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    THE REUNION
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    Ryan kicked back on the sectional sofa and put his hands behind his head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You guys, that was the best meal I've had in I can't remember how long," he said, a contented smile on his face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was a pretty damn fantastic dinner, if I do say so myself. I made my famous seared duck breast with orange and thyme, and I served it with a mushroom and spinach risotto, as well as some grilled asparagus with shaved parmesan. It was kick-ass, actually. If I wasn't a real estate lawyer, I think I would have made a great chef. Maybe one of those TV chefs even. I look all right in front of the camera.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My wife, Holly, was sitting next to Ryan on the couch as I relaxed in an overstuffed chair nearby. She patted Ryan on the thigh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm so glad you liked it!" she gushed. "Evan sure knows how to cook. I can't believe I'm not as big as this house."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You look amazing, Holly, even better than you did in high school," Ryan said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Awww, it's so nice of you to lie like that!" Holly laughed. She turned and looked at me. "Isn't Ryan just the nicest?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He sure is," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly did look amazing tonight. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She was wearing this short new black dress that showed off more of her summer-bronzed skin than she usually does, and some sandals she'd bought the other day after a long shopping trip. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She'd just had her blonde hair done, and she got a fresh manicure and pedicure. And she spent all afternoon getting her makeup just right. I'd never seen her go all out like this for one of our houseguests.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She certainly hadn't gotten all gussied up like that for me in a while. I guess we were having a bit of a rough patch in our marriage. Well, maybe more than a patch. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But that sort of thing happens when you've been married 15 years like we have. We still love each other, but things in the sack haven't been very explosive in recent years. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm so happy I reconnected with you at the reunion last week," Ryan said, smiling at my wife. "I wasn't even going to go, and now I'm incredibly glad I did."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly blushed a bit and reached up and flipped her hair a little bit, the way I've seen her do it when she gets a little nervous. And a little flirty.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    They gazed into each other's eyes for a couple of second, and then Ryan turned to me and quickly added in a suddenly serious voice, "Oh, and it's really been great meeting you and getting to know you, Brad."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You too, man," I replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You two have a great thing going," Ryan continued, looking around our large, well-appointed living room. "Beautiful house, a long marriage, just...it's just really great." He chuckled. "Maybe one day I can get some of what you guys have got.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What can I say?" I said. "A little hard work but a lot of luck. I'm lucky I met Holly in college and she said yes when I asked her to marry me. I'm just a really lucky guy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yes you are," Ryan beamed as he turned and looked at my wife again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was starting to get a weird feeling inside. I had gone with Holly to her twentieth high school reunion, and we weren't there 10 minutes when Ryan came up to her and they gave each other a big hug. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was strange. She'd always told me stories about various high school friends and even some of her boyfriends, but Ryan's name had never, ever come up. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    At one point during the reunion, while Ryan was off talking to some other people, I said something about it to her, and she acted a little strangely and said, "Oh, Ryan? I'm sure I told you about him before. Just one of my high school friends, I think maybe we got drunk and made out once or something, but no big deal."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    No big deal, I thought, especially after toward the end of the evening she made a very special point of inviting Ryan over to our house for dinner. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She didn't extend any similar invitations to anyone else that night, not even Shannon, who was her best friend forever in high school and whom she hadn't seen in close to a decade.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I usually don't feel threatened by other men when it comes to my wife. I mean, Holly gets hit on all the time. We're both 38, but she doesn't look a day over thirty. Perfect skin, no wrinkles, no gray hairs, and she has a tight, incredible body from working out every day. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I think she looks even hotter than she did when I first met her during our junior year in college, and she was pretty smokin' back then. Ryan was definitely right about that.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And I'm no slouch myself. I'm not afraid to say I'm a pretty handsome guy. And I've done very well for myself in my career, made a lot of money and bought this big house and several nice cars for my wife and I, plus my boat down at the lake. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Normally, I'd say a guy would have to have a hell of a lot to offer to make Holly even think about fooling around behind my back. