. She opened her mouth, her eyes locked on his. With a grunt he fired first one, then a second, then a third thick stream of jism into her mouth. She swallowed his load quickly, and then he pressed his cock past her lips as he continued to drain his cock into her mouth.
 
   When he was done, he sat back down heavily, pulling her onto the sofa, pressing her face into his lap. She sucked him off wetly, taking his now semi-flaccid cock deep into her mouth.
 
   "Okay, that's enough now. You've had your fun." I said, trying to sound reasonable.
 
   He laughed. "Dude, we're just warming up. Grab yourself a beer, pull up a chair, and enjoy the show. You'll get your turn later."
 
   She was on her hands and knees on the sofa blowing him. He was leaning back, enjoying her mouth on his cock. He slid his hand between her legs and simultaneously penetrated her pussy and ass with his thumb and index finger. She gasped and redoubled her efforts, taking him even deeper and fondling his balls.
 
   He got hard again in a hurry and without comment seized her by the throat and pushed backward so that she was on her back with her head jammed up into the rear corner of the sofa. Wedging her leg over his shoulder, he quickly fed his cock back into her wet snatch.
 
   There was nothing tender or romantic about it. He fucked her brutally hard, his cock pistoning into her stretched pussy remorselessly. And amazingly, she seemed to love it. Whether it was his big cock or the novel experience of being used like a nothing more than a convenient hole, there was no denying her pleasure. She was moaning passionately, her hips pumping to meet his thrusts, her hands caressing her own breasts absentmindedly.
 
   She came hard, gasping for breathe, screaming in passion, "Oh God yes, oh my fucking God!"
 
   But even as she seemed to collapse, exhausted, taking him passively, he continued his merciless pace. His cock bludgeoned into her over and over. Her swollen pussy lips clung obscenely to his thick shaft on each upstroke. He was fucking her so violently that her tits bounced wildly, except when he reached down to maul her breasts with his big paw.
 
   "Fuck yeah," he growled. "You like that you little slut? You like being fucked like a cheap whore?"
 
   "Yes," she hissed.
 
   "You're taking it like a cheap whore. Not even like one of those expensive bitches. No, this is how you fuck a street whore. The ones who fuck bareback for a twenty or a hit of crack."
 
   She let out a throaty moan.
 
   "But you're even cheaper, 'cause you're doing it for free, aren't you? Doing it just because you like it, you dirty cunt."
 
   He pounded her even harder. He was getting off on humiliating her. And she was loving it too, her face now flushed, her eyes gleaming, as her hand reached down and started flicking her clit.
 
   "You know we're just getting started? I'm gonna turn you out baby. Do shit to you that you never even dreamed of."
 
   She shrieked and her body convulsed orgasmically.
 
   I'd had enough. More than enough. I stumbled out of the house and collapsed to my knees by the lake. From inside the house, I could still hear them screwing roughly, their bodies slapping together, her moans constant, his grunting taunts audible but incomprehensible.
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Debauched
 
    
 
   I heard footsteps and turned to see Dave approaching me. God, I was so angry. I got to my feet, fists balled tightly, ready to launch myself at him.
 
   He put up his hands. "Dude, chill out. You're beef is inside with them, not out here with me."
 
   "Fuck!" I hissed. "Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuuuckkk!" I was beside myself.
 
   Dave put a hand on my forearm and looked me in the eye.
 
   "Don't make a mountain out of a molehill."
 
   "Dude, what the fuck are you talking about? This is fucking Mount Everest. Your asshole friend is fucking my wife like a whore."
 
   "And she's enjoying it," he replied.
 
   It took all my self-restraint to stop from taking a poke at him.
 
   "Fuck you!"
 
   "Look man, I've seen this shit before. Robby has a way. He does this to girls. Brings out their inner slut."
 
   I stared at him incredulously.
 
   "I'm serious. There is something about him. Like he's dirty, but safe. They know he'll fuck 'em like whores but that they won't end up in a ditch or something. I dunno, but deep inside, lots of women have slut fantasies, and somehow Rob is the guy who brings that out."
 
   "This is bullshit. Becky isn't like that."
 
   "Oh? Really? Because last time I checked, she was riding Robby's cock like her life depended on it. Look, how long you have you guys been married? Five years?"
 
   "Seven," I replied.
 
   "Dude, I know it is a cliché, but it is a cliché for a reason. Seven year itch. And what, she's looking the big 3-0 in the face, right?"
 
