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Author's Note - I know the information about Vermont's drink-driving laws is incorrect, but plead artistic licence!
*
Last year my friend Carole won a week's holiday at a plush health resort in Vermont. Not surprisingly her husband didn't fancy a week of manicures and spa treatments, so she invited me instead. My husband said I deserved a break and as he was happy I said yes.
For two women in their late thirties it was a wonderful week of relaxation and pampering. We stayed in a luxury log cabin in the hills and they provided a hire car which we used to drive the 3 miles each day to the spa building.
The cabin was superb though it was meant for a couple so Carole and I had to share a king-sized bed. We tried to switch to one with twin beds, but nothing was available and anyway it was no big deal.
On the last night but one we went to a local restaurant which had been recommended to us. We had a lovely meal with a couple of bottles of wine and then stayed on in the cosy bar and had a few more glasses of wine.
It was midnight by the time we left and Carole said she would drive.
However after she'd made a mess of one bend and nearly put us in a ditch she said that perhaps it was better if I drove. We stopped and swapped places. We'd only gone a few hundred yards when I noticed another car behind us. Then the flashing lights came on and I realised that it was a police car. I was panicking looking for a place to stop when I saw a parking sign indicating a lay-by. I pulled in, stopped and wound the window down as two officers came across.
They soon realised we were English tourists and the senior, older officer explained that we had been stopped because of Carole's erratic driving.
"Have either of you ladies been drinking?" he asked.
There was no point lying, so we admitted we had.
The officer said Vermont had a zero tolerance policy for drink driving so we would have to take a breath test. If the result was under a figure of 100 we'd get a ticket and a fine, but if it was over 100 it was more serious.
We stepped out of the car and Carole went first. Her reading was 170 - way over. Next it was my turn and I just prayed that by some miracle it was under 100. No chance - it was 145.
"OK" said the officer. "I'm afraid I have to read you your rights, arrest you and confiscate your passports. You'll be jailed overnight and only bailed if you can raise security of $100,000 each. Your case will come up in about 3 weeks time and the minimum you will receive is a 2 month jail term."
We were horrified at this and explained that we had husbands and families who were expecting us back in 2 days time.
"I'm sorry ma'am," he said. "That doesn't change anything."
"Look officer," said Carole. "There's been no accident, no-one's been hurt. Going to jail would be horrendous. We'll do something, anything if you help us out."
"You'll do anything?"
Carole gulped and nodded.
He looked at his younger colleague.
"What do you think Gary?"
"Up to you sarge. Perhaps we can find a way to help these ladies."
The older guy nodded and looked at me.
"Step over to the police car ma'am."
He held the back door open and I got in. At the same time I noticed Carole being ushered into the back seat of our hire car.
The sergeant got in the other back door.
"Unbutton your blouse please ma'am."
"Do I have to?"
"Yes."
Slowly, reluctantly I unbuttoned my blouse.
"Now remove your skirt and panties."
"No please something else, not that."
"Ma'am you've no bargaining power. It's either that or tonight you'll be sharing a jail cell with junkies and whores."
I hesitated, then with trembling fingers I unbuttoned my skirt, pulled the zip down and slipped it off. Next I hitched my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and peeled them down. I put my hands across my fanny to preserve what little modesty I had, but the sergeant told me to remove them, then he ordered me to part my legs. He nodded approvingly.
"Ma'am you sure have a lovely furry pussy."
A comment that made me blush. He unbuckled his belt, pulled his zip down, moved between my legs and guided his prick towards my love hole. And that's how I came to spread my legs on the back seat of a police car and allow a sergeant to fuck me, whilst in a car a few feet away my best friend cried out as another officer fired his spunk into her cunt.
When he'd finished with me the sergeant got out and spoke to Gary. Carole came across and got in the back seat next to me and the sergeant explained that due to our high blood alcohol levels they couldn't let us drive, so he would take us in the police car, whilst Gary would follow in the hire car.
A couple of minutes later we were at our lodge.
"Where's the door key ladies and we'll make sure you're in safely. There was a robbery here last year, so we might as well make sure."
I told him they were on the same key ring as the car key, so Gary passed them to him. He unlocked the cabin door and held it open for us. We stepped inside, both officers followed us, then to my alarm the sargeant locked the door and slipped the key into his pocket.
"What are you doing?" I demanded.
"Oh I think we've still time for some more fun. My colleague tells me that your friend is a fine piece of ass and I sure would like to find out if he's right."
He went up to Carole who seemed resigned to her fate and stood calmly compliant while he unbuttoned her blouse.
I was annoyed, they really were taking advantage of us, but it seemed there was nothing I could do. So when Gary approached me I reluctantly allowed him to start undressing me.
Meanwhile Carole was naked and the sergeant took her hand and led her into the bedroom. Through the open doorway I could see him starting to undress.
Gary had removed my blouse and was pulling my skirt down when the sergeant shouted through for him to hurry up.
"Just about to remove her panties sarge," he shouted. Then he knelt in front of me and slipped my panties down and off. When he'd done that he delivered a light kiss to my bush, then he stood up. He took my hand and led me into the bedroom.
The room lighting was very subdued with only a single bedside lamp on. Carole was sat on the bed, one arm across her breasts and her legs folded in a way which kept her pussy hidden from view. I went and sat on the bed in a similarly modest pose. The sergeant was sat in a corner chair, naked, his semi-erect dick resting on his leg. He wasn't a bad looking man about 5ft 9, so not especially tall and a bit stocky round the middle.
Gary was undressing and I made several surreptitious glances. He was probably in his late twenties, a good two or three inches over 6ft, dark crewcut, broad chest and flat stomach. He pulled his boxer shorts down and a nest of dark curls came into view, followed by an impressively thick cock.
It might sound silly but I was idly looking at his cock when it suddenly dawned on me that in a minute or two Gary's impressive column was going to be inside me.
I was a virgin when I met my husband and throughout our marriage I have always been faithful. So the sergeant was only the second man to have me and soon a third would be added.
Gary stood naked, his cock hanging heavily in front of him.
"We need a bit of encouragement ladies," said the sergeant. "Can you please sit on the end of the bed."
We moved forward. The sergeant stood in front of Carole, and Gary stood in front of me. With one hand he pulled my head forward and with the other he held his prick ready. I delayed enough to make it clear that I was reluctant and then I licked the tip of his penis. Next I took the head in my mouth and as I sucked it was obvious he was becoming larger and harder. I cupped his balls with one hand and squeezed and he grunted approvingly. His cock swelled even further. I took it out of my mouth and began to wank it slowly. At the same time I ran my tongue from the tip to the base of his cock. Once there I took one of his balls in my mouth and sucked it, then I did the same to his other ball.
Perhaps it was the wine or perhaps it was just Gary's impressive cock, but I was beginning to enjoy servicing this well hung young man!
"I think that's enough, we don't want to get too excited," said the sergeant.
"Can you go on all fours on the bed."
I hated the way we were being bossed about, but anyway Carole and I turned round and went on our hands and knees facing the head of the bed.
"No," said the sergeant. "On your elbows not your hands and spread your legs, we want to be able to see all your charms."
Blushing like mad I went on my elbows and parted my legs.
"Now ain't that a pretty sight," said the sergeant.
I suppose to them it must have looked quite something - our pussies fully exposed and a striking difference between Carole's sparse blonde pubes and my furry brown bush.
The bed creaked and moved as the men climbed on and knelt behind us. Gary rubbed his prick against my pussy in order to get some lubrication on him. I was actually quite wet - a mixture of my juices and the sergeants come which was still leaking out of me.
I tensed as he gently but firmly guided his prick into me. Part of me was apprehensive - worried that he was going to hurt me. But if I'm totally honest, I was also excited at the prospect of being fucked by another man (and a good looking young man at that).
I could feel him penetrating deeper, but it didn't hurt and my quim could take it, though I did feel incredibly full up.
I do like being taken from behind, add on the fact that I was able to accomodate Gary's large cock, and it's not surprising that I began to respond.
However I did find it very disconcerting having sex right next to another couple. At one stage I sneaked a look at Carole, but it was at exactly the moment she chose to glance at me, and we hastily averted our eyes.
Gary reached forward with one hand and started playing with my tits. Then his hand went between my legs and he began to play with my clit. I do like that and I pushed back against him, grinding my arse into him.
"Turn over," said Gary. "I want to come when you're on your back."
"You too miss," said the sargeant. So both Carole and I laid on our backs and spread our legs invitingly. I gasped as Gary slid back into - he really did have a lovely big cock.
Now it was some serious hard fucking and the room was full of the sounds of sex - our gasps and cries as we were fucked and the men's cries and groans as they did the fucking.
I began to shudder as an orgasm racked through me. Completely carried away I yelled at Gary not to stop, to fuck me harder, to do it in me. He thrust extra deep into me, then gave an almighty groan and I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he pumped his sperm into me.
We lay there for a while, then the sergeant said to Gary that they had better go. They dressed quickly and the sergeant said thanks, he hoped we had enjoyed it as much as they did. The sergeant went across, kissed Carole on the cheek and squeezed one of her breasts. Gary came across to me, pushed my legs apart and caressed my gaping, spunk filled quim.
"You were a great fuck," he said.
Then they were gone.
As soon as their car pulled away we locked the door and fell asleep.
The following day was our last, but we stayed at the cabin and didn't go to the resort.
At first nothing was said about the events of the previous night, but we did discuss it in the afternoon. I told Carole I was ashamed of what we had done.
"Well I'm not," she said. "Think of the horrendous consequences of being held in the cells, then jailed for drink driving. Not just the time, but also the money - plane flights, hotel bills, lawyers fees - over $20,000 each I bet. So if you think we acted like tarts then at $20,000 a fuck we are very high class ones."
"Well $20,000 for two fucks actually," I said.
"Yes that's true," smiled Carole. "Two fucks. And Gary did make you come didn't he."
I couldn't deny that he did.
"Well don't worry," said Carole. "He fucked me on the back seat of a car like some love-struck teenager, but he still made me come."
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It is 1675. I am 18 years old and work as a serving girl at the Earl of Buckleys mansion in the north of England. Every once in a while he hosts a night for a few mates where they drink and play cards. This particular night there were 4 guests and I was chosen as one of the girls to wait on table. It was no secret that the girls for these occasions were picked for their looks and were made to wear low cut dresses which laced tightly at the front and gave you an impressive cleavage. I was supposed to look after the Earl of Hunslet who was only 23 and inherited when his father died suddenly a year ago. It would be my job to take a tray with water and a towel to his room last thing. I'd been warned that could be tricky as drunken guests sometimes tried to take advantage of the maids.
We all gathered in the kitchen and from time to time had to take food and drink to the games room where they were playing cards.
The other girls were teasing me that the young earl had his eye on me.
"He can't keep his eyes off your tits," said my friend Mary.
Old Nellie the cook was more down to earth.
"If he does anything you make sure he pays. Their lordships have to pay a guinea if they take a girls maidenhead. Don't be like that stupid Lizzie Bennett - lovely buxom figure on her, but the Earl of Stutton only paid her 5 shillings."
It was midnight before the guests retired to their rooms and thankfully the young earl wasn't drunk so I hoped there wouldn't be any problems.
I set the tray down on the dressing table and asked if there was anything else he wanted.
In reply the earl turned back the sheets on the bed.
"I am in need of a woman's company. Pray spend the night with me."
I blushed. "Beg your pardon sir, but I cannot do that, so please excuse me."
I made for the door, but he blocked my route.
"Come madam stay."
"No sir."