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But like I said, we've been in a bit of a rough patch sexually. It's not her fault, it's mine. I've been working on trying to fix it, but I guess I can only do so much given my...situation. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And the thing is, Ryan is a damn good-looking guy. I mean, he's probably better-looking than I am. A couple inches taller, very well-built -- I'm jealous of those biceps he's got peeking out of his tight polo shirt, and I just know my wife noticed those. He looks a little bit younger than me, too. He's a stud, no doubt about it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But what was I going to do when Holly invited him to our house for dinner? Say no? I went along with it and whipped up the best meal I could, just so he could see that in addition to landing a hot wife and having a big, beautiful house and lots of money, I was an ace in the kitchen, too. So multi-talented he shouldn't even think that he might have a shot with my wife. If that's what he was thinking. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I figured that maybe I was being a little paranoid and insecure. But the way they were looking at each other, sitting there next to one another on the couch, I started to wonder if the worry that was gnawing at me was legit.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Man, your wife...she was just so wild in high school!" Ryan blurted out. Holly put her hands over her face, but I could tell she was really blushing now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, is that so?" I grinned. "Tell me more!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ah, well," Ryan laughed. "I don't think she'd want me telling this story."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, really, I want to hear it!" I said, leaning forward, still smiling as Holly pulled her hands off her face and shot me a dirty look.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, well, OK, so one afternoon Shannon, her best friend, comes running over to me and tells me that Holly wants me to come into this empty classroom in the science wing because she wants to give me a blow job."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly shot Ryan a scared look. "Ryan, no, don't--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "A blow job, huh?" I said through clenched teeth. "Wow, I bet you felt like it was your lucky day!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Totally, bro!" Ryan said as Holly stared down at her lap, looking completely mortified. "So I get over to the classroom, look around to make sure no one was around, and then I open the door and go inside and the room is all dark. So I turn on the light and--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ryan, stop, please!" Holly begged, her voice angry.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Aww, man, she's totally embarrassed," Ryan said. "I probably shouldn't tell you what I saw."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, no, now I need to know!" I said. "It's okay, we're all friends here, and it was a long time ago, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's true," Ryan said, looking over at Holly. "It was like twenty years ago, what's the big deal."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fine, whatever," Holly said, crossing her arms over her chest indignantly. She turned and looked at me. "You're not gonna like what you hear, but you asked for it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So what did you see, Ryan?" I said, ignoring my wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Welllll," he said, looking over at Holly, who was glaring at him. "So she had like four guys from the football team lined up in front of her, all with their pants down and their big boners sticking out, and I saw her sucking off one of the guys while the others watched, and then she moved on to the next guy, and then the next guy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I sat there in stunned silence for a second. "Are you telling me you saw Holly...my wife...blowing four guys at the same time in a classroom."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, five guys, actually, once I joined in," Ryan shrugged. He mouthed "sorry" to Holly as she just sat there shaking her head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So then what happened?" I said slowly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, so she was already on her knees as she went from one guy to the other, but then we all circled around her, stood over her and started jerking off," Ryan said. "She had been wearing this sweater and jeans but when we all got around her she pulled off her sweater and took off her bra so she was naked from the waist up. And then, I think it was Jimmy who popped off first...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, it was Jimmy, I think," Holly said, glaring at me as my mouth hung open. "Jimmy shot his load on me first."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan laughed. "Good ol' Jimmy. I wonder whatever happened to him. Anyway, he blew his load all over Holly's big tits, and then it didn't take long for the other guys to do the same. She kept saying 'Just don't cum on my face, don't cum on my face,' so they were all shooting their jizz on her tits and it was getting pretty damn messy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, and I didn't even have a towel!" Holly said, letting out a chuckle. I noticed that while Ryan was telling the story, she was starting to wriggle a little bit where she sat. I wondered if the memory of it was turning her on!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So then I was the last guy who hadn't cum yet," Ryan said, "but I was getting close and I pointed my cock at her tits and I was ready to let it fly when she looks at me and she goes, 'You can cum on my face, Ryan, I want you to.'"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Feeling sick to my stomach I shifted my gaze from Ryan to Holly, and noticed she had this sly smile on her face and she was kind of rubbing her thighs together as she sat there. She was definitely turned on. I felt totally helpless. I never should have asked Ryan to tell the story. But now it was too late. I had to know how it ended, and now I was paying the price.