   I nodded.
 
   "And I bet you guy are talking about having kids, right?"
 
   I nodded again.
 
   "Put it together man. She's been fantasizing about a last fling for a while probably, and Robby's macho horseshit and your dumbass bet gave her the opportunity and excuse she was looking for."
 
   "This can't be happening."
 
   "It doesn't mean shit, dude. She's just taking a little walk on the wild side. When it’s over, she'll be your sweet, faithful, little Becky all over again. In the meantime, though, have fun with it. She's looking for a good time, but that doesn't mean you can't take advantage of it too."
 
   My head was spinning. This was all too much. Dave put his hand on my shoulder and walked me back toward the house. I was too discombobulated to resist.
 
   As before it took me a second to adjust to the light, and then another few seconds to realize what was happening.
 
   "Oh Jesus," I groaned.
 
   He was fucking her doggy style now. She was on the sofa, on her hands and knees, her head resting on the back cushion. He was standing on the floor, behind her, legs shoulder-width apart for maximum thrusting power. Her ass was red and covered with handprints from where he'd spanked her. The house was warm, and they'd now been going at it for a while. Her hair was matted with sweat, her large breasts swaying beneath her wildly. 
 
   But most shockingly, he was jamming his thumb repeatedly into her ass, pulling it out and pressing it into her mouth. She'd then suck his thumb enthusiastically for a few moments until he'd remove it from her mouth and shove it back up her butt. He did this over and over.
 
   Becky and I have always had a good, but pretty vanilla sex life. I could understand that she had some hidden kinks, but she seemed to have hurdled right over experimentation into depravity. There no way this could be her first time letting loose like this. It had come too easy. 
 
   Robby saw me enter and called out. "Rich, get over here. Get your dick wet," he said gesturing toward her mouth.
 
   I was angry. Hurt and angry. She was just a whore. A stupid, fucking whore. I stomped over to her. She looked up at me with plaintive eyes. For a moment we had a connection again. She was asking me not to do it, I think. And then, as I watched, he took his thumb from her ass and shoved it back in her mouth, and she attacked it eagerly, her tongue circling his thumb. 
 
   I'd had enough. I dropped my shorts and pulled out my cock. I was already half-hard in anticipation and after a few rough strokes, I was fully erect. I pushed my cock against her mouth, and she, reluctantly it seemed, accepted my member. But reluctant or not, it still felt great. Her mouth was hot and wet, and she was bouncing back and forth as he thrust into her from behind.
 
   "Just a sec," Robby interjected, pressing his thumb back into her mouth, which she again slurped down eagerly. 
 
   It made my blood boil to see her apparently more enthusiastic about tasting her own ass than sucking my cock. So, when it was my turn again, I didn't hold back. Grabbing a hold of her hair, I fucked her face hard, slamming her backward against Robby's big tool. He returned the favor by banging her from behind, impaling her throat on my shaft. We ping ponged her back and forth several times, until he thrust so hard that she swallowed me whole, balls deep. It was too much. I just exploded, spurting a load deep into her mouth, and the rest all over her face as she recoiled in surprise.
 
   The sun, the booze, the swirling emotions, and now an earth shaking orgasm left me lightheaded. I stumbled backward and fell into a chair and watched as Robby continued to wear out her snatch with his big tool. Becky was grunting loudly with each thrust, attesting to the effect he was having on her. 
 
   It was having an effect on Dave and Tomas as well, both of whom were staring at the lewd scene, slack jawed with obvious bulges in their pants. Robby noticed as well, and he waved Dave over.
 
   "Your turn, buddy," he said, sliding his own cock out of Becky's pussy and walking around the sofa and feeding his prick into her mouth. Dave looked over at me, then down at my wife's very wet, very swollen snatch. Her ass was gyrating slowly, sexily, as she slobbered on Robby's tool. Dave looked at me again, shrugged, and then stepped up and slowly pressed his member inside her, making her gasp excitedly.
 
   She must have still felt pretty good because when he got balls deep, Dave let out a contented little sigh to go with a big grin. He took his time, fucking her with deep, slow strokes, giving her the entire length of his cock. In the meantime she was worshipping Robby's prick. He was too big to take fully in her mouth, but she made up for it by licking him up and down, both her hands pumping his shaft vigorously.
 
   "That's it baby. Work my cock. Work it like a good little whore. You're like a pig on the spit, taking it in both ends, aren't you baby? A good little fuck pig."
 