He tried to kiss me, but I pushed him away. Annoyed he grabbed hold of me and tried again to kiss me. I turned my head and tried to push him away, but one of his hands was feeling my bottom and the other pulled at the front of my dress which gaped open. We stumbled against the dressing table and he pushed me back across it. Again he pulled at the front of my dress and my breasts tumbled out. His head went down and he began to lick and suck my nipples. Next he pulled at the hem of my dress and I wasn't strong enough to prevent him pulling it up past my waist. Then he started fumbling with his trousers. Something warm and very hard butted against my thigh and I realised he had got his prick out. Desperately I scrabbled round on the tabletop with my free hand. My fingers touched a knife. I grabbed it and pushed it hard against his throat.
"Stop now or I will cut your throat."
He froze and the shock of the situation made him lose his erection.
Nothing happened. We stayed motionless.
"Leave me or I will cut you," I said, pushing the knife harder against his throat. Unmoving he looked deep into my eyes with a challengiing stare. I became aware that his erection was returning.
"Then you must cut me," he said.
He moved his hips slightly and the tip of his penis brushed against my virgin pussy. A shockwave ran through my body and I felt sure he must be able to feel the heat of my moist arousal.
He was calling my bluff and I had few options. If I stabbed him and he died I would be tried and hung. If I merely wounded him then I would go to jail for a long time and it was common knowledge that the warders at the gaol took it as a perk of the job to rape any female prisoners. I may have had a knife in my hand, but my options were very limited.
With a barely perceivable motion I moved the knife a fraction away from his neck. It was a tiny movement, but hugely significant.
There was a flicker of approval in his eyes, then the tip of his penis nuzzled against my cunt lips. There wasn't a sound in the room as very slowly, very gently he penetrated me. Finally he was deep inside me. His hand reached up and touched my hand, which was still holding the knife. I let go and the knife fell to the floor with a clatter. That was the signal for him to begin thrusting in and out of me. He tried to kiss me, but I turned my head to the side. However he pushed my face towards him and this time I let him kiss me. Indeed I responded and we kissed with a passion I had never experienced before. Then instinctively and without thinking I raised my legs and wrapped them round him. He stopped for a moment, then redoubled his thrusting. Seconds later he buried his face in the side of my neck and groaned deeply. I felt his prick jerk as he pumped his sperm into me.
We stayed motionless for a while, then he eased himself off me. I straightened my clothing and as I left he pressed money into my hand. Outside in the corridor I was surprised to see 5 gold sovereigns - a small fortune!
Of course I was last to return to the kitchen and the others must have guessed that the earl had taken my virginity, but they knew better than to ask.
That night, alone in my bed, I thought about the young earl moving between my thighs and the blazing heat as he came inside me. I played with my breasts and my cunt until I came.
In the morning I was surprised, and worried, to be called to see my master.
"It seems the young earls' cock is larger than his brain. He thinks he is in love with you," he said with a laugh. "He has asked that I release you from service so that he can marry you and I have agreed. It will be a scandal, but he is the earl so his family cannot refuse. You are a very fortunate young lady. You have achieved the impossible for a serving girl - welcome to the aristocracy!"
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Last autumn my husband and I visited Istanbul. It was primarily a business trip for him and he was away most mornings at meetings. I didn't mind having the morning to myself as it meant I could have a lie in and a slow, leisurely breakfast.
In the afternoons we would take in some of the sights of Istanbul. One day we went to the covered market - a huge, sprawling site with hundreds of shops and stalls. We were vaguely interested in getting a Turkish rug; if nothing else it was a great opportunity to chat and barter with the shop owners.
My husband spotted an interesting looking carpet shop, so we wandered inside. It was run by two men, obviously brothers, and the older looking one, a tall, handsome man probably in his late twenties welcomed us to his shop in quite good English. I noticed that he gave me a keen look all over and his cool appraisal and faint knowing smile made me wonder whether my thin summer dress didn't do enough to hide the fact that I wasn't wearing a bra. Anyway I had him down as slightly vain and a bit arrogant, though I had to admit that his good looks and charm did at least give him an excuse.
After he had shown us several items in the shop he explained that they had an upstairs store where they had more stock and he would be happy to show us some of them. We agreed and he guided us to the back of the shop and up a narrow wooden staircase.
The upstairs stockroom was long and slightly gloomy. Rugs and carpets were everywhere; some were stood on their ends, others were piled one on top of another on the floor. We wondered round looking at items, and all the time I was aware of the shop owners cool gaze following my movements, though my husband didn't seem to notice anything.
"Look at this Kim" my husband called across to me. I went over and was about to comment on the striking colour of the rug when I realised that what had attracted his attention was the design. It was inlaid with dancing girls and in each corner was the figure of an older man making love to one of the girls.
"Ah yes" said the shop owner coming up behind us "This is an older design, which they are not allowed to make nowadays. It shows the sultan with his concubines - sex slaves" he explained, with a glance at me. My husband made a few saucy remarks and we carried on looking.
I went behind some tall rolls and down a rather narrow stretch between yet more carpets. The shop owner said, "Excuse me madam" and went to pass behind me. I pulled myself in to let him squeeze behind me. Shielded from the view of my husband he grabbed hold of my hips and pulled me back against him. I could feel the rigid arrogance of his erect prick pressed hard against my bum.....then he released me and carried on as if nothing had happened.
I stood for a moment, out of sight to both my husband and the shop owner, and recovered my composure. I didn't know what to do, but thankfully Paul came over and asked me if I was ready to move on.
"There's nothing here I fancy," he whispered in my ear.
The shop owner expressed his regret that we couldn't find anything suitable. As charming as ever he held the shop door open for us.
"Come again sir" he called after us. "Come again madam, I will be happy to serve you".
Cheeky bastard I thought. Well I'm not ready to be served by that particular Turkish bull. But I had to admit that, after the initial alarm had died down, I was left with an undeniable thrill, and I could feel a definite moist arousal between my legs. Firstly I was flattered that a young man in his twenties could find me, a married women in her thirties, attractive. Then there was the undeniable fact that it was something very different, a real change in the routine.
I should explain that I was a virgin when I met my husband and I've always been faithful to him, and I had certainly never come across such a direct sexual proposition before.
I did toy with the idea of telling my husband. I had a suspicion that he would actually find it a turn on, because he loves to talk about sexual fantasies. On more than one occasion he's asked me whether I regret the fact that he is the only man I've ever slept with, but I've told him the simple truth that I don't.
Anyway I didn't tell him and the following morning I found myself breakfasting alone again. Back in my room I looked at the brilliant morning sunshine, changed into a light cotton dress with thin shoulder straps, lacy white panties and went out and hailed a taxi.
Five minutes later I found myself back at the main entrance to the market. I paid the cab driver and headed into the teeming alleyways. As a lone Western woman I attracted a few stares, and several remarks, but I ignored them. After a bit of wondering around I was approaching that carpet shop again. I walked towards it with my heart beating unusually fast for a woman interested in buying a rug.
To my disappointment I saw the owner was busy in conversation with a couple of elderly tourists so I carried on past the shop. Round the corner I decided it was a sign that I wasn't destined to call there, so I kept on walking. But after a couple of minutes I chided myself that I was a chicken hearted fool and I shouldn't be afraid of going back to that shop and making it clear to the owner that I hadn't been intimidated by him.
I casually breezed in through the door and was met with an effusive smile from the owner.
"Madam, I am delighted you have returned. If you want to look at the rugs you were inspecting yesterday then please continue upstairs to the stockroom. I must finish with these kind Danish people, then I will attend to you".
I headed past the elderly Danes who gave me a watery smile and went up the stairs and into the stockroom.
In the morning sunlight it looked quite different. Some parts were brightly lit by the slanting rays, the rest was in deep shadow. I made a token display of inspecting some of the rugs, but really I was listening to the sounds of the shop below.
In a very short time I heard the slam of the shop door and then footsteps on the stairs. With my heart beating rather fast I turned to face the door, quickly rehearsing the put down I'd thought up.
The owner stepped into the room, shutting the door firmly and quietly behind him. Then with a smooth push he slid a bolt home, locking the door from the inside.
"So madam" he said. "You have returned to be my concubine".
I was completely lost for words. My pre-rehearsed phrases had evaporated and as he moved towards me I was overcome by a sense of panic. I began to say that I had to go, but he put a finger to my lips and shushed me.
Taking both my arms by the elbow he raised them so they were above my head, then he lifted my dress off and casually tossed it to one side. Next he knelt in front of me and slowly and very gently peeled my panties down. With them out of the way he nuzzled into my pubic hair, seeming to love the smell of me, before delivering a light kiss to my pubic mound.
Then he led me to a pile of soft sheepskin rugs in one corner. He gestured for me to lie down. Things had gone much further, much faster than I imagined and I felt completely out of my depth and weakly did as I was told.
Standing over me he pulled his shirt off to reveal the broad firm chest of a fit young man. Then he took his trousers off, kicked his sandals to one side and pulled his shorts down. A large erect prick sprang into view. I'm not one of those women who is hung up on size, but you do look don't you and there was no question he was well endowed.
He lay down next to me and taking my face in his hands he began to kiss me gently. Then his mouth went down and began to suck greedily on one of my nipples.
"In Turkey it is normal for a concubine to begin by pleasuring her master with her mouth" he said.
"With my mouth" I repeated blankly, not cottoning on. So to make it clear he slid his fingers into my hair and pushed my head down until my mouth was almost touching his prick end. I like to think I'm as good as the next woman at oral sex, but to be faced with only my second ever prick at such close quarters was very intimidating. Still I did my best and after a few initial slurps to get the head of his prick lubricated I tried taking him deep into my mouth. But it was clear that he was a size, if not two sizes, bigger than my husband and I was literally gagging on him.
So I moved astride him and just hoped that I was lubricated enough. I rubbed his prick head against my cunt lips in an attempt to get more lubricant on him, then slowly, gingerly I began to lower myself onto his impressive Turkish column. He grunted his approval as he began to penetrate me and I gasped as I stretched to accommodate him. Slowly, steadily his prick disappeared inside me, until finally with an incredible plugged up feeling I realised that I had taken him all.
I began to move up and down on him, but it soon became tiring for me and I think he realised that. So he rolled me onto my back and began to shaft me with slow, deep strokes. The sensations were incredible and I locked my legs round him and urged him to go faster.
I must admit that you can have all the gentleness you like, I prefer a good hard shag and he didn't disappoint. He pounded into me, pushing me down amongst the rugs, and as I felt the unmistakeable waves of a major orgasm approaching I pushed back against him and told him not to stop and to keep fucking me.
As my orgasm racked through me, he locked his arms and thrust deep into me, and I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he shot his sperm into me.
We lay there gasping for a while, and then he gently eased himself off me. He disappeared round the corner and I looked round in the gloom for my clothes. Now that we had done it, all I wanted to do was get dressed and go.
I heard him coming back or so I thought, but instead I found his brother standing over me. Anxiously I rummaged round for my clothes, but they were nowhere to be seen, so I did the next best thing and put one arm across my breasts and covered my pussy with the other.
In the few seconds it had taken me to do that, he had stripped out of his clothes faster than you could say abracadabra.
"Madam" he said. "You are in Turkey now - the man is master" and with that he took firm hold of my wrists and pulled my hands away so that my tits and bush were displayed.
"Please madam" he said, and placed one hand on each knee and pushed my legs apart. Then he mounted me. His hand went down and he positioned his prick against my fanny. I gasped as his erect prick found its way between my fanny lips. I gasped again as he pushed deeper, then he thrust powerfully and I cried out as the full length of his hot, hard cock penetrated my cunt.
He shafted me for a while then got me to turn over resting on my elbows and knees. He fucked me hard from behind and rubbed my clit until another orgasm pulsed through me. As I cried out he made one final thrust into me.
First thing that morning you could have put a sign on me saying one careful owner, now, as another load of sperm was fired into me, the sign read three careful owners.