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So when she looked up at me with those big blue eyes all innocently but also just so naughty and nasty as she's egging me on to blow my load all over that beautiful face of hers, well, that did it," Ryan said. "Next thing you know I--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You shot so much cum on my face, oh my God, I thought it would never stop," Holly said, finishing his sentence as she looked at Ryan, smiling and biting her lower lip. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Some of it got in my eye and on my forehead and it went in my hair, and it was dripping off my chin, too," she said. "It was so hot and gooey, and I remember that look on your face as you were jacking it and looking down at my face and blasting me with your jizz. It was so hot, it got me off, too. I totally had an orgasm from the facial you gave me without even touching myself, it was that hot."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It was pretty amazing," Ryan concurred. He reached down and tried to adjust his pants really subtle, like I wouldn't notice, but I saw the bulge in the crotch of his jeans steadily getting bigger as he told the story. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wish it had the same effect on me. On one hand, hearing the story made me all pissed off and jealous at the thought of other guys having sexual relations with her, even if it happened so long ago and I understand I'm not the only guy who was ever with her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But on the other hand, I can't deny that the thought of my wife blowing a bunch of guys and having all of them jizz on her kind of turned me on. I felt that familiar twinge of horniness inside, but as far as my crotch, it wasn't having the same effect it was obviously having on Ryan. But that's my situation, what can I say?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan exhaled and closed his eyes with a sort of satisfaction at having told the story as he leaned back into the sofa again. "So anyway, that's how it all started," he began. Alarmed, Holly lifted her hands and started making a sort of "cut-off" gesture at Ryan but since his eyes were closed, he didn't see her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Crazy way to become boyfriend and girlfriend," he continued, "but after that we started dating and we were together for--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly punched Ryan on the side of his thigh and his eyes flew open but he finished his sentence.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "--almost a year, 'til you went off to college, right, Holly?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly put her hands back in her lap nervously and started tapping her bare legs as she looked at me and flashed a weak smile.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You guys...dated for a year?" I said in a low, measured voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It didn't seem like that long," Holly said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I thought you said it was no big deal, you guys just made out once when you were drunk?" I retorted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, we did do that," Holly said. "I didn't lie about that. I guess I just left out the other stuff."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan stared at her. "You mean...," he started, then he looked over at me. "You mean your husband doesn't know about us, that we used to go out?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, he does now, doesn't he?" Holly said with a tight smile.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit," Ryan said, a stupid and surprised look on his face. He started laughing. "Whoa, well, sorry about that, man, I thought you knew!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled at him. I smiled at my wife. I didn't know what to do except smile. I'm not a particularly violent person or anything. And I really hate confrontations. I mean, I hate them more than anything. So I just sat there smiling on the outside and stewing on the inside.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," I said finally, "I think I need a drink. I'm gonna go down to the wine cellar and get a couple of bottles." 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I probably needed something a lot stronger than wine after hearing that story, although I wanted to go retrieve a couple of my more expensive bottles, and tell Ryan precisely how much they were worth and let him know without saying it that I was successful enough to be able to have some of the finest things in life. It was my weird way of trying to even the score, I guess.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, honey, we'll be here," Holly said to me as I got up and headed down the hallway. I went down to the cellar, switched on the light, and spent a little while going through my rows of hundreds of dusty bottles, looking for just the right one. I also needed some time to process what I had just heard. It was a long time ago, I knew that. But the way my wife was looking at Ryan as he told the story, I dunno...I could just tell her mind was going back to that moment. I mean, I've thought about old girlfriends I've fucked. I've fucked some hot chicks other than my wife. But none of them are sitting there in my living room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My mind flew back to the present moment. Ryan and my wife, there in my living room on the sofa together. Alone. While I'm down here in the wine cellar. A feeling of panic shot through me, and then I started to laugh. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    You paranoid idiot, I thought to myself, laughing at the idea that what, he was gonna give her another fuckin' facial while I was down here picking out wine? That's like something out of a movie, that stuff doesn't actually happen. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I just had to put that story out of my mind and get some perspective. That was then, this is now. Holly is my wife. She loves me. Ryan is our dinner guest. They dated a long time ago, they were both different people then. Times change. So it goes.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I picked out a 50-year-old Bordeaux and a 1971 port, switched off the light and went back upstairs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "If you like wine, boy, do i have a treat for you," I called out as I walked down the hall.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I came into the living room and nearly dropped both bottles. Ryan was leaning back on the couch with his pants down around his ankles, and my wife was leaned over his lap, her head bobbing up and down on his massive thick, red cock while she was deep-throating him, and her hands were squeezing and massaging his balls! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan's hand was reaching around to her ass, underneath her dress, and it looked like he was playing with her pussy! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What...the...fuck?!" I sputtered, standing there like a complete idiot. Holly looked up at me as she pulled her mouth off of Ryan's wet cock and panted, catching her breath.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sorry, man," Ryan said, half-smiling at me with a sort of apologetic look on his face. "We were just talking and reminiscing and one thing led to another and, you know...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "My wife is sucking your cock!" I said, still standing there.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, man, it's been twenty years since my cock was in her mouth, it's crazy," Ryan said. "Just like old times!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With the fingers of one hand, Holly wiped some of the saliva from the corner of her mouth as she looked at me, although her other hand was still wrapped around Ryan's cock -- and damn, it was a huge fucking cock -- and she was slowly stroking it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honey," my wife said to me, "I couldn't help it. I remembered how huge Ryan's cock is and how good it tasted. And let's be honest here -- you haven't been able to get it up in a couple of years. And even when you could, your cock isn't even half as big as his."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know," I said quietly, setting the wine bottles on the table and sitting down on the overstuffed chair opposite Ryan and my wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I love you," Holly said to me, "but it's been a long time since you satisfied me sexually."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So...have you just been cheating on me for a long time?" I said to her, my voice wavering, hardly able to conceal the bitter sting of the total emasculation I felt.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Brad, that hurts!" she said to me, as she continued to stroke Ryan's cock. "I've actually never cheated on you once!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked up at Ryan and then looked at me again. "I would never run around behind your back. But when I saw Ryan at the reunion, and then sitting here with him tonight....," she said, her voice trailing off. "Look, he and I, we do have a history. And his cock is pretty incredible, as you can see."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I nodded sadly, knowing it was true. Ryan grinned, then saw how sad I looked and then furrowed his brow and offered an expression of compassion, though I just read it as pity.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "If I'm going to do this, and I really want to do this and I need to do this," Holly said, "I'm not going to sneak around. I'm going to do it right in front of you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt like I was going to cry. Sensing that, my wife flashed me a bright, hopeful smile. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I wasn't going to finish up before you came back up from the cellar," she said. "We were just getting started. But I thought that you would probably want to see me sexually satisfied, since you're not really able to do that yourself. I thought you should watch. You do want to watch, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wanted to say no. But something deep within me knew the answer was yes. I wanted my wife to be happy. Especially sexually. Just because I have an average-at-best-sized cock...okay, it's pretty small...and because I haven't been able to get hard for whatever reason, and those pills haven't worked, doesn't mean my wife shouldn't be fulfilled. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And to be totally honest, the thought of my wife getting fucked right in front of me, like I was watching a porn or something, seemed pretty hot. I felt something stir deep inside. I was definitely horny. Even if my cock wasn't cooperating, as usual.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Baby, why don't you take your pants off and take your cock out," my wife said to me. "Who knows. Maybe seeing your wife getting pounded by another man is the thing you need to make things work?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I guess it's worth a try," I said as I unbuckled my belt and pulled down my pants. Soon, I was naked from the waist down and relaxed in the chair, playing with my small limp dick while watching Holly continue to stroke Ryan as he looked at her and smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Let's see what happens when I suck his dick some more, let's see if that gets you as hard as Ryan is," she said, as her mouth dropped back down on Ryan's shaft and the loud licking slobbering sounds of her wet, frenzied blow job filled the room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She made a gagging sound and pulled her mouth back off his cock as she caught her breath again. "God, it's been so long since a dick has choked me this way!" she laughed. She looked over at me. "You like that cock choking me like that?