   He turned toward me. "Did you know you were married to a whore? 'Cause I did. Knew it the first time I saw her. With those big tits and that angelic little face. I knew there was a gutterslut in there, just waiting to burst out."
 
   I just stared at him blankly. What was there to say? He was right of course, and I had all the evidence I needed right in front of me.
 
   Dave started moaning louder, prompting Robby to turn back toward him. "Don't come inside her. Her cunt is sloppy wet enough as is."
 
   Dave nodded and then after another couple of thrusts, pulled out and came in a pool all over her lower back. As he stumbled out of the way, Robby waved Tomas over. "Stick your dick in that little slut," he urged.
 
   Tomas didn't need any more encouragement. Fumbling with his shorts as he walked, he freed his cock just in time and rammed it home. Becky threw her head back and gasped. Tomas wasn't anywhere as big as Robby, but he was definitely packing, and he was anything but gentle, slamming into her hard and fast.
 
   "Yeah, shred that pussy, shred that thing," Robby bellowed with a laugh, as Becky grunted and hissed with each thrust.
 
   The one bright point was that as rough as he was, there was no way Tomas would last long, and sure enough after just a couple of minutes, he pulled out and added his load to Davey's on her lower back.
 
   Now it was Robby's turn, but he wanted some encouragement from Becky.
 
   "Do you want my come?" he asked her.
 
   She looked up at him, her pale blue, half-lidded eyes fixing his. She nodded curtly.
 
   "Say it," he hissed.
 
   "I want your come," she replied submissively, her hands stroking his cock faster now.
 
   "Where?"
 
   "I want your come in my mouth."
 
   "That's all?"
 
   "I want to taste your come," she moaned. "I want you to come in my mouth. Come in my slutty mouth again. I want you to make me swallow your load."
 
   "You're a dirty little whore, aren't you?"
 
   "Yes," she gasped. "I'm a filthy, cum-guzzling whore."
 
   Those were apparently the magic words because suddenly Robby's prick erupted, depositing a massive load in her mouth, and then twitching upward to continue spurting all over her face and lips. 
 
   Robby took a step back and let out a deep laugh as he looked over my wife. God, she was a mess, a freshly fucked mess. Her hair was all disheveled, her body heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her ass cheeks were covered with handprints, and her face and lower back were coated with come. She was still on her knees, her wet, swollen pussy on prominent display, and her asshole pulsing and still damp from Robby's rough fingering.
 
   "Get cleaned up, bitch, and make us some dinner. And then we can talk about round two."
 
   She stumbled to her feet and walked to the bathroom hunched up to prevent the jism from dripping onto the sofa. A moment later, we heard the shower come on. She might be able to wash away the evidence, but I knew I never be able to look at her the same again.
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Novelty
 
    
 
   Robby passed around another round of beers, and toasted Becky, "Nothing like a grade-A whore to turn a boring weekend in the woods into a memorable experience."
 
   He sat down across from me, "I told you she was a player."
 
   I grunted, but said nothing.
 
   He laughed. "You really didn't know, did you?"
 
   "Hey, lay off him," Dave chimed in.
 
   For some reason, that really set me off. Robby was a monster, no doubt, but Dave was supposed to be my friend. And he’d betrayed me the minute he got the chance.
 
   "Fuck you, asshole! You put your dick inside her the first chance you got."
 
   He shook his head and chuckled softly. "Dude, I'm only human. She was presenting like a baboon in heat. Plus, you'd just finished painting her face white. Sorry if I got the wrong message."
 
   Robby put his hands up in a peacemaking gesture. "Gentlemen, gentlemen, that's all in the past. No point in rehashing who spooged in which hole first. What we need to decide is what to do with sweet Becky this evening."
 
   "How about you just leave her alone?" I suggested glumly.
 
   "Maybe if you ask nicely," Robby taunted back.
 
   "Fuck you, I'm not going to beg you not to fuck my wife."
 
   He gave me a smirk. He had a hundred pounds on me, had been in the Army, in combat. Even if I were armed it wouldn't have been a fair fight. I'd need Tomas and Dave on my side, but realistically, they were more likely to break things up than help me. Kicking his ass might have solved things. I doubted getting my ass kicked would.
 
   After a moment, he turned back to the others. "So, as I was saying, what should we do with our little Becky tonight? I'm thinking I want to sample, that sweet, sweet ass."
 
   I sort of snorted at that.
 
   "What?"
 
   "She doesn't do that," I replied.
 