I lay and rested for a while, and then I got up and found my dress and knickers. Leaving his brother laid on the rugs I headed downstairs. The owner greeted me with a particularly welcoming smile, "Madam is a warm and generous woman".
As I went past him he slid one arm round my waist from behind.
"Please call again you are a most welcome guest and your husband must come also". I should add that all the time he was saying this one hand was fondling my left breast and the other was exploring my rump. Fortunately we were in the small office by the stairs, so no one on the street could see.
"My husband!" I exclaimed.
"Of course" he said. "I am sure he would love to watch and see what a sensual woman you are".
I tried to wriggle free, but instead of letting me go, he rucked up the back of my dress, stuck his hand inside my knickers and began to give my bum a good feel. Obviously turned on he reached forward and slid two fingers into my cunt, which was very wet and squelchy.
Then he pushed me face down across the desk and began to pull my knickers down. I wriggled and struggled and shouted at him to stop, but in response he slapped my bottom and told me to lie still and keep quiet.
He fed his prick into me and began to fuck me again. It's a good job no-one came into the shop or they would have been greeted by the rhythmic creaking of the desk and my gasping and groaning as the owner slid his big, fat prick in and out of my quim.
Then he shouted something in Turkish.
"I'm sorry", he said. "Madam does not speak Turkish. Let me translate - I asked my brother to bring some oil for the ladies bottom".
I hadn't a clue what he was going to do, but I didn't like the sound of it. His brother duly appeared with a small bottle of olive oil, and the owner took that and poured it down the crack of my arse. Then he began to work it into my asshole and I realised that he meant to fuck me up the arse.
"No, please don't" I gasped. "No one has ever done that to me".
"Ah excellent" he said. "A bottom virgin".
His prick was really too big for my back passage, but he did manage to penetrate me, before shooting his load up my arse.
Slowly, sorely I straightened myself up and felt his spunk trickling from my non-virginal asshole.
I walked back to the main road with a very sticky feeling between my legs and sperm running down my thighs. Sat in the taxi I discretely dabbed at my thighs and mopped some of it up.
Back at the hotel I showered, changed, flopped on the bed and promptly fell asleep for half an hour. Paul was late back, so there was no afternoon excursion. Instead we went to a city centre restaurant and enjoyed an intimate meal.
I was still pretty hyped up after my experiences in the morning, and towards the end of the meal I slipped my shoe off and used my toes to discreetly massage Paul's lap. He looked questioningly at me and I made it clear that I was up for some fun if he wanted to head back to our room. He willingly took the hint and we were soon back at the hotel.
In no time at all I stripped him naked, pushed him back on the bed and went down on him. He was soon rock hard, so I climbed on top of him and slipped his prick into my fanny. Rocking up and down on top of him I casually asked him what he would say if I told him that earlier today two young Turks had enjoyed the cunt he was now fucking.
He shot bolt upright. "What!!!"
I pushed him back down.
"I said what would you say if I told you that earlier today two young Turks had enjoyed the cunt you're now fucking. Would you be mad? Disappointed? Or excited?"
"Jesus Christ" he said, and I felt his prick jerk inside me as he shot his sperm into me. It was all the answer I needed; I had nailed his secret fantasy firmly on the head.
Having come once he usually takes a while to get hard again, but this time he was stiff again very quickly. He pushed me down, got on top of me and thrust his prick back into me.
"Do you think I'm a tart?" I asked.
"Yes I do", he nodded. "A gorgeous, loveable, fuckable tart. Now tell me more about your sexual adventures".
So I told him what had happened behind his back yesterday and how I had gone back this morning and got more than I bargained for. He told me to slow down and tell him all the details. He asked whether they had made me orgasm, whether I had allowed them to come inside me, what their cocks felt like compared to his and so on.
I asked him how he felt about it, and he said it was the most exciting thing that had happened in our relationship.
"What do you mean" I said.
"Have you never guessed that my private fantasy is to watch someone else fuck you?"
"I didn't realise that it was quite so blatant, but I had guessed that the idea of me taking a lover turned you on. To be honest I wondered whether it was just so you would have an excuse to take a mistress"
"Oh no" he reassured me. " It's not that. Don't ask me to explain it, but the thought of watching someone else fuck you is a big turn on"
"You mean if you'd been there this morning you would have quite happily watched them fuck me"
"Yes I think I would" Paul admitted.
"Well if you'd stayed to the end you would have seen one extra thing" I admitted.
"Go on" he said.
"Well right at the end the big guy pushed me over his desk and fucked me up the arse"
"Wow" said Paul. "You always told me that was a no, no"
"I told him that" I ruefully admitted. "But he's not a good listener. Anyway he was too big for me and it hurt, so I'm not doing that again in a hurry"
We fucked and talked some more, and I tried to get my brain round the fact that my husband wanted to watch someone else screwing me. I thought that men were supposed to be jealous and possessive, but he explained that wife watching (as it's apparently called) is a very common male fantasy.
The next afternoon we did a standard tourist tour of some of the older, historic mosques. It was OK, but after all the sexual shenanigans it was a bit of an anticlimax (if you'll pardon the pun).
The following day, Wednesday, was our last full day, as we flew out on Thursday morning. Paul had a meeting in the morning and wasn't sure what time he'd be back, but in the event he returned just before lunchtime. We had a light lunch on the hotel terrace, and then chatted about what to do next.
"What do you want to do" Paul asked.
"I don't mind. You've been working, you choose"
Paul looked at me and raised an eyebrow. I asked him what that meant, and he laughed and asked whether I fancied a trip to the market.
"What you mean is that you do" I said.
"Well to be honest I can't really remember what that guy looks like. I'd like to see him again. I'm not expecting you to do anything; it's just a viewing trip. I want to have a good look at the guy who fucked my wife"
"Alright" I said. "But strictly on the understanding that I'm not going to do anything"
So half an hour later we were back at the entrance to the market. We wandered down the alleys heading for that shop. When we got there the older brother was stood in the doorway, surveying the sparse trade. When he saw us he waved us across, but I told my husband I was staying over here.
"You go chat to him if you want, but I've nothing to say. I'm staying here"
So Paul went across and the owner greeted him like a long lost relative with a hearty handshake and then a hug. They stood there chatting away, and I felt a bit peeved because to look at them you would have thought they were old friends.
Eventually Paul came back to me.
"He sends his regards to the most beautiful woman in Istanbul"
"Bullshit" I said.
"Agreed" said Paul. "Though he does seem to be genuinely impressed with you. His brother can't send his regards because it's his day off. Anyway he's invited us in for a Turkish coffee"
"Just a coffee?" I asked a trifle sarcastically.
"Actually no" laughed Paul. "He says I can watch while he pleasures you again"
"No way" I retorted sharply. "I'm not having him banging away at my arse again"
"Well I've cleared that with him already. I've told him that your arse is strictly out of bounds"
"Paul" I said. "I told you earlier I wasn't doing anything"
"Oh come on Kim" he countered. "I know it's asking a lot of you, but think about it, we're on the plane tomorrow and will never see this guy again. I would really like to watch someone fuck you and this is the ideal opportunity"
He pleaded some more and eventually, telling him that he owed me big time, I agreed to go across.
When I crossed the road the owner (Paul told me his name was Kemel) looked like all his Christmas's and birthdays had been rolled into one.
"Madam is most welcome again. Please go through. My brother is away, so I will have to lock the shop"



We went through to the back and as we passed the small office I saw Paul take a sharp look at the desk where two days earlier I had panted and groaned as Kemel fucked me. Then we went up the stairs and back into that storeroom.
We had a couple of minutes wait until Kemel appeared with a tray of coffees. He pulled some rugs into the middle of the floor and gestured for us to sit. Coffee was served and Kemel chatted freely. It turned out he had gone to college in London for two years, hence his excellent English.
Whilst we chatted I was very aware that all this discussion about London, rainy weather and English beer was really just small talk, and very soon I was going to be expected to let a virtual stranger fuck me while my husband watched. I felt very nervous and was beginning to wish that I hadn't agreed to this.
It was Kemel who set the ball rolling.
"Sir you will need to be seated comfortably. Let me get you a chair" He disappeared, but soon came back with a faded, but comfortable looking leather chair. He put it to one side of the floor space and gestured for Paul to take his place.
Then he led me by the hand into the middle of the floor.
"Sir" he said to Paul. "I thank you for the knowledge and the pleasure of your beautiful woman". Smarmy git, but no thanks to me I noticed.
He went and stood behind me and I stood there, waiting and wondering what he was going to do. He left me standing there for a minute, just for effect I think, then his hands slid round and cupped my breasts.
Once again I wasn't wearing a bra and Kemel squeezed and kneaded my breasts. My dress buttoned down to the waist and Kemel soon unbuttoned it and pulled it open so that my breasts were on display. Feeling very self-conscious I turned to kiss Kemel, so that at least I wasn't quite so aware of my husband watching me. But Kemel pushed me back round, so that I was again facing Paul. Then he began to stroke my pussy through the material of my dress and I could feel myself responding and becoming aroused.
Slowly and rather theatrically he hitched up the hem of my dress until my lacy pink panties were visible. Then his hand went between my thighs and now he was stroking my pussy through my knickers.
His hands went into the waistband of my knickers and slid them down until they were just above my knees. Now my pussy was on display and again I tried to turn away to hide my embarrassment, but Kemel wouldn't allow it.
His right hand dived between my thighs and he pushed my legs apart and began to probe at my cunt. God I felt such a slut stood there with my legs wide apart, my knickers round my knees and Kemel finger fucking me with wet, squelchy noises, while my husband sat just eight feet away, rubbing the prominent bulge in his trousers.
I am actually a rather shy girl and this was way, way beyond my normal experience. I was mortified. It was deeply embarrassing being displayed in this way, but the odd thing was that I couldn't deny the fact that it was also a huge turn on. There was no question but that my love juices were really flowing - my cunt was absolutely wet through!
Kemel took one of his fingers and slid it into my mouth.
"What can madam taste?" he asked.
"My cunt" I replied, arching my back and rubbing my ass against his prick.
"And what would madam like in her cunt?"
"Your cock" I replied.
"Pardon madam, you speak so quietly I could not hear that".
"I said I want your prick inside my cunt. I want you to fuck my cunt."
And I did want to feel it. I wanted his big, fat cock to slide between my cunt lips and spread me like it had done before. Reaching up I pulled my dress off, then pulled my panties off and threw them to one side. I chose the softest rug and went down on all fours presenting my arse and cunt to Kemel.
He was soon in position behind me and began to push his prick against my cunt lips.
"Oh yes, that's it" I gasped. "Put him inside me".
"God that's great" said Paul encouraging me. "Keep talking".
I pushed back against Kemel and urged him to fuck me. I got pretty carried away.
"Go on" I said. "Put your prick inside my cunt. Fuck me. That's it. No, harder, harder. Go on fuck me, fill my cunt with your spunk."
All that dirty talk took us both over the edge. Kemel groaned deeply and made a last thrust into me and I cried out and arched my back.
Kemel rolled off me and to my surprise Paul scrabbled frantically to take his place. He pulled his trousers down and rammed his prick into me.
"Sorry" he warned me. "I'm going to come". Half a dozen thrusts and then he added his spunk to the load already in my cunt.
We lay gasping for a while and then slowly got dressed. Kemel went out and returned with some cold drinks for us.
Sat there relaxing a thought suddenly struck me.
"Kemel" I said. "What made you grab hold of me on that first day? Do you grab hold of all the women who come in here"
He smiled. "Of course not - only the young and pretty ones! No, it started two years ago when an American tourist lady came in here on her own. She walked round looking at the carpets, but I had some feeling about her. A feeling that something might be possible. I decided I had to try. If I was wrong what was the worst that could happen - she could slap my face. So in my most charming manner I offered her the service of my body. One minute later I was fucking her in the storeroom. Since then there have been a few women, but not many, you have to pick carefully."