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah," I said, reaching down and tugging lightly at my balls as I kept pulling on my soft member. I definitely felt a sexual longing inside, but my equipment still wasn't cooperating.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think maybe if I sit on that big cock and ride it while you watch it going in and out of my pussy, maybe that'll get you going," Holly said to me as she reached under her dress and pulled off her soaked black panties. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan reached over and pulled the small straps of my wife's dress off her shoulders and kept pulling down until her beautiful breasts popped out, her large nipples as stiff as I'd ever seen them.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Mmmm they look so good," Ryan murmured, reaching over and grabbing them with his hands and squeezing as Holly closed her eyes and moaned. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You always did love my tits," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "They're still as firm and perfect as ever," Ryan said. "Do you ever age?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly laughed. "You're so sweet. I guess I just have good genes."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My wife looked over at me. "You like my tits, don't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, I love them."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like seeing Ryan's hands all over them, pinching my nipples like this?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Mmmmm, it feels so good," she moaned. She slid her fingers down between her legs and rubbed her wet folds. "Holy shit, I am so goddamn wet already!" she exclaimed, pulling her glistening fingers back out and putting them in Ryan's mouth. His tongue greedily lapped up her nectar and he moaned his approval.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So sweet, as sweet as ever," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think it's time I fucked that cock," she said, looking at me as she got on top of Ryan's lap while facing me, getting herself in reverse-cowgirl position. "You'll be able to see Ryan's cock going in and out of my pussy like this," she said to me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan reached around and cupped Holly's breasts as she spread her pussy lips with one hand and grabbed the shaft of his huge hard cock with the other, positioning the head right at her opening and rubbing herself with it, getting his dick nice and coated with her pussy cream. She looked at me as she did it, and I tugged harder on my soft cock.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I had so many feelings running through me. Shame at my own inadequacy. Sadness that my wife had to resort to fucking her old boyfriend. But a lot of excitement and anticipation that she was about to fuck her old boyfriend, too.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Okay, here we go," she said as just the head of Ryan's cock disappeared between her pussy lips. Her eyes closed and she moaned as she hovered over his big dick, sliding down just an inch at a time and then wiggling and circling a bit so her pussy could grow acclimated to his size. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    His fingers pulled and pinched her nipples as she slid about halfway down on his shaft, then back up, as she stared at me intently. I could tell how good it was feeling for her, how much she wanted and needed that huge cock filling her up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Suddenly, I felt something. I looked down and my cock seemed to be stiffening a little bit! It wasn't hard, but it was definitely growing! My wife saw it, too, and she let out a squeal.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh my god, it's working baby, it's working!" she said. Ryan peered his head around Holly's body and saw that my cock was getting a little bitter and he gave me a thumbs up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, bro!" he said brightly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Okay, I'm really gonna fuck this big cock now, let's see what happens!" Holly said and she pushed herself all the way down on Ryan's shaft until it completely disappeared inside her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, oh my, oh god!" she moaned and groaned as her pussy swallowed Ryan's immense length and girth. He put his hands on her hips and she started bouncing up and down on top of him, and he started thrusting upward to meet her, his cock jackhammering her wet slit as she started to scream.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck, it's so fucking big, it feels so good!" she hollered. As I watched his cock split her pussy lips, and saw his fingers slide down to her clit and rub it as they fucked, pleasuring my wife like she hadn't been pleasured in two decades, my cock got even harder. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was getting hard! I had a hard-on. I started to stroke my boner -- not even half as big as Ryan's, but bigger and firmer than it had been in years, so I was grateful for that -- as I watched my wife get fucked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, baby, jack that hard little cock!" she panted at me. "Make yourself cum watching Ryan make me cum!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan was grunting and groaning and his cock was getting even thicker. "Baby, it feels too good, I think I'm gonna cum," he said to Holly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah? You're gonna cum? I'm close, cum with me, cum in me!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hearing my wife tell Ryan to shoot his load inside her really had me going. Perspiration was trickling down the side of my face as I jerked off harder than I had in a long time. I felt the cum welling up deep in my balls as I watched my wife ride Ryan's hard cock and scream with her imminent orgasm.