   Robby laughed again. "You're telling me you've never fucked that tight little ass?"
 
   I shook my head. "I told you, she doesn't do that."
 
   The truth was, I’d never asked her to. 
 
   "Dude, from the way her snatch juiced up when I first fingered her ass, I can promise you that not only has she taken it up the ass lots of times, she really loves it. It's just that you're such a prude that she probably was afraid of mentioning it to you."
 
   "I'm not a prude."
 
   "You're either a prude or half-a-gay."
 
   "Fuck you," I hissed sullenly.
 
   Just then, Becky reemerged from the bathroom, dressed in sweatpants and a t-shirt.
 
   Robby didn't hesitate. He stalked across the room and got right up in her face.
 
   "What the fuck are you wearing?"
 
   "Wha, what?" She stammered.
 
   He grabbed the front of her t-shirt and tore it off.
 
   "What are you doing?" She shrieked, her large breasts jiggling before her.
 
   "When you're around me, I want you bare ass naked."
 
   "Now, wait a sec—" she started to reply, but he cut her off by reaching for her pants.
 
   She backed away, "No, wait, I'll do it myself!" She quickly slid off her sweatpants. He nodded at her panties, and she removed those as well. She stood before him, completely naked, and suddenly obviously excited. Her face was flush, her nipples erect, and her breasts heaved up and down as she breathed rapidly.
 
   He nodded approvingly. "We were just talking about fucking your sweet little ass tonight."
 
   She smirked. "Do I get a say in any of this?"
 
   I don't know which of us was most surprised by what happened next. Robby flung his hand out like a flash, and struck Becky across the cheek. It sounded like a gunshot. I heard Dave and Tomas gasp. Becky was too shocked to speak. She just stood them trembling. And I was completely paralyzed as well.
 
   "Shut your whore mouth," Robby hissed. "From now on, I want you to use your mouth for only three things: offering me a beer, answering a direct question, sucking cock. Got it?"
 
   She was still trembling. She shot me a quick glance, before returning her gaze to him. A little grin came across her face. "Would you like a beer?"
 
   Tomas and Dave burst out laughing. And even I had to shake my head in grudging admiration. Robby was an asshole. An arrogant, bullying douchebag. But, in a weird way, I had to admit, he had a better read on my own wife than I did.
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Cards
 
    
 
   She cooked dinner for us naked, and served us beers, and set the table, and then waited on us as we ate. Every time she passed close to Robby her pawed her possessively, tweaking her nipples, slapping her ass, fingering her snatch. Soon her submissiveness and the beers encouraged Dave and Tomas to join in, and by the end of dinner all three of them were casually molesting my wife.
 
   After she'd cleaned up the dishes, Robby called her over. She stood before him attentively.
 
   "So, Rich says you've never been fucked up the ass, is that true?"
 
   She blushed a deep red. "Yes," she replied softly.
 
   "Yes, you've never been assfucked? Or yes, you have."
 
   "I've never."
 
   He regarded her coldly. "Don't lie to me."
 
   "No, it's true. I've thought about it. But no one, you know..."
 
   He shook his head sadly. "I can't believe that a sweet little piece of tail like you has never been bent over and truly reamed out. Boggles the fucking mind."
 
   He turned back towards us. "Well now, that changes things doesn't it? Popping an anal cherry deserves a little ceremony, doesn't it?"
 
   At this point, truth is, we were all in his thrall, just waiting to see what Robby said next.
 
   "Maybe seeing prize would be helpful," Tomas offered eagerly.
 
   Robby grinned. "Great idea." He turned to Becky, "Okay, doll, bend over the table and spread those cheeks."
 
   She hesitated for just a moment, until he hissed, "do it." She approached and stood between Robby and me. Then she spread her legs apart, and bent over, chest down on the table. Without further prompting, she reached back, and with one hand on each ass cheek, spread herself open obscenely. Tomas and Dave leaned over to view what Robby and I could already see clearly, my wife totally exposed, her pussy glistening with excitement, and her tight little, pink, puckered asshole, pulsing slightly.
 
   "Hmmm mmm, good enough to eat," exclaimed Robby, and without hesitation, he dove down between her cheeks, running his tongue up the length of her snatch and then tickling her ass with the tip of his tongue.
 
   She gasped, then moaned, then shuddered, her ass now gyrating in quick little circles as she ground her clit into the table. I'd never seen her this sexual. This out of control. It was hot and yet terrifying. Exciting, yet appalling. And whatever else, it was again obvious that nothing would ever be the same again.
 