"So why pick me?" I asked.
"Two things" he said. "Beauty and sensuality. You may not think you have this, but you do. You are aware of yourself as a woman, and you have a beautiful face and a beautiful body."
"You mean I look available" I said.
"No!" he exclaimed. "Sensuality and availability are two different things. You have class. Women who are available have no class."
That reply helped to convince me that I hadn't acted like a tart, and certainly my husband didn't seem bothered. He said that watching Kemel thrusting into me had been every bit as exciting as he thought it might be.
Still the next morning on the plane flicking half-heartedly through one of the magazines I was able to think about it a bit more clearly.
Kemel's reply was obviously designed to flatter me and I had fallen for it. But being honest about it, the obvious conclusion is that when he saw me that first afternoon he had correctly identified me as a bored housewife in need of a good screw.
Oh what the hell! I would never see Kemel again, so who cares what he thinks. My husband is happy and I have the satisfaction of being able to count myself as an experienced woman.
Would I take another lover again? I might, but not behind my husbands back. I had heard rumours about goings-on taking place after some of the social events on our estate. Apparently my friends Jayne and Denise and their husbands were involved, so perhaps I ought to drop a hint that Paul and I are up for a bit of fun.
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The first time I ever went on holiday on my own was back in the summer of 1978 when I had just turned 18. My friend Trudy and I talked our parents into letting us have a week away in Torquay.
It was a first taste of freedom for us and we had a great time. Of course quite a few boys tried to chat us up and we enjoyed a bit of mild flirting, but we were rather strait-laced and sex wasn't an essential part of the holiday for either of us.
We were both still virgins. The furthest I had ever gone was to let a couple of boys get their hands inside my knickers, but that was only after we had been going out for several weeks - the rest got no further than my boobs!
On the Thursday we went out for an evening walk on the seafront and two lads, who introduced themselves as Tony and Dave, came up and started chatting to us. We weren't going to let ourselves be picked up just like that, so we refused their offer of a drink, and despite their protestations we moved on.
So I was a bit surprised when I walked into the hotel lobby on Friday evening and found Trudy talking to the same two lads. She explained that it turned out that they were staying at the same hotel as us and did we want to join them for a drink in the hotel bar. The way she looked enquiringly at me told me that she was up for it, so I agreed.
After we had been sat down for a couple of minutes I realized why Trudy had been so keen. She had obviously clicked with Tony, who was the better looking of the two. In the past I had always got the better looking boy, so for once the tables were turned.
I rather felt that I'd been dumped with Dave, but actually he wasn't bad looking and was reasonably amusing. He asked me what I thought of the hotel and I pulled a face and said they'd messed us around. In what way he asked. I explained that we'd booked a twin room, but they'd given us two single rooms. Isn't that better he said. Well at least they're connecting I said, but they're poky little rooms stuck right up on the top floor.
We had one drink in the hotel bar and then Tony suggested a walk down the road to another place. Tony and Trudy led the way with their arms round each other, and Dave and I followed. We chatted, but to Dave's disappointment I kept my distance.
After a couple of drinks there it was closing time so we headed back for a nightcap at the hotel bar. By now I'd mellowed a bit (probably because of the drink) and I let Dave put his arm round me.
Trudy and Tony were in front again and they soon stopped and started to kiss. "Look at them," I said to Dave. His only reply was to pull me to him and kiss me. I didn't resist and in fact after a minute I started to respond, but some people were approaching, so I stopped and we continued back to the hotel.
We had another drink in the hotel bar and Trudy was deep in conversation with Tony. She was smiling and laughing and obviously very taken with him. Then she leaned across and said that Tony wanted to see these rooms we'd been grumbling about. But laughingly she said that she didn't trust him and would only go up there if I came along for protection.
I shrugged and said yes, so we all went upstairs. The lads looked at the rooms and said they were OK and not as bad as we had made out. Then Tony took Trudy by the hand and said he wanted another look at her room. He took her through and shut the connecting door.
Dave sat on my bed and pulled me towards him. Rather reluctantly I sat down and of course he began to kiss me. His hands soon slid upwards and started to stroke my breasts. I let him do that and it was actually very nice. Then he caught me out by quickly undoing two buttons on my blouse and slipping his hand inside. I protested, but it did feel nice, so I didn't really try to stop him.
The next, rather predictable, step was a hand placed on my knee and then starting to slide up my leg. I had no intention of letting him do that, so I grabbed hold of his wrist and pulled his hand away. But he was persistent and kept trying to get his hand up my skirt. I got tired of the wrestling match that was developing and said it was time for me to get Trudy. They're busy said Dave, leave them alone, and he proceeded to maul me some more.
I pushed him away and got up. I opened the connecting door and stopped dumbstruck. Trudy was laid on the bed her eyes shut tight and her mouth open in a perfect O. Her knickers were round one ankle and Tony was between her thighs, his backside rising and falling as he thrust into her.
Dave came up behind me and quietly shut the door. He brought me back to the bed and pulled me down onto it. I was so shocked at what I had just seen, that I only half registered that Dave had pushed my skirt up and was removing my knickers. Then he was between my legs and the feel of something very hard and warm butting at my crotch brought me to my senses and made me realise that he was trying to fuck me. I just had time to say no please don't and then his prick found the entrance to my fanny and he began to push into me. I groaned as his big hard cock stretched my pussy. It was hurting a bit so I gasped for him to be careful as I was a virgin.
He said nothing, but did go more gently now that his cock was right inside me. He began to fuck me with slow, deep strokes and as his prick slid in and out of my cunt I started to respond and my love juices began to flow. However it wasn't long before he said he was sorry, but he was going to come. He groaned and pushed deep into me and for the first time I felt a mans prick jerk inside me and the lovely warm feeling as he fired his load into me.
We lay there for a while then I let Dave remove my blouse. Next he unfastened my bra and released my breasts. His head went down and he licked and sucked greedily at my nipples. He travelled further down and removed my skirt, then he put his head between my legs and licked my cunt. It was embarrassingly intimate, but also very exciting, so when he asked me to return the favour I took his cock in my mouth and gave him what must have been a rather amateurish blowjob.
As soon as he was really hard again we got in bed and made love properly. This time it wasn't a quickie. Dave was clearly more experienced than I was. He took me from behind while playing with my clit, which made me come. Then he pinned me down in the missionary position and thrust roughly into me. As he thrust into me he began to squeeze my bum, then he took some of my cunt juices and rubbed them round my asshole. It shows you how inexperienced I was because I was puzzled as to why he was doing that. So when he stuck a finger up my bum the sexual shock was massive and I climaxed immediately. That took him over the edge and he fired a second load of sperm into my cunt.
After that we were both exhausted and fell into a deep sleep.
I woke with a start at 8 am and sat bolt upright. Fortunately Dave had gone; it was a bit of a relief that he'd had the discretion to leave earlier. I could almost believe that the events of the night had been a dream, but the wetness between my legs and the stains on the sheets told a different story. I was too tired to worry about breakfast and I lay back and fell asleep again.
I woke an hour or so later and lay staring at the wall for a minute, then I felt the bed move. I turned and saw that Tony was sat on the end of the bed! There was a faint smile on his lips, which was probably caused by the fact that the bedclothes had slipped down so my breasts were exposed to him.
I pulled a sheet over me, which made Tony laugh. He grabbed the other end of the sheet, yanked it back towards him and threw himself at me. His mouth clamped onto one of my breasts and as I tried to push him away his hand went between my legs. I gasped as he pushed into me and began to finger fuck me. Then he was kissing me and I was responding and pushing back against him as he probed at my wetness. Next his tongue ran down between my breasts and he went down on me.
He licked, sucked and played with my clit quite beautifully, so that I came with a very powerful orgasm. Then it was my turn to go down on him. He laid on the bed and I knelt between his legs and took his prick end into my mouth. He ran his fingers through my hair as I took his prick right into the back of my throat.
I was busy with his prick when I thought I heard something. I went to lift my head, but Tony pushed it back down and told me not to stop.
However I did stop when Dave suddenly asked me to push my bum up in the air a bit! I froze with no idea what to do, but Dave decided things for me. I must have been wet through because his prick went deep into me with one thrust.
A few hours ago I had been a virgin, now I had one guys prick in my mouth while another fucked me from behind. It obviously turned them on because Tony was gasping at me not to stop as he was going to come. Dave started to go faster in an attempt to come at the same time and I was caught between them. Then Tony erupted into my mouth whilst Dave pumped his spunk into my cunt.
It was a bad moment for Trudy to step through the connecting door and be greeted by the sight of me taking it at both ends!
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I was out in the garden last summer laid out on a lounger. Our garden is fairly private, so I had taken off my bikini top and was sunbathing topless.
I closed my eyes and relaxed in the summer heat. When I reopened them I was glad I was wearing my sunglasses because a man was stood watching from the bedroom window of the house backing on to ours.
He was being very blatant about it, but I was so comfortable that I was damned if I was going to move. Although his house backs on to ours I've never spoken to him, but one of my friends told me that because of his good looks he thinks he's god's gift to women.
After a while the situation began to get to me. I'm quite a shy girl, so the experience of having a stranger ogling my tits was a new one and I began to feel rather fruity.
He'd been there a while when suddenly his wife appeared alongside him. I thought she might be annoyed, but she seemed to find it amusing and looked as though she was teasing him. He ended up stood behind her and I could clearly see that he had his hands under her T-shirt feeling her tits. Then his hands moved downwards and I guess he was pulling her knickers down, because a few seconds later she gave a sudden gasp and I realised he had slipped his prick into her. She ended up leaning forward with her elbows resting on the window sill while he shafted her from behind.
I lay motionless while this was going on. I knew I was wet through between my legs and I was desperate to slip my hand down there and bring myself off, but I just couldn't do it. So I watched transfixed as his wife pushed back against him as he thrust into her.
I squirmed in my seat as I watched them fucking away, and my pussy spasmed as I clearly saw his face contort as he erupted inside her.
The next day I was in the kitchen when there was a knock at the back door. I went to the door and it was our neighbour. He asked if he could borrow some sugar. That was so corny that I had to smile, but of course I said yes.
He followed me into the kitchen and as I was pouring some sugar into a cup he said "You knew I was watching you the other day and I bet you knew that when I was shafting my wife I was imagining it was you."
I turned to face him and told him that I didn't know what he meant. He just smiled at that and began to move towards me. I thought he was going to try and kiss me, so I got a surprise when he dropped to his knees in front of me. He pushed up my skirt and his mouth went straight to the top of my legs and he began to nibble at my pussy through my knickers.
His hands slid up the back of my legs and began to squeeze my bum. When he started to pull my knickers down I realised I was powerless to stop him; in fact I raised one foot so that it was easier for him to take them off. He smiled up at me as he removed them and stuffed them in his pocket.
"What nice, sexy knickers" he said. They were lacy white ones, with little pink bows at the sides, and really I should have felt guilty because my husband had bought them as a present.
He then picked me up, lifted me up onto the kitchen unit and spread my legs. He unfastened his trousers and took out his prick. It wasn't overlong, but it was very thick and very erect.
"Now I'm going to fuck your cunt," he said and he positioned his prick against my fanny lips.
"You say that," he said.
"You're going to fuck my cunt." I whispered into his ear.
"Louder" he demanded.
"Please fuck my cunt," I said, and he slid his prick into my very wet fanny.
He fucked me with long, hard strokes while I gasped and groaned. He pulled my blouse open, unfastened my bra and gave it a tug so that my tits spilled out. He put his head down and began to suck hungrily at my nipples.