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, I'm cumming, I'm gonna cum!" she screamed, and I saw her body shudder and tighten, and her jaw clench, as the powerful climax slammed into her as hard as Ryan's cock was slamming into her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm gonna cum!" Ryan grunted, and he drove his cock deeper into Holly's pussy and I knew he was gushing his white hot jizz inside her, filling her up with his load as she kept riding him through her release, her clenched channel milking all the cum from his swollen member.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Baby, are you gonna burst?" she said to me as I furiously jacked off. I was close now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly lifted herself off Ryan's wet cock and globs of his jizz started flowing out and running down the inside of her thigh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She fell back onto the couch and spread her legs for me, and I could see all that cream in her hole, mixed with her own juices.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you want to fuck me?" she said to me, wagging her tongue at me. "Come on, fuck your hot wife right now. My pussy is so juicy and ready for you!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I jumped up from my chair and ran over to the sofa, got in between her legs and buried my small, hard boner inside her drenched pussy. Ryan's cum coated my shaft as I pumped my wife and she grabbed onto my ass. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You're fucking me, baby, you're finally fucking me with your hard cock!" she marveled, staring into my eyes with a look of passion and wonder on her face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Way to go, bro, you're doing it!" I heard Ryan say to me, cheering me on.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I let out a crazy loud holler as my body shook and I released my hot load inside my wife like I'd been wanting to do for years, letting it mingle with Ryan's jizz already in her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck baby, yeah! So much cum in me!" Holly moaned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, man!! Nice one!" Ryan shouted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I collapsed on top of Holly, sweaty and totally drained, and then rolled off my wife's hot body and fell in between her and Ryan as we all laid there on the sofa trying to catch our collective breath.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That was such a good idea!" my wife gushed. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, that was awesome, just like old times," Ryan agreed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was so happy I wanted to cry, whereas just a little while earlier I wanted to cry from sadness. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Watching Ryan fuck my wife was just the thing I needed to reawaken my own cock. All those bad feelings from earlier melted away, and I was just thankful Holly and Ryan had connected at the reunion.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right," I smiled. "Who's ready for some wine?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    # # #
 
   
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    BONUS STORY: THE CUCKOLD NEXT DOOR 
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    Hailey walked toward me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She stood right in front of me, looking up at me. She bit her lip in anticipation of what was to come.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Landon?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Yes?” I replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do you want me?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hearing her say it was a revelation. I had long craved to hear those words coming from Hailey’s mouth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at her husband, Marc, who was sitting in the chair nearby with his cock in his hand, watching the two of us with a sparkle in his eye and lust in his heart.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    This whole thing was Hailey’s idea. She knew how long I’d lusted after her. And somehow she knew I had a huge cock. A cock twice the size of her husband’s lesser tool. A cock she desperately wanted and needed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She told Marc this was the way it was going to be. She told him how he never satisfied her in bed. She told him she was going to fuck my big cock and there was nothing he could do about it except watch.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey didn’t expect that Marc was desperate to see it. That he had secretly thought about another man with a huge cock banging his wife, making her cum hard since he couldn’t do that for her. Marc wanted that for Hailey, and as I stood there about to fuck his wife for the first time, I could see it in his eyes that this was the culmination of his deepest desires as well as mine.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I put my hands on Hailey waist and kissed her. She returned the kiss and pressed her body into me as we went from tender to passionate. My erection was practically bursting out of my pants.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I kissed Hailey's neck. Her eyes closed. She sighed as my tongue ran over her skin. When I grabbed her ass, her breathing quickened. She began to squirm, pushing even harder into me and my boner.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “It’s huge,” she smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her large breasts pressed against me, her hard nipples poking me through her shirt. I ran my hands under her shirt, touching her silky skin as I moved upward and squeezed her breasts. Our tongues danced together and Hailey moaned into my mouth as I caressed her nipples.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at Marc. His cock was hard now, and he was jerking it, breathing heavily in his chair as he stared at us. I felt bad for him, in a way, mostly because he had a small dick, and also because his wife was about to fuck another guy right in front of him, even though he liked it. I had to remind myself he was enjoying this as much as I was. I couldn’t imagine the combination of excitement and shame coursing through him right now. But I knew he had to be feeling both at once.