   Robby sat back in his chair. Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted an old poker set.
 
   "That's it, Texas Hold 'Em. Last man standing gets Becky and her virgin ass for the night."
 
   Robby set up the game, and ordered Becky back to her beer duties.
 
   The game went surprisingly fast. Being drunk and aroused makes for poor poker discipline. I used that to my advantage. I knocked out Davey first after he went all-in chasing a flush. Then Tomas took out Robby by pulling a straight on the river.
 
   "Well, well, looks like we're getting to the endgame," Robby exclaimed after that. "Better get Becky ready for her role in all of this."
 
   He bent her back over the table and began fingering her butt. He'd grabbed a tub of margarine from the fridge and was using it to grease her up. It was more than a little difficult to concentrate after that, with my wife moaning and groaning as she squirmed across the table, two fingers in her ass.
 
   Tomas' aggressiveness helped him pull ahead. He kept stealing blinds with crazy bets. I knew I had to make a move. I was dealt an ace and king of diamonds, and decided to push the pace. Tomas followed along. I knew I'd made the right move when I flopped another ace and the four and five of diamonds that left me one card short of a flush. I went all in. Not enough knock him out, but it would have left him so short-stacked as to make the rest of the game a formality. Tomas bit, and flipped over pocket twos. I had the stronger hand, and it got stronger still. On the turn, Davey turned over another king. I now had two pairs, aces and kings, with a flush still in play.
 
   I was actually already thinking ahead to how I would handle things. As tempting as it was to take out my aggression by roughly sodomizing Becky, I decided that instead I'd use the night together to try to sort things out, to understand and to fix things if possible. I was already starting to put together what I was going to say when Davey turned over the last card.
 
   A two. A fucking two of clubs. He'd beaten me, three-of-a-kind to two-pair. And the fact that he had three shit cards while I had two high pairs made no fucking different. 
 
   Tomas let out a wild whoop, and Robby clapped him on the shoulder.
 
   "Damn boy, let's toast your win, and then you can take her into the bedroom and wear out that ass."
 
   I sat there in shock as Robby cracked open the tequila bottle and poured three big shots for himself, Dave, and Tomas who had followed him over to the kitchen.
 
   For a brief moment, I was alone with Becky.
 
   "Why are you doing this?" I muttered to her softly.
 
   She looked at me blankly, uncomprehendingly. "You're the one who keeps betting me," she replied.
 
   I groaned. There was no way to unravel this easily. Then out of the corner of my eye, I noticed something weird. Just before he turned to pass out the glasses, Robby dropped something into Tomas' shot. Before I could say anything, they were clinking glasses, and Tomas had downed the concoction.
 
   Drunkenly, but confidently, he walked over and took Becky by the hand.
 
   I reached out for her and caught her by the fingertips.
 
   "You don't have to do this," I suggested.
 
   "I know," she replied cryptically, and then she was gone, submissively trailing behind Tomas into the bedroom.
 
   Once the door closed, I approached Robby.
 
   "What did you put in his drink?"
 
   Robby laughed. "Oh that? That's just my special mix. Cialis and Zoloft. The Cialis will keep him hard all night, and the Zoloft will keep him from coming too fast. Perfect formula to wear out a virgin asshole."
 
   "That's my wife you're doing this to," I hissed.
 
   Dave chuckled.
 
   "And, what are you laughing at?" I snapped.
 
   "Its just that you seem more upset at the idea of Becky getting her ass well-fucked than you were at idea of it getting fucked in the first place."
 
   "How can you be part of this? What about the bro code?" I asked.
 
   Robby jumped in. "You're not my bro. You're just some dude with a hot wife and piss-poor sense of humor."
 
   "I wasn't talking to you."
 
   Dave said, "Look Rich, you've got this shit all wrong. I'm just following your lead. If you don't go ahead and face fuck Becky like she's a two dollar whore, there's no way I take my turn this afternoon. And tonight man, you were more into the game than anyone else."
 
   Now it was Robby's turn again, "Face it, buddy, this is on you and that hot little number in the bedroom. And truth is, my guess is that this is all a fucking setup, a weird, little sex game the two of you play. Well, whatever, I'm happy to play along as long as I can get my dick wet."
 