After fucking me for a while longer, he picked me up and, with his prick still inside me, he carried me across and laid me on the dining room table. He then moved my legs so that my feet were over his shoulder. I love that position because penetration is so deep. When I began to orgasm he urged me to make a noise and I shuddered and squealed my way through the most powerful orgasm I have ever experienced. Finally he thrust deep into me and pumped what felt like a river of sperm into me.
After a while we got dressed and it seemed to be just in time because my husband, Paul, came in. I introduced him to our neighbour who explained about the sugar and began to chat to Paul. I could see that Paul wasn't really paying much attention to what he was saying. I realised that he was staring at our neighbours pocket and my heart gave a lurch as I saw that my knickers were hanging out of them. There was no way you could mistake them for a handkerchief as one of the pink bows was visible, and I knew that Paul would recognise them straight away.
When he'd gone Paul demanded to know what had been going on. I told him I'd loaned him some sugar that was all, but he said that was a lie and that our neighbour looked like the cat who'd just got the cream.
He backed me into a corner, pulled my skirt up and stuck his hand between my legs. Of course I was knickerless, my cunt was wet and gaping after the fucking I'd just received and there was sperm running down the inside of my thighs.
"Tell the truth Kim," Paul said. "You've just been fucked haven't you?"
I couldn't say anything, but just nodded dumbly.
He made me take off my skirt and stand by the dining room table. He went away and when he came back he had an 18-inch ruler in his hand. A few minutes earlier I had been fucked on that table, now I was made to bend over with my elbows resting on the table.
The first blow landed squarely on my backside and made me cry out with pain. The second blow was just as bad and I asked him how many I was going to get. He said it would be six, plus an extra two for asking.
At the end of the eight strokes I collapsed across the table. Then I heard my husband unzipping himself and I knew what was coming next. His stiff prick nudged against my fanny lips and he began to push it deep into my cunt. He must have been very excited because he only gave a couple of thrusts, then groaned as he added his load of spunk to the store already inside my fanny. Then he withdrew and left me draped across the table in a most unladylike manner.
After a while I straightened myself up and went upstairs. My husband was waiting. He was laid on the bed and told me to suck his prick until it was hard. I went down on him and took his prick deep into the back of my mouth.
When he was hard I straddled him and slowly lowered my aching hole onto his penis. While he lay there I moved rhythmically up and down. He moved my fingers to my clit, so I began to rub myself and he told me to tell him what really happened. When I described how our neighbours thick cock had minutes earlier been enjoying the cunt he was now fucking he became very excited and shot another load of spunk into me. I kept on rubbing myself and soon reached another memorable climax.
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This story is dedicated to Katie and Nikki who wrote and said how much they preferred the word knickers to panties.
*
I work in an accounts office which I share with my assistant Steve, a shy but quite good-looking nineteen year old. I sometimes wonder what he thinks of me, a married woman in her thirties. He's never shown any sign of being interested in me, though I did once notice him sneaking a peek when I bent over while wearing a slightly low cut summer dress.
One morning I was stood by the filing cabinet when I felt something snap and my knickers suddenly fell round my ankles. I stood motionless for a minute, then picked them up, and with a joke about cheap elastic I stuffed them in my handbag. I looked at Steve and he blushed like mad. There was an awkward silence, then he left the room and went down the corridor to the loo.
After a minute it suddenly dawned on me that the sight of my knickers had excited him so much that he'd had to go jerk himself off (admittedly they were lacy black ones).
Neither of us said anything when he came back, but there was a definite tension in the air.
It was odd walking round with no knickers on. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but at the same time rather sexy.
Straight after lunch I had to go see my boss. I know he fancies me because at the Christmas disco he got me to dance to a slow number and his hands were all over me. He tried to persuade me to slip down to the basement storeroom with him, but I don't fancy him so I refused.
Now I stood next to him as he pointed out figures on the computer screen. I wonder what would have been his reaction if he had known that all he had to do was stick his hand up my skirt and he would have easy access to my pussy.
More to the point my assistant Steve knew about my lack of underwear and I knew that he knew. I found myself wondering what his reaction would be if I accidentally on purpose flashed at him. At first it was just an amusing flight of fancy - I could imagine him blushing away even as his prick got harder.
But of course it was a fantasy that was relatively easy to carry out and as I thought about it I was surprised to find my pussy pouting wetly.
As the afternoon wore on the temptation to expose myself was irresistible. It was all I could think about and finally I resolved to do it. With my heart pounding away I waited till Steve was near my desk then knocked a pen on the floor and asked him to pick it up. As he bent down I parted my legs. He gasped and stared at my sex. Finally he put the pen on the table with trembling fingers.
I told him there was a job that needed doing in the basement storeroom and he had to come with me.
He followed eagerly and as soon as we were in the basement he grabbed me and started mauling me. That wasn't what I had in mind so I pushed him away and told him to wait. I went over to the farthest corner where we were safely out of sight behind all the cabinets and shelving. Then I sat on the carpet and parted my legs for him. He just stared, so I told him he ought to unfasten his trousers. He scrabbled with his belt and zip as I stroked my inner thighs. His pants came down and revealed a lovely erect cock - big, firm and stiff. I was wet through and ready for him. I teased him by slipping a finger into my pussy.
Big mistake! He cried out and grabbed his cock as sperm jetted out of it. Most went on the floor, but a few drops splattered on my legs.
"What the bloody hell is going on here?" a voice demanded.
My boss was stood watching! Steve pulled his trousers up and fled. I stood up, smoothed my skirt down and tried to walk out as coolly as I could, but my boss grabbed my arm.
"If you can do it for him you can do it for me" he said.
He pushed me against the wall and started kissing me. I struggled and said no, but he just ignored me. He began to pull my skirt up. I fought him, but he was too strong and it ended up bunched around my waist. Then he got his prick out and tried to get it in me, but because we were standing up it was too difficult, so he pulled me down onto the carpet. He pushed my legs apart and thrust at me. I wriggled and he missed. This happened again, and again.
He told me to keep still, but I kept wriggling and he became frantic, desperately begging me to keep still as he kept thrusting unsuccessfully. It was odd because even though I was pinned down he was pleading with me and I felt triumphant and in control of the situation.
Then it happened. I wriggled to one side just as he thrust there and his prick rammed deep into me. I cried out and he groaned with relief and commenced to fuck me. He was a big powerful man, but a lousy fuck. It wasn't long before he gave an extra deep thrust and I felt his prick jerk inside me as he pumped his spunk into me.
When he'd finished he lay gasping on top of me. Then I froze in horror as a voice I recognised asked my boss if I was any good. Geoff and Dave from the office were watching!
My boss got up and told them I was great and they should have a go. Geoff came across unfastening his trousers. I tried to get up but he pushed me back down, parted my legs and guided his prick to its target. I gasped as he entered me and fucked me with fast, deep strokes. He told the others I was bloody juicy, then it was his turn to fire his sperm into me.
Having just taken two men for the first time in my life I didn't think it would make much difference to take a third, so I didn't even try to get up when Dave came across. He positioned his prick against my cunt lips then slid into me. As he fucked me he told me that he'd always fancied me and he could hardly believe he was having me. I could hardly believe it either.
Then he told me that when he was fucking his wife he often imagined it was me. It's odd and I've no idea why, but that sent a wave of love juice surging to my pussy.
I laid there passively, but despite the sordid setting (me on my back in a basement being fucked by a work colleague while two others shouted their encouragement) I was turned on. Perhaps it was because I'm a relatively shy woman and this was the only outrageous thing I'd ever done.
Whatever the reason it came to an end when Dave buried his face in my neck, groaned and flooded my cunt with his spunk. He lay on top of me for a while and then eased himself off.
His limp prick slid out of me and sperm trickled out of my well-fucked cunt. As the men walked away I heard them say that it had been great and they should do it again soon.
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I left school in the summer and through friends of the family I got a job working as a nanny to the manager at a mining station in a remote part of Australia. My idea was that I would work there for about a year, tour Australia for a few months with the money I'd earned and then head back home to England.
So in early July I found myself on a train to a remote part of Australia. Towards the end of the journey there was only myself and an older woman in the compartment. She asked where I was going and I said the end of the line.
Was anyone meeting me? No I explained. I'd been told to take the train to the end of the line, then catch the coach to Munroe's Station where I would be working. The woman raised her eyebrows at that.
"It's rough out there. They don't see many women, so you'll be the center of attention. No insult intended miss, but I would change that top of yours."
"What do you mean?"
"A hint of cleavage and they'll go mad. Wear a nice dress so they'll treat you like a lady."
I didn't think my top showed very much, but at the first opportunity I got my case down and changed into a summery dress which buttoned all the way up the front and went to just above my knees.
The woman got off two stops before me. So I traveled the last stretch alone. It was harsh, but dramatic country and the sun beat down from a clear blue sky.
At the end of the line I got down from the train and was hit by a wall of heat. I asked the attendant where the coach left from and he said outside the bar. There was no mistaking the bar because it was the only building and had a large sign telling you it was Murphy's Bar. I picked up my case and walked across. There was a notice over the front entrance saying men only, so I went round the back looking for the women's room. I did a full circuit of the building, but the only other doors were one to the men's loo and another into a kitchen at the back of the bar. I walked round the building again in case I had missed something, but there was nothing.
So I headed in through the front entrance. The conversation stopped dead and about thirty men turned to look at me. Feeling rather intimidated I walked up to the barman who cast a quizzical eye over me.
"G'day miss."
"Hello. I've got three hours to wait for my coach to Munroe's Crossing and I can't see that there is a ladies waiting room. Is it OK if I wait in here?"
"Men only in here. The only way you can stay is if you agree to the rules on the notice board."
He pointed to the notice board over on the wall to my left. I looked at it and almost dropped my case in amazement.
Several pairs of knickers were pinned to it and at the top in large lettering it said "Ladies who wish to stay in here must remove their knickers."
I looked back at the barman.
"Is that a joke?"
"A joke?" he said. "Definitely not. You're welcome to a seat in here as long as you take your knickers off."
"No way," I said and headed out to various derisive comments and whistles from the watching miners.
It was sweltering outside and after ten minutes the train pulled away leaving the place eerily quiet. I went round the back to try and get some shade, but the flies were bad, so I had to return to the front.
I'd been out there for over half an hour and was feeling hot and dried out, when one of the miners came out.
"Coach has broken down and there'll be a delay of at least two hours."
I looked at my watch - that meant over four hours to wait in this heat! I hung on grimly for another twenty minutes and then I knew I was beaten - I couldn't stand out there for another four minutes, never mind four hours.
I picked up my case and headed back inside.
"Alright you win, but please can I have a drink first."
He took the top off a bottle of ice-cold beer and handed it to me.
"Water please," I said.
"We don't serve water and it's off anyway, so it's beer or nothing."
I was so thirsty it didn't seem to matter much. I took the beer and it was wonderful to feel the cold liquid going down my parched throat. In no time I'd finished it and he passed me another without comment. That went the same way as the first, so he passed me a third. I had drunk half of that before I realised that I was drinking too much too quickly. The worst of my thirst had gone, so I sat down, but there was an outburst of boos and complaints.
"Come on miss, time to keep your side of the bargain," said the barman.
"Give me a minute," I said taking another swig of my beer. There was obviously no way out of it, so to cheers from the whole room I stood up. Blushing madly I reached up under my dress and pulled my knickers down whilst being very careful not to let them see too much of my legs (and certainly nothing higher up!).
There were lots of cheers and ribald remarks as I handed them to the barman and he proceeded to pin them to the notice board. Fortunately they were plain white cotton ones, heaven knows how excited they would have got if they had been lacy black ones.