 
    I felt Hailey’s hand on my crotch, rubbing my cock through my pants. It quivered and thickened, and she smiled and moaned her approval.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey stepped back and unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans, still looking at me and still smiling at me as she slowly pulled them down and off of her body. Now she was just wearing her top and a small pair of light green panties. Her legs were phenomenal. I couldn’t wait for them to be wrapped around me. I also wanted to see her out of that top and out of those panties, to be completely nude for me. I’d wanted to see that for so long.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marc was ogling his wife’s body. But Hailey wasn’t paying any attention to him whatsoever. It was like he was a ghost, hovering over it all.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey stepped to me again. She draped her arms around my neck and leaned in and whispered in my ear.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh Landon, I want you to touch me….”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She didn’t mean touch her arm. She didn’t mean touch her neck. I knew where she wanted me to touch her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I slid my hand between her legs as she pressed her mound up against my touch. I could feel how hot her pussy was under her cotton panties, which were already moist. Her body shuddered as I touched her, and she moaned as I pressed my hand harder against her slit, mashing her clit. I started to rub her over the cotton, rubbing her pussy lips and stroking her clitoris. Hailey’s legs were trembling and her pink folds were getting wetter. She held me close and moaned into my ear.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Yes, so good, I love how you touch me that way, Landon.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The faster and harder I went, the more she moaned. She began to pant. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “It feels so good, Landon, it’s so goooooood,” she breathed. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop…you’re getting me close.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I didn’t stop. I rubbed her clit hard and directly and she was really shaking now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at Marc. He was jerking furiously. Sweat was all over his brow.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Ohhhhhhh Landon, I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming!!” she moaned loudly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey grabbed onto me as waves of orgasmic pleasure crashed over her. She moaned long and so, so loud. Her panties were soaked, the juices she was releasing under my touch flowing freely, trickling down her inner thighs. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I had just made my neighbor Hailey cum, after all these years of wondering what it would be like. It was incredible!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I heard a grunting sound and looked over at Marc just as he blew his load, little spurts of cum shooting out of his cock and onto himself, his hand, his shaft. Hailey turned around and glared at her husband. She’d forgotten he was even there, and his climax brought her out of her post-orgasmic delight.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You made a fucking mess, you pig!” she admonished him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marc just shrugged.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Just for that, I’m going to let Landon fuck me extra-hard,” she said to him. “It’s going to be better than any sex you and I have ever had. I haven’t even seen his cock yet and I already know it’s big and beautiful. He’s so much more of a man than you’ll ever be.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She was really giving it to her husband. I guess he deserved it for not satisfying her like she needed to be satisfied. I mean, she’s a stunningly beautiful 34-year-old woman who needs to be pounded with a big cock that fills up her pussy beyond capacity. And if Marc can’t do that for her, hell, I’m more than happy to fill in.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey turned back to me and smiled. “Sorry about that,” she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “It’s okay,” I grinned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I love him, but he disgusts me,” she said. “So fuck him.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Actually, I’d rather fuck you,” I grinned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Well, get to it!” she growled seductively.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I started to get undressed as Hailey took off her soaked panties and her top. I was overcome by desire once I saw her standing naked in front of me. Her body was perfect. Utterly perfect. Every inch of her was delectable.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I could tell she felt the same way when I pulled down my boxers and my boner sprang into view. She literally gasped. “Holy fucking shit, it’s…holy crap it’s so long and thick. It’s amazing. I’ve never seen a cock so perfect!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled. “I’m glad you like it,” I said. My dick was fully at attention, curving upward a bit and dark red and throbbing, desperate to plow her cunt. Pre-cum dripped from the tip and she took my cock in her hand and smeared my sticky fluid all over my engorged head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “It’s so hard, it’s like a rock,” Hailey marveled. “Did I do that to you?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You did.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I’m glad,” she said softly as she stroked it while looking up into my eyes. “I don’t want to mess around and wait any longer, I want it in me.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Well, I want to put it in you,” I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey turned around and faced her husband. Marc was staring at her, that glint in his eyes again, and his dirty, cum-covered little cock actually started to get hard again in his hand. I couldn’t believe he had it in him!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey bent over and put her hands on her husband’s knees to brace herself. “I want you to get a good view of this real man with that real big cock of his fucking me from behind,” she sneered at her husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Okay,” was all Marc could say as he started to stroke his dick again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You’re about to see your wife get rammed hard by our hot neighbor,” she said to him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Okay,” he repeated.