   "No, no, God damn it," I hissed, "that's not true at all. I've never—"
 
   My rant was interrupted by the sounds coming from the bedroom: Becky's high-pitched squeals, Tomas' forceful grunts, the bed creaking ominously, and the headboard smashing over and over into the wall.
 
   Robby giggled and then putting his finger to his lips he stalked over to the closed door, with Dave and me trailing after him. He opened the door just a crack allowing us to peer in.
 
   She was on her back, her legs wedged over Tomas' shoulders, and he was on his knees between her legs vigorously stroking his thick cock into her once-tight anus. Her face was contorted in pain, her eyes wedged tightly shut, but all of that was belied by her body-language, by the way she pumped his hips to meet his thrusts, the way her nipples stood out erect from her waxy and puffy areolas, the way her fingers were intertwined with his.
 
   We watched for a few moments, and then she noticed us.
 
   "Shut that fucking door, you perverts!"
 
   Robby chuckled and pulled the door shut, leaving Tomas and my wife to their rutting.
 
   Robby's chemical concoction apparently had the desired effect. For the next two hours and periodically for the rest of the night, Tomas and Becky filled the small cottage with the sounds of their rough coupling. 
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Daybreak
 
    
 
   Needless to say, I barely slept, despite more beers and shots than I could count. Still, I must have dozed off because when I woke up on Saturday morning, there was bright morning sunlight streaming through the windows. 
 
   From my bunk, I could again hear sounds of sex. But then as I oriented myself, I realized it was coming from the main room, not the bedroom. I stumbled out to find Becky sitting in Robby's lap, bouncing up and down on his big tool. He was sucking and mauling her breasts roughly, and she loved it. Her eyes were shut tightly, her brow furrowed in concentration, and she was biting her lip, all of which I recognized as her "I'm coming soon" look.
 
   Robby noticed me and gave me a big grin. Then he gestured for me to walk around behind Becky. I thought he just wanted me out of her line of sight or that he wanted to rub it in that he was fucking her by letting me see his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. But then he spread her ass cheeks so I could see what Tomas had done to her. Her anus was puffy and dark red, and obviously had been well fucked.
 
   At that point, she started grunting loudly, coming hard. Robby pulled her tight and scooted down a bit so that she was almost laying flat against him instead of sitting up, his cock still buried deep in her snatch.
 
   "Put it in her ass," he suggested, tossing me the same tub of margarine from last night.
 
   "No," she whimpered. "It's too sore." She tried to squirm away, but he held her tight.
 
   "It wasn't too sore for Tomas, now was it?" Robby taunted. He looked back at me, "do it, you know you want to."
 
   And I did. I always had, but had never had the guts to suggest it. And now, after a whole night of hearing my wife getting buttfucked in the next room, and seeing her open and available before me, I couldn't resist.
 
   I coated my cock, and stepped up close. I'd seen this done many times in porn, but the logistics of double penetration are more messy in real life than in the movies. I was squatting, and hunched over. My legs were brushing against Robby's, and it was disconcerting to see his cock just inches from mine as I entered her. Her ass resisted for just a moment, and then I was in.
 
   She tensed and let out a pained mewl as my dick slid deep into her ass, but the experience was too novel, too exciting to stop. I began fucking her butt slowly. It felt different from a pussy, almost like a rubber ring sliding up and down my cock rather than a sleeve. Different, but good. And then Robby began thrusting as well, and I could feel his hardness moving inside her separated from me by just a thin wall of flesh.
 
   I was so focused on my own sensations that it took me a while to notice Becky's response. She was no longer rigid. Instead, she was pumping her hips, slowly at first, but then ever faster, thrusting back against the two hard cocks invading her. She was kissing Robby wetly, gasping as she did. She came again, hard, suddenly. I could feel her pussy pulsing on his cock, her ass simultaneously squeezing my own rod. It was too much at once. I came hard, filling her ass with my jism.
 
   As I finished, the rest of my body revolted from the weird position I was in. I could feel my thighs beginning to cramp, so I rose quickly, and stepped back away from them.
 
   Robby was still fucking her hard from underneath. He slid two fingers into her ass to replace my cock.
 
   "Thanks for stretching her out," he grunted. 
 
   With that, he pulled out his cock and quickly maneuvered my wife onto all fours. She looked back at him anxiously as he squatted and slowly pressed his big tool into her battered anus. She winced in pain, but held still otherwise, taking him deep.
 
   "See, told you it wasn't too big. You just needed a starter cock to loosen you up," he said with a chuckle.
 