I sat down acutely aware of my knickerless state. Men kept coming across offering to buy me a drink, but I refused. The barman (who it turned out was the owner) told them to leave me alone, but some of them got quite aggressive with him and there was soon an argument at the bar.
Eventually the owner came across to me.
"Sorry miss I'm trying to protect you, but the lads want some more fun. To pacify them I've said you'll show them what you have under your dress."
"What do you mean?"
"I'm sorry, but you'll have to lift your dress and give them a flash of your pussy. I've tried to talk them out of it, but they won't accept less and I reckon if you refuse they'll just ignore me and grab hold of you and that will be worse."
"Can't you call the police?"
"The nearest policeman is 300 miles away. There are no police around here."
He took hold of my arm and guided me across to the bar. What with the situation, the heat and the beers I'd drunk I felt quite lightheaded. I stood with my back to the bar and my legs slightly apart, then I took hold of the hem of my dress and raised it until it was round my waist. The cheers and comments were clamorous. There were lots of remarks about what a lovely furry pussy I had and so on.
What I didn't understand was the calls for the cards to be dealt out. The owner said no, she's done what you wanted, but several of them told him there would be a riot if he didn't get the cards. He looked at me, shrugged and picked up a pack of cards which he proceeded to deal out, one to each man. I hadn't a clue what was going on, but I didn't like the look of it.
He dealt out just over half of the cards and took the leftover ones back to the bar.
"Aces only", he said. "Nothing else."
There were several cries of aces and kings, but he shook his head and insisted on aces only. I had a worrying feeling that I was the prize in some sort of competition.
"OK", he said. "Check your cards - do we have anyone with an ace?"
Three grinning miners stood up, whilst the rest jeered and moaned.
There was a general commotion, a space was cleared and a bedroll was thrown down on the floor. The three men came over, I tried to back away, but I was against the bar and there was nowhere to go. Two of them grabbed my arms and the third one started to undo the buttons down the front of my dress. I struggled and begged him to stop, but it made no difference and soon my dress was completely unbuttoned. Once that was done they took me and pushed me down onto the bedroll. The guy who'd unbuttoned my dress told the others that he would make sure I was ready. He pushed my knees apart and his head went between my legs.
The shock was tremendous. I was still a virgin and the furthest I'd gone was to allow a couple of boys to get their hands inside my knickers, so I was quite unprepared for a grown man going down on me. I closed my eyes so that I couldn't see all the watching men, but that only made me even more aware of the tongue probing into my pussy. I jerked with shock as he found my clit. To the watching men it may have looked like I was trying to get away, but in truth, and to my amazement, a wave of pleasure swept through my body.
The miner moved away and kneeling upright declared that I was ready. I kept my eyes shut, but could hear the sounds of him unfastening his trousers.
So this was it. I had secretly planned to lose my virginity on this trip. I'd had visions of some handsome Australian lad making love to me on a secluded beach at sunset - the reality was turning out to be very different.
He moved between my legs and carefully positioned himself so that his warm hard prick rested against my cunt lips. Thankfully he eased himself into me gently, though I couldn't help gasping as he penetrated me. Once he was in he started to fuck me properly.
With my eyes shut tight I was able to blot out the rest of the room. All I could feel were the sensations as his big hard cock fucked my virgin pussy. It wasn't long before he speeded up, then gave an extra deep thrust and for the first time ever I felt a man come inside me. His prick jerked and there was a warm, wet feeling as he pumped his sperm into me.
He lay on me for a moment, but there were cries for him to move over, so he levered himself off. I opened my eyes and saw the second man stood over me. He hauled his trousers down and a powerful erect cock sprang into view. He mounted me and positioned his cock. I was wet through and it only took one thrust and he was deep inside me. I experienced the sensations of another man fucking me, then it was his turn to fire his sperm into my fanny.
Before he entered me the third man unfastened my bra and pushed it up and out of the way. I still had my eyes shut, but I could hear the miners shouting for him to give them a good view of my tits. He made sure they got an eyeful, then he put his cock in me and proceeded to give me a good fucking. Finally it was his turn to gasp and groan and my pussy received another load of come.
At last I was free to stand up. The owner said I could go through to a back room. He showed me into a small and rather sparse bedroom.
"Take your time in here miss", he said. "The coach has been cancelled and won't be running until tomorrow. It's not too unusual out here."
I tidied myself up, then lay down on the bed. It had been a strange, almost surreal, day. My last thought before I feel asleep was of the surprising feeling of those cocks once they were inside me - much bigger and harder than I had expected.
I awoke with a start. The light was fading, so I flicked the light switch. A tray with some food and drink was on the side. I opened the door and could hear the sounds of the bar, so I closed it again. I ate everything on the tray then cautiously opened the door and took the tray into the kitchen. As I was coming out the owner appeared.
"You're awake, good. It's probably best to stay in your room, but let me know if you want anything."
He knocked on the door a couple of minutes later and passed me a bottle of beer. At first I left it, but it was such a boring evening that I ended up sat on the bed swigging beer out of a bottle. By ten o'clock I was bored and sleepy enough to change into a nightshirt and get into bed.
Eventually I drifted off to sleep, the noises from the bar a constant reminder of where I was. I had a vivid dream - a man was feeling between my legs, stroking my pussy and slipping a finger into me. I tried to push the hem of my nightshirt down, but it was no good. His prick slid between my cunt lips, then he was pushing my nightshirt up and sucking at my tits.
I woke with a start. This was no dream. A man was between my legs and was thrusting into me. I cried out, but a voice I recognized as the owners told me to not to bother shouting there was no-one around. I struggled and tried to push him off, but he kept thrusting into me and told me I was wasting my time. He said that without him this afternoon would have been much worse, so one good turn deserved another. I kept struggling, pushing against him, but somehow what was almost a fight, changed into a frantic fuck. My cries of anger became ones of pleasure as his prick pounded into me. Feeling the waves of an orgasm surging through me I wrapped my legs round him and pulled him close. My ecstatic cries were echoed by his groans as he flooded my cunt with his spunk.
We lay there for a while then he dressed. He told me he'd bring some breakfast and lunch and that it was probably best if I stayed in the room until the coach came. When he'd gone I looked at my watch - 1:30 in the morning. I tried to get back to sleep, but it was difficult because I kept thinking of what had happened. A few hours ago I had been a virgin who had taken a lot of persuading to even let a boy put his hand up my dress. Now four different men had fired their sperm into my pussy. Part of me was horrified at what had happened, but if I'm totally honest a secret part of me was happy. It seemed that those few hours had turned me from a naïve, inexperienced girl into a confident woman aware of her own sexuality.
Certainly when the owner brought the breakfast and tried to talk me into having sex again, I found it very easy to spurn his advances. I stayed in the room all morning and when the coach came I hurriedly boarded it, ignoring the remarks of the watching miners.
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It was a long and boring drive to the ranch where I would be working. Within a few days I knew that it was a mistake. The manager was an unsmiling man who fortunately wasn't around much, but his wife was a sarcastic woman who seemed to take a dislike to me and made life as difficult as she could. I wasn't so much a nanny, more a slave.
The men working there sympathized and said she was a bitch, but it was difficult to strike up any friendships, because they all made it clear that what they really wanted to do was fuck me.
They called me the bush girl, which I assumed was a reference to the bush country all around us. However one of the men put me right and said it was because they'd heard about the events at Murphy's Bar and had been told that I had a lovely furry bush.
I decided to leave as soon as possible, though the problem was that I needed to work several more weeks in order to have the money to get back to Perth. Then one day I got chatting to a bush pilot called Mike who visited every week or so to drop off any urgent supplies. He made it clear that he regarded me as bedworthy material, but at least he did it in a light-hearted and inoffensive manner. I happened to overhear him saying that in two weeks time he would be making one of his occasional flights to Perth, so they should let him know if there were any special items required.
That set me thinking and I managed to have a word with him when no one was listening and asked him if he would give me a lift to Perth.
"What's it worth?" was his loaded response. I was prepared for that and had my answer ready.
"Alright, you'll get what you want, as long as you don't tell the owners or anyone else. I want to get away from here and I don't want anyone stopping me."
"OK," he said. "You've got a deal. But I don't want any misunderstanding. I'll give you a lift as long as I get to sleep with you."
I gave him a cool smile.
"Don't worry. Get me away from here and you can fuck me."
So two weeks later I moved my case out to one of the outbuildings without anyone noticing. I wrote a letter of resignation which I put on my bed. As soon as the pilot arrived I managed to slip out to our agreed meeting place. He waved me across and I scurried into the plane and within a few seconds we were airborne.
The red earth fell away and we rose into a blue sky with the bush country stretching away to the horizon. It was very noisy in the cockpit and Mike passed me a headset.
"Here use this, it's easier than shouting. We'll be flying for four hours, then we'll land at an emergency landing strip where there's an outpost that we can use for the night."
I was a bit surprised at that. Nothing had been said about an overnight stop and I said as much to Mike.
"OK sorry for springing it on you, but I thought it was better than a grunting quickie somewhere. I've brought food and stuff so we'll be comfortable and it's a beautiful, secluded place - the real Australia. I think you'll like it."
Suitably reassured I settled down and enjoyed the flight. Flying at a few thousand feet is much better than being in a big airliner. You're high enough to get the scale of the place, but low enough to see some detail. At one stage we could see kangaroos bounding away across the plain.
Mike pulled out the chart and showed me where we were headed for - a bush station called Miller's Crossing. It was another three hours flight and the scenery gradually changed, it was still bush country, but became more rugged, with several rocky outcrops.
I looked at Mike. He was probably in his early thirties. Quite good looking, reasonably slim and nearly six foot tall. I'd heard he was divorced but I knew nothing about the circumstances. It wouldn't be long and I would be expected to spread my legs for him. I didn't mind and to be perfectly honest I was looking forward to it. After nearly two months at that desolate ranch I was desperate for a friendly touch, and if it came right down to it I was up for a good fucking. I had discovered that I liked sex and just thinking about it was getting me all moistly aroused. One thing I had realised was that not all dicks felt the same and I found myself idly wondering how big Mike's prick was.
The landing was uneventful and I helped Mike unload the gear from the plane. The bush station was a single wood and metal building partly shaded by a large tree. To my surprise it wasn't even locked.
"Not many thieves out here," laughed Mike. "This place is hardly ever used and anyway I've checked the flight plans and there's no one even in the area. We won't be disturbed."
There were just three rooms - a kitchen with a stove and sink (both working), a bathroom and a bedroom with two beds. The mattresses were wrapped in plastic sheets which Mike removed and replaced with the sheets he had brought.
He'd also brought a hamper full of food and he said that the sun was dropping in the sky so it would be a great time to eat outdoors. We spread a large rug under one of the trees and put the food out. Mike had even brought some wine, I bet the miners would have been disgusted that he hadn't brought any beer!
To my surprise he seemed happy just to chat. He asked a bit about my background so I told him a few details (the events at Murphy's Bar were never mentioned, though he must have heard about them). I asked a bit about him and he said he had been married, but got divorced five years ago and since then there hadn't been anyone. I didn't pry, but I got the feeling that he was desperate for some female company and this was a big event for him.
When the food was finished we topped up our glasses and watched the setting sun.
"They say this place has the most beautiful sunsets in the country, but you're even more beautiful," said Mike and he leaned across and kissed me. I smiled inwardly; he didn't have to come up with corny lines, I'd said he could fuck me and I was happy to keep my promise. He unbuttoned my blouse then slipped his hand inside and stroked my breasts. After a short while he reached behind my back and unclipped my bra, then he pushed it up and out of the way.
I think my breasts are one of my best features - not big and gross, but definitely not flat-chested and with very sensitive nipples and large dark aureole. I was delighted when his head went down and he began to suck and lick them. I ran my fingers through his hair and gasped and moaned.