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey wiggled her ass and looked over her shoulder at me. She wanted it, and I was more than ready and willing to give it to her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stepped forward with my dick in my hand and rubbed the head all over her pussy to get it nice and wet. She moaned at the sensation and spread her legs a little wider. Her pussy looked so good from behind. I slid two fingers into her folds and then into her entrance, just to get her a little bit more open. Her cunt was nice and juicy from being so turned on, and she moaned as I slowly finger-fucked her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Do it, fuck me with that big cock,” she demanded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I slid it up and down along her pussy lips, preparing for entry.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You’re teasing me, you bad, bad man!” she said. “Fucking GIVE IT TO ME! GIVE ME THAT COCK NOW!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I grabbed her tiny waist and plunged it halfway into her wet cunt and she let out a squeal, then started backing up on my dick. I couldn’t believe how much of a cock-monster she was. I thought I was going to have to gently work my way in, just to fit it all, but she was grunting and moaning and backing up on it as I thrust forward. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “OHHH FUCK!!” she cried out when I buried myself all the way inside her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We started fucking in a steady and strong rhythm. The room was filling with the aroma of sex and the wet, squishy sounds of my cock hammering her pussy, and the slap of my balls against her skin, were turning both of us on as I increased the pace. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marc was really into it, too. He was really jerking it hard again as his wife held onto the tops of his thighs. He was watching Hailey take it hard from behind right in front of him, and he was in his glory. Sweat was just pouring down his face as he grunted and yanked his pud.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Oh God it’s so good, so hot, so fucking tight,” I muttered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Yes, Landon, yes, YES! Fuck me harder, oh God fuck me harder, make me cum, make me cum, MAKE ME CUM!!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With all my might I started driving my dick into her hard, deep and fast, making her scream and barely able to breathe as I just went for it, knowing that we were both about to cum and cum hard.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “OHHHHH SHIT, OH FUCK LANDON, HERE IT CUMS, I’M CUMMING, OH FUCK I’M CUMMMMMMMING!!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I’m gonna cum too!” I cried out, and as I felt Hailey’s pussy walls clench my cock as she was in the throes of an orgasm even more powerful than before, I exploded deep inside her perfect cunt. Huge jets of spunk filled her tunnel as my body shook and I relished the sensation of giving her my seed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I heard another grunt escape Marc’s throat and saw Hailey’s head move to the side to dodge a spurt of cum that flew out of his little pecker. Clearly he wasn’t drained from his first climax, and I was shocked he could propel his jizz that far during the second one.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We all remained there in the living room trying to catch our collective breaths. I didn’t want to pull my dick out of Hailey’s cunt, it felt so good. And I don’t think she wanted me to, either. But finally I did. Her pussy made a little farting sound, which was understandable given how hard I’d fucked her, and then a torrent of my semen started pouring out and running down her legs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey giggled as she stood up, turned around and embraced me, kissing me long and deep and hard, her tongue in my mouth again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Did you like that?” I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “What do you think?!” she replied, then kissed me again even more passionately.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “That was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time,” she said when our lips broke. Then she turned to Marc.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “In case you didn’t hear what I just told Landon, that was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time,” she said to him sternly. “Did you think it was the best fuck I had in a long time?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “It sure looked and sounded like it,” he said weakly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked down at his shriveled cock and all the cum he had splattered on himself. “You’re a fucking mess,” Hailey muttered. “Did you like it?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “I loved it,” he smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You liked watching Landon fuck your wife better than you ever could, with a monster cock that makes yours look fucking microscopic?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Yeah, it was hot as hell,” Marc replied. “You deserve to get fucked like that. You deserve a big cock like that, the big cock I can’t give you. I love you, honey.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey’s expression softened and she smiled at her husband. “Awww, pookey, I love you, too. I’m glad you had such a good time.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She leaned in and gave him a peck on the lips. “You came twice, that’s impressive!” she said to him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Thanks, honey!” he beamed. “See how much that turned me on?!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Good,” she said. “Now, Landon and I are going to go take a hot shower. Who knows, I might even suck his cock in the shower, and maybe we’ll fuck again.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey turned and looked at me. “Would that be okay?” she asked all innocently.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “You’ll get no complaints from me,” I said. She looked so hot, I knew it wouldn’t be a problem to get myself nice and hard again if she wanted to go another round in the shower.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked over at her husband again. “Now you sit here and just marinate in your stinky cum, okay? You can wait your turn for the shower, although it might be a while.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Whatever you say, honey,” Marc replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hailey took me by the hand and led me upstairs toward the shower. I knew that this was only the start of our adventures together. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    # # #
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