   As he slowly sodomized her, Becky and I locked eyes. Her face was oddly, enigmatically expressionless. For a long while I tried to puzzle it out. Was she having an out of body experience? Was this a sign of her disappointment or contempt with me? Was she just embarrassed, mortified, and suppressing it?
 
   Her body, though, was responding to being penetrated over and over. Her ass was circling languidly, meeting his thrusts. Her nipples were erect, punctuating her gently swaying breasts. I looked again at her face, and when I did, she gave me a quick wink.
 
   I heard a voice behind me and turned to see Dave and Tomas standing side by side, watching me watch my wife getting assfucked. I realized I still had my shorts around my ankles, my now flaccid prick dangling before me. I turned beet red. 
 
   I pulled up my shorts, and pushed my way through them to get outside. It was a cool morning, and I was just in boxers and t-shirt, but even still I starting walking through the woods barefoot. For an hour I circled the lake, avoiding built-up lots, communing with nature.
 
   The whole thing felt like a dream, a nightmare really. What the fuck was going on? I wondered over and over, never quite able to move past that initial question in my mind.
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Revelation
 
    
 
   By the time I got back, Davey was sitting out on the deck, but both Tomas and Robby were out of sight. I assumed they were probably inside with their dicks buried in my wife, but then I noticed that she was actually out on the lake, floating in an inner tube. It was the first time in twenty-four hours that I had a chance to get her really alone, so I grabbed a float and paddled out to her.
 
   She turned to face me as I approached.
 
   "I think we need to talk," I said, glumly.
 
   She smiled. "It's okay. I'm not angry."
 
   "You're not?" I replied.
 
   "No, I'm not, but it took me a while to figure out what you were up to. I never realized you were that kinky."
 
   I was baffled. But before I could clarify, she continued.
 
   "Well, I mean, it's obvious now. You drag me up here with three virtual strangers. You get the booze flowing. You're all talking about raunchy sex. I missed the clue with the bukkake discussion. I guess you were hoping I'd ask for a demonstration then?"
 
   "No, I—"
 
   "It's okay. I know it's embarrassing to ask for kinky stuff. But then when you bet me, well, it was pretty obvious. And I figured, what the heck, it might be fun. And I have to admit," she blushed, "it has been. Though my bottom is definitely enjoying a nice soak right now." She giggled.
 
   I was speechless. All of this was a misunderstanding? Becky was just trying to fulfill what she thought was my fantasy.
 
   "I'd say that you owe me one," she added, "but this definitely pushed some of my buttons too.”
 
   “Some?”
 
   She blushed. “A lot. I’ve always…. Well, you know now.”
 
   It was weird. Even after everything that had happened, she was still too timid to voice her desires out loud. Somehow, though, Robby had seen it. And it made wonder if he was right about how she’d been before we met. She’d been too willing, too excited, and too capable of enjoying it for this to have been her first walk on the wild side.
 
   We floated there in silence for a bit, both of us lost in thought. After a while, we drifted to shore, and walked back to the house. As we approached the deck, Becky turned to me.
 
   "I love you baby. Enjoy it. I will." Then she stepped back. "Time to get back in character."
 
   Before I could process that, she walked through the door, and promptly stripped off her bathing suit. 
 
   "Anyone want a beer?" she said to cheers.
 
   We had another day planned at the house, and it was a replay of the last. Becky handed out a round of blowjobs, and then Davey whined that he hadn't sampled her ass yet, so they took care of that right on the sofa, my wife riding my college roommate with his dick in her butt. 
 
   She cooked us dinner, and served us, and then Robby suggested another poker game to determine who got her for the night. Robby won, and again put his pharmaceutical skills to work to ensure a long night of loud, rough sex.
 
   She slept late the next morning, and I packed up the car. On the drive home, Becky sucked the guys off in turn to pass the time. Thankfully, when we got home, everyone was too exhausted to suggest more, and the guys just went off to their cars and went their separate ways.
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Epilogue
 
    
 
   I didn't see those guys much anyway, so there wasn't much opportunity for more drama. Becky and I settled back into our normal routine, though she was definitely more aggressive and, well, raunchy in the sack. At best, that felt like a cold comfort, and it was difficult to get the images from that weekend out of my mind.
 
   My parents did end up putting the cottage on the market, and it sold right away, which gave them a nice little infusion of retirement cash. But then came a real surprise.
 
   Becky was going through the mail that winter, when she gasped, "Wow! You won't believe this." She handed me an envelope.
 