Suitably encouraged he ran his hand up my thigh and I parted my legs to allow him easy access. He stroked my pussy through my knickers. I was wet through down there and my knickers must have been damp to his touch. Another wave of love juice surged to my cunt as Mike's fingers delved past my pubic hairs. He slid a finger into my wetness, then two, and then he began to finger fuck me. It was very nice, but I wanted the real thing. I felt between his legs and was rewarded by the feel of a rock hard erection. I was impatient to have it inside me and Mike was obviously impatient as well because he started to tug at my knickers. I raised my bottom to make it easier for him and seconds later a pair of black panties were carelessly tossed to one side.
"Undress me," I whispered in his ear. He slipped my blouse and bra off, then fumbled with the fastener on my skirt. Soon that was discarded and I stood naked. As he unbuttoned his shirt I unzipped his trousers and pushed them down. Quickly I pulled his pants down and his erect prick sprang into view. I grabbed hold of it with both hands. I'd never been bold enough to feel any of the boys I'd gone out with, so this was the first time I had ever touched a mans penis. I couldn't get over how hard it was. Of course I knew erections were meant to be hard, but I didn't expect them to be like an iron bar. And to think that my pussy could cope with the full length of one!
"I want to be inside you," Mike growled, so I lay down on the rug and spread my legs. Mike moved between them and his prick nuzzled against my cunt lips. I held my breath as slowly, gently he penetrated me. Once his prick was inside me he began to fuck me with firm, deep strokes. He told me I was lovely and said I felt gorgeous. It wasn't long before he said he would have to come. He asked me to turn over, so I rolled over on to my stomach, but he guided me onto my hands and knees. I felt him position his prick against my love hole, then I cried out as with one firm thrust his prick speared deep into me. His cock felt absolutely massive and ever since then being fucked from behind has been my favourite position.
The sunsets at that place may be spectacular, but I never saw it. All I could think about was Mike's massive cock sliding in and out of my pussy. He groaned and gave an extra deep thrust, then I felt his prick jerk inside me as he pumped sperm into me.
We collapsed and lay together on the blanket. I was too embarrassed to ask for a tissue, so I just lay there with Mike's come trickling out of my cunt and onto my thighs.
Eventually we got dressed and cleared the foodstuffs away. Mike had to make a couple of calls using the aircraft radio whilst I tidied up the remaining items. I think everything must have caught up with me because I suddenly felt very tired. I undressed and slipped into one of the beds. The last thing I heard was Mike moving about in the kitchen.
I woke with a start. The sun was shining on the curtains and I could hear birdsong. I must have slept really deeply, but it had done me good because I felt completely refreshed. I turned over and Mike was laid in the other bed with an amused smile on his face.
"You've slept a long time. Feel good?"
"I feel great".
"Good, so do I".
He pulled the sheet back and stepped out of bed. He was naked and his erect prick stuck out arrogantly in front of him. I pulled the sheet off me, then lay back and spread my legs in an unspoken invitation. There were no preliminaries, no foreplay. He positioned his prick against the entrance to my pussy then thrust into me. I cried out as Mike commenced to fuck me.
"Fuck me," I urged him."Fuck my cunt."
"I'll fuck your cunt, you've got a lovely fuckable cunt."
"Go on then, do it. Fill my cunt with your spunk."
I wrapped my legs round him, pulling him deep into me. My love juices were running out of me, and Mike took some of them and rubbed them round my asshole. Then he stuck a finger up my bum. It was as though someone had pressed a button. I arched my back and came with explosive force. Realising what was happening Mike speeded up and seconds later he fired another load of come into me. The bed rocked on its springs and the unmistakable sounds of sexual climax drifted out into the soft morning air.
Afterwards we lay together, content to say nothing. Then Mike guided my hand to his prick. As I gently caressed his limp member it began to stiffen. Mike asked me to go down on him and I blushingly explained that I had never done that before.
"Well I'd love to be the first."
So I slid down the bed and took Mike's semi-erect prick in my mouth.
At first he grimaced and told me to be careful with my teeth, so clearly it was a very amateur effort. Even so his prick began to swell and grow; it was a turn on to realise that I could have that effect on a man, it made me feel quite powerful and in charge of the situation. He was fully erect and I was ready to be fucked again, so I moved up the bed and straddled him. Slowly, gently I lowered myself onto his impressive column. I ground my hips down to make sure that he was fully inside me. Because he'd already come once Mike had more staying power and we fucked in a variety of positions. The room echoed to my gasps and moans as I was fucked and Mike's cries and groans as he did the fucking. Finally Mike held me close and shuddered and for the third time he emptied his balls into my willing cunt.
Afterwards I asked Mike what time we would have to leave by. He said no later than midday, but then he went on to say that he had been thinking. He could get a few days off and he wondered if instead of staying in Perth I fancied doing a bit of a tour with him. I asked him what he meant and he said the absolute maximum time off he could take was five days, but that would give us time to fly round, stay at a different place every night and I would get to see Australia in a way that few tourists could hope for.
He carried on talking, saying what a great experience it would be, but my mind was already made up. I was going to say yes.
So we packed the gear into the plane and we flew to a small airstrip close to Perth. Mike dropped off the parcels he'd brought and made various phone calls. For my part I rang my parents and told them I'd left the place I was working at and was doing a bit of a tour with an Australian girl I'd met.
Later we went to a supermarket and stocked up on food, loaded that into the plane and headed off to the north-east.
Mike had been working as a bush pilot for over ten years and he seemed to know all of the out of the way places. The next few days were the most vivid and exciting I'll probably ever have. I got a grandstand view of a continent in a way that would otherwise have cost me tens of thousands of pounds. It was almost like being on honeymoon. Each day we would fly in to a new place, explore the area, have rapturous sex, sleep late in the morning and then head off again.
One evening we went to the coast and I got to realise my dream of having sex on a secluded beach at sunset. My body molded into the warm sand as Mike thrust into me, watched only by a couple of curious seagulls.
That was the last night and Mike suggested that I fly around with him for his work for a few days and then he would be able to get another couple of days off. I agreed to that, but it was probably a mistake. The flying stopped becoming exciting and became a bit boring. Humping the gear in and out of the plane and eating a variety of tinned food was hardly thrilling. Worst of all the novelty had worn off the sex and I realised that we had come to the end of our time together.
On the last night but one Mike said we could head for somewhere close to the coast near Perth, but I suggested we return to Miller's Crossing. Perhaps I was being sentimental but I thought as we'd had our first night there, it would be nice to spend the last one there as well.
Mike was happy to do that and at midday the familiar metal and wood building came into view. By the time we had unloaded the plane we were hot and sweaty, so we decided to take a shower (thank heavens for the solar panels!).
Of course Mike couldn't resist the temptation to give me an all-over wash and a good rub down. Kneeling at my feet he complimented me on my lovely furry bush; he said it was very sexy.
"Do you think so? I sometimes wish I wasn't so hairy down there."
"No, it's really gorgeous," he said, delivering a light kiss to my pubic mound.
"Mind you it would be a real turn to shave you, so I'd be more than happy to do that."
"I don't think so."
"Can I?" he said, stopping his rubbing action and giving me an imploring look.
I stared at him. He was deadly serious and whilst I stared it became obvious that his penis was rising to attention. The thought of shaving my fanny was giving him a massive hard-on. All of a sudden my pussy felt warm and wet.
"Can I?" he repeated.
I gulped and nodded my head. He took my hand and led me through into the bedroom and laid me on the bed. Then he took out his electric razor and used the trimmer attachment to remove most of my pubic hair. After that it was only a couple of minutes more work and I was smooth as a billiard ball.
He still had a massive hard-on and not surprisingly he wanted to get it inside me, but I knew that it would be more fun if we saved it for later.
"No, this is the last day. We said we were going to climb the outcrop, so you'll just have to save yourself for later."
He was a bit put out at that, but I think he realised that my shaven haven would be worth waiting for.
The outcrop was a large reddish rock about a kilometer away and just over 100 meters high. At the highest point there was a single tree - heaven knows how it managed to grow there, but it did.
It didn't look difficult, just a simple walk and there was no climbing involved. We both wore trainers, T-shirt and shorts. Normally I would have worn a bra, but I was feeling a bit of a tease, so I went braless. Mike must have noticed, but he didn't say anything. I must admit that walking through the scrub I was very aware of my swaying tits and bald cunt. It made me feel very sexy.
It didn't take long and we were at the foot of the outcrop. From a distance it looked easy, but in reality reaching the top turned out to be a bit more of a scramble than we expected.
By the time we reached the lone tree we were sweating heavily and happy to sit down in the shade. Mike pulled out the water bottle he'd brought and we drank and caught our breath. It was a stunning view, the colours becoming ever more vivid as the sun sank lower. We both got our cameras out and took photos of the scenery.
I asked Mike to take some shots of me using my camera because I wanted a reminder of this place. He was happy to do that and then asked me to stay in the same place whilst he took some pictures of me with his camera. I wasn't altogether surprised when he asked me to take my top off. I said no, but he kept on pleading with me and swore that he would never show them to anyone else.
So I asked him to close his eyes and I pulled my top off, threw it to one side and folded my arms across my breasts. I told Mike he could open his eyes and he smiled when he saw my pose. He snapped away, then he asked me to move my arms, so I did. He took some shots of me sat on one of the rocks and then leaning against it. All the time I was waiting for him to ask me to take my shorts and knickers off and let him feast his eyes on my shaven cunt. And to be honest I felt really sexy and wanton and ached to expose myself to him.
He got me to stand with both palms flat against a large boulder and my backside stuck out.
"That's great," he said. "Just hold that pose for a minute."
He came across, reached round my waist, unfastened my shorts and in one smooth motion pulled my shorts and knickers down so that they were round my knees. He resumed his position behind me.
"That looks wonderful, stick your bum out a bit further and spread your legs as wide as you can."
The camera shutter clicked away and then he asked me to turn round and drape myself across another rock. I kicked my shorts and knickers to one side and spread myself in a suitably languid pose with my legs wide apart and one foot raised so that my pussy was on full display. I let him photograph me in a variety of poses and I know he zoomed in and took several close-ups of my shaven cunt. All the time I was feeling more and more hyped up, so I called a halt.
Mike came across and started to touch me, but there was no way I was going to have sex in this rocky, gritty landscape. I told him it might look nice up here, but it would be dammed uncomfortable, so he agreed to wait.
I dressed and we headed back to the station. By the time we got back we were sweating again so we both got under the shower. I let Mike rub me dry, loving the way he patted at my smooth mound. Then I dried him off, rubbing the towel round his prick to get him dry and giving him an impressive hard-on in the process.
I took his hand and led him through into the bedroom and asked him to lie on the bed. I climbed onto the bed and straddled him.
"I want you to eat me," I said and lowered my shaven cunt onto his face.
What a long way I had come since that first afternoon when a burly miner had buried his head between my thighs!
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Recently my husband and I went on a cruise for the first time. It was only a short one, just five days, as we weren't sure how we would take to cruising. In the event we loved it - the ship was superb, the weather was lovely and we got on well with the people we met.
It didn't start very well because on the second day at sea Paul tripped and sprained his ankle. It was only a mild sprain and he could still hobble around. Oddly enough it did have one good side effect. Because it was a smaller ship lots of people heard about his minor accident, so people kept stopping to ask if he was OK. It actually served as an icebreaker and we became friendly with people much quicker than might otherwise have been the case.
Like many cruises it was geared towards couples, not families. Dinner each evening was a moderately formal affair, so people took a bit of trouble and dressed smartly. Afterwards there was a dance-cum-disco. Because of Paul's ankle we had to sit that out and I declined a couple of invitations to dance.