   It was from Robby:
 
   Hey guys, had a great time with you up at the lake. Let's do it again some time.
 
   Enclosed was a deed to the cottage. He'd bought the place and signed it over to us.
 
   Becky turned to me, "Well, what do you say? Think that same weekend will work for you next year?"
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About the Author
 
    
 
   I am your typical family man with a wife and kids and an overactive imagination. I am longtime reader and author of erotic fiction. I write in genres that I find exciting and arousing. Most of my stories are in the naughty wife, wife-watching genre, though occasionally I venture into other subject matter.
 
   Reader feedback is what keeps me going. Please feel free to contact me at ben.boswell.author@gmail.com or visit my blog at benboswell.blogspot.com. You can follow me on Twitter @BenBoswellAut.
 
   I have written three other pieces longer-form fictions.
 
    
 
    
 
   Two Sides of Terri
 
    
 
   Bill has just about the perfect life. Good paying job. Lovely home. Perfect children. And most of all, he has his wife Terri--smart, funny, great with the kids. Thing is, she's a good girl trapped in a bad girl's body. Blonde, busty, and devastatingly beautiful, she makes him want to do dirty things--things you don't admit to wanting from the girl-next-door.
 
    
 
   Or so he thought.
 
    
 
   It starts with a revelation about Chucky, a past boyfriend, and everything he thought he knew about his sweet wife unravels. He becomes obsessed with learning more about this other side of Terri--and everything he learns points back to Chucky, a man she couldn't say no to. Does he dare invite her past back into their present? And if he did, would she now be able to say no?
 
    
 
   Available at Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Two-Sides-Terri-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00HSCMZTW
 
    
 
    
 
   Whatever it Takes
 
    
 
   Daniel and Kris are as white bread as they come. Together since junior high, they have two kids, a house in the suburbs, and no excitements in their lives. Things change when Kris' little sister Jessi moves in. Jessi is everything Kris isn't, reckless, promiscuous, and mixed up with very bad people. As their two orbits intersect, Daniel and Kris get dragged into Jessi's world of drug dealers, strip clubs, and prostitution. Can they survive the dangers? And even if they do, will their marriage? 
 
    
 
   Fueled by their love for each other, and drawing on a strength and resourcefulness they never realized they had, Daniel and Kris are desperate to recover their old lives. To do so, they will do whatever it takes!
 
    
 
   Available at Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Whatever-It-Takes-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00KABTO42
 
    
 
    
 
   Honeymoon Hazards
 
    
 
   After being together for seven years, John and Claire marry and jet off to beautiful Hawaii for their honeymoon. It is a paradise of hard bodies in tiny bikinis, mixed drinks consumed in the hot sun, and a resort built for private encounters. 
 
    
 
   But when John is struck down with a stomach flu, he can do nothing but sit on his balcony and watch others have fun. Discovering his inner voyeur, he finds that spying on a resort full of sexy and adventurous guests is an enjoyable distraction. 
 
    
 
   That is, until he spots his new bride flirting with an oh-so-handsome stranger by the pool. Things really heat up when Claire disappears from view, and he can't find the stranger, either. As John’s imagination runs wild, the line between fantasy and lust blurs until he can no longer tell where his worst fears end and his fondest desires begin.
 
    
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Honeymoon-Hazards-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00N84NIRM
 
    
 
    
 
   COMING SOON!
 
    
 
   The Surrogate Master
 
    
 
   Would you trust a stranger you met online to repair your marriage? Would you be comfortable with him knowing your wife’s most intimate secrets? Would you be willing to let him come into your home, your bedroom?
 
    
 
   When his wife Rachel returns to work after being a stay-at-home mom for five years, Max knows they will have to make some adjustments. What he hasn’t counted on is Jack, Rachel’s new boss. Handsome, aggressive, and domineering, Jack awakens some long dormant desires within Rachel. 
 
    
 
   As Max watches, helpless, the transformation in his wife, he has to deal with his own insecurities and fears. As their marriage faces its ultimate challenge, both Rachel and Max have to confront their pasts, their fears, and their fantasies… but they aren’t alone.
 
    
 
   They meet a stranger online, a man who has an uncanny ability to see both Max and Rachel for who they really are. Tommy offers to help. But what is his game? Is he just an unconventional marriage therapist? Or does he represent an even greater danger than Jack? 
 
    
 
   For more information on The Surrogate Master and other projects, visit http://benboswell.blogspot.com/
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