The people on the cruise were a real mixture. Mostly they were couples, but there were several women only groups (all of them older than me) and a good half a dozen single men. Paul got chatting to some of the single men and it turned out that they were all divorced or separated, rather than genuine bachelors.
The next night one of the single men protested to Paul that I shouldn't have to sit out all the dances. He insisted that I dance with him, so I did. After that I became a popular dancing partner and by the end of the evening I had danced with five different men.
Later back in our room I said to Paul that it seemed odd that they had been so keen on dancing with me rather than with any of the single women.
"You're the best looking woman in the room, so you can hardly blame them for wanting to dance with you."
I wasn't convinced by that, but didn't know what to say, so instead asked him if he minded the fact that I was off dancing with other men while he had to sit on the sideline.
"Not really," he said, "I want you to enjoy yourself, and anyway it's nice to know that my wife is still attractive."
The following night we sat with the same group and again I got regular requests to dance. I was polite and didn't refuse any of the men, but frankly three of them were rather dull, one was only so-so, but the other one, Mike, was good company and quite reasonable looking. We got along very well and I found myself chatting to him quite a bit.
After 11pm the dance turned to a disco, though it was hardly rave music and there was a heavy bias towards smoochy numbers. Near midnight Mike persuaded me out onto the crowded dance floor and we shuffled around to a slow number. He was holding me in his arms and we were chatting, then he began to move his lips towards mine. I froze and at the last moment he stopped.
"Oh God," I laughed rather nervously. "For a moment I thought you were going to try and kiss me."
"I'm sorry," he said, "I was going to try and kiss you. But what I really want to do is make love to you."
I gasped at that and walked away. I couldn't go back to Paul as he would realise something was wrong, so I headed for the nearest exit. Out on deck I went to the quietest corner and tried to clear my head. There were footsteps behind me.
"I'm sorry," said Mike, "I don't know why I said that."
"But you meant it didn't you?"
"Yes I did."
With that he took a step closer, took me in his arms and kissed me. At first I stood very stiffly, then he started to feel my breasts and our kissing became more passionate. His hand moved lower down the outside of my dress and stopped with his fingertips resting lightly, but unmistakably, on my pubic mound. He began to caress me and I knew I should stop him, but I did nothing. I was sure he was going to explore further, but the creak of a door brought me to my senses and I pulled away.
"No Mike, I do like you, but no."
With that I turned and hurried away. I threaded my way back through the dancers and returned to our table. I smiled at everyone and asked Paul if we could head back to our cabin. He obviously realised something was wrong because he agreed without asking any questions. As soon as we were out in the corridor Paul asked what was a matter. Not here I told him, wait until we reach the cabin.
"Is it Mike?" he asked. I nodded.
We were barely in the cabin before he grabbled my arm and demanded to know what had happened.
"Mike said he wanted to make love to me."
"Did he say that when you went outside?"
"Oh, you saw us go outside did you? No, he said it on the dance floor."
"So what happened outside then?"
I hesitated.
"Tell me Kim."
"He kissed me."
"And?"
"And he touched my breasts."
"What else?"
"He tried to touch me down there."
"Did you let him?"
"No, but.........." I stuttered and stopped.
"But what?"
I said nothing.
"But what Kim?"
"I wanted him to touch me."
"Where did you want him to touch you?"
"Down there."
"Down where?"
"You know where I mean!"
"I think I do, but I want you to say it."
"I wanted him to touch my pussy."
"Like this?" said Paul, sliding his hand between my thighs and gently cupping me through my knickers.
"No, not like that. I wanted him to put his hand inside my knickers."
"Like this?" said Paul, slipping his hand inside my knickers and running his fingertip along my pussy.
"Yes, like that."
"Then what?"
"Then he would slip a finger into my cunt."
I gasped as his finger entered my wet quim.
"Then what?"
"Then he would take his prick out."
Paul unzipped his trousers.
"Then what?"
"Then he would pull my panties to one side," I gasped.
Paul pulled my panties aside so my pussy was exposed.
"Then what?"
"Then he would put his big cock into me and give me a good fucking!"
I cried out as Paul gave a huge upwards thrust and his prick speared between my cunt lips. One thrust and he was deep inside me and we were doing it - fucking up against the cabin wall! It was frantic - I cried out passionately, unconcerned about the noise I was making. Paul made various guttural sounds, then stiffened and gave an almighty groan. I felt his prick jerk inside me, then there was a warm, wet feeling as he flooded me with sperm.
Paul held me pinned against the wall, both of us speechless with the passion that had just been unleashed. Finally we staggered apart. I undressed and climbed into the bed.
Paul finished tidying up and then joined me. He parted my legs and lay on top of me, though taking his weight on his elbows. His prick was still damp with our juices and rested limply against my thigh. He kissed me.
"That was wonderful," he said. "You are so sexy. Did you enjoy it?"
I couldn't deny that I did.
"So you don't mind that I wanted Mike to touch me".
Paul thought for a moment.
"No I guess I don't mind".
"In fact it turns you on doesn't it?" I asked.
He admitted that it did.
"Let me get this straight, if Mike had got his hand inside my knickers would you have minded?"
I felt his prick stir.
"No," was the simple reply.
"It really does excite you doesn't it?" I said.
"Yes," he said, almost blushing, his prick stiffening further.
"Would you have minded if he'd got his prick in me?"
"No," he said, shaking his head.
"So the thought of another mans prick sliding between my cunt lips turns you on."
He nodded seemingly unable to speak.
I pulled him close and whispered into his ear.
"Would you like to watch Mike fuck me?"
For the second time that night he thrust into me. This time he had more staying power and it was after 1am before we finally fell into an exhausted sleep.
We woke later than usual the next morning though we were still in time for breakfast. Nevertheless we were some of the last people there and the dining room was rather empty. At first there was a strained silence between us, but then Paul broke it.
"I know last night was very different, but I enjoyed it. Did you?"
I nodded in agreement, not sure exactly what to say. I couldn't deny that it had been some of the best sex we had ever had.
"Do you want to take it any further?"
"What do you have in mind?" I asked.
"Do you want to sleep with Mike?"
I froze, my coffee cup suspended halfway between my mouth and the table. Paul continued without waiting for a reply.
"I've been thinking about it. Tonight's the last night, if we try something and it works for all concerned then fine, but if it doesn't work then we're out of here tomorrow anyway and will never see Mike again. In some ways it's the ideal opportunity."
I could see that all made sense, but I didn't see how I could casually ask Mike if he wanted to have sex with me. Paul had thought about that.
"If you have a dance with him later tonight then at the end I will make sure I'm stood alone near the bar. You bring him over, excuse yourself and go to the loo, and leave me to have a word with him."
"I don't know, after last nights fiasco he might avoid me altogether."
"Well if he does then so be it, it obviously wasn't destined to happen."
"Let me think about it."
"Sure," said Paul. "There's no rush we've got all day."
We spent what was left of the morning sorting some stuff out in the cabin, then had a very light lunch. Next we picked up a couple of paperbacks we'd bought and found a pair of loungers on the sundeck.
After a while I headed back to the room to get my ipod. Walking down the corridor I saw Mike coming in the opposite direction. As I got near he slowed down and it was obvious he wanted to talk. There was no-one else about and he immediately apologised for what he'd said last night.
"Don't worry," I said, "I'm over it."
"Can we forget I said it?" he asked.
"Not really," I laughed, "but we don't have to let it spoil things, we can still be friends."
"Good, it's a relief that you feel like that. Will it be alright if I ask you to dance tonight?"
"Well it's the last night, so how about I save the last dance for you."
He brightened at that.
"And what time will the last dance be madam?" he asked in mock-formal style.
"Eleven o'clock," I said, and we both smiled and headed on our ways. I thought I'd handled that rather well. A dance had been arranged and the choice was mine. It could be just a dance - or it could be something else!
When I got back to Paul I casually mentioned that I'd just seen Mike.
"Was anything said?"
"Yes, he apologised again and I told him not to worry. He asked if it would be alright if he asked me to dance tonight and I told him I'd save him the last dance at 11 o'clock."
"I see," said Paul and returned to his book.
Later in the afternoon we went for a swim and then returned to our room to have a bit of a rest. After that it was time to shower and get ready for dinner. I had saved my favourite dress and some lacy black underwear for the final evening. As he sat and watched me finishing my make-up Paul asked me what I was doing tonight.
"I don't know," I said, "I haven't decided. Anyway, if we do anything what will you say to him?" I said, intrigued to know how he planned to put this.
"Well I'd say I know he finds you attractive and I understand that and don't have a problem with it. However I'd say that you also find him attractive and as it's the last night I wonder if he would be our special guest and join us for a nightcap in our cabin. I'd make it clear that I would be there all the time and that you would be free to call a halt at any stage and if you did your wishes must be respected."
I nodded my agreement to that, and a few minutes later we were off to the dining room.
It was the last evening meal of the cruise so the menu was a bit special and it was 9:30 before we headed through to the bar. I had a couple of dances with different men, but when I looked at the clock and saw it was 10:30 I realised I would soon have to make my mind up. I thought for a minute and then tapped Paul on the arm.
"I've reached a decision."
He looked sharply at me.
"And?"
"I'm going to dance with Mike and if it feels good then fine I'll do it. But if I dance with him and it feels awkward or uncomfortable then nothing's going to happen."
Paul nodded and said that was fine. From then on I found myself checking the clock quite regularly. Then bang on cue at 11pm Mike approached our table, said hello to Paul and asked me if I would like to dance, to which I said yes.
By now the DJ had switched to slow numbers and Mike put his hand on my hips and we shuffled round as best we could on the crowded dance floor. I wanted to test things so I held Mike a bit closer than the other evenings and then I rested my head on his shoulder. It was vaguely like being at a teenage disco again and I felt warm and sexy. It was obviously having an effect on Mike because I could feel his erection pressing against my middle. He wasn't doing anything crude like rubbing it against me, but I knew it was there. I toyed with the idea of pressing against him, but that was too forward, so I just stayed where I was.
I must admit I felt very nervous. I was a virgin when I met Paul and I have always been faithful to him (and I believe he has to me). However I had said that if the dance felt fine then the deal was on. And the dance felt better than fine, it felt very nice. I knew the song and felt something approaching panic as I realised it was about to end. It was crunch time, I had to make up my mind - was I going to spread my legs for this man?
The music stopped and I looked round. Paul was stood on his own at one side of the bar.
"Paul's over by the bar. Let's go have a word."
I set off and Mike followed me.
"Hi darling. The dance floor is really crowded tonight. I suppose it's with it being the last night."
"Yes it's a bit of a crush on there," added Mike.
"Actually I need to go to the loo," I said. "Can you excuse me a minute?"
I headed into the ladies. Sat in the cubicle I put my hand on my chest and could feel my heart pounding away. I waited a bit longer than normal, so I was sure they had time to talk and then I headed back.
Paul was stood in the same place, but there was no sign of Mike.
"Is everything alright?" I asked.
"Yes, fine," said Paul. "We're heading back to the room."
We walked along the corridors without saying anything, but once we were back in the room I asked what had been said.
"Well I said what I told you I would say and Mike didn't need to think twice, he said he'll be happy to oblige. I asked him to give us five minutes and then come. It's 11:17 now. I noticed he was very punctual for the dance, so he'll probably knock on the door at 11:22."
I went into the bathroom, spruced myself up a bit and applied some fresh lipstick. When I came back out Paul had turned off the main light and there was just a table lamp on in one corner of the room. I sat on the bed and waited.
When you're watching a clock the minutes seem to drag by. Finally it was 11:22, but there was no sign of Mike. Then 11:25 came and went. I said to be Paul that he must have changed his mind. He told me not to be so impatient and to give it a bit longer.
"Well if he's not here by half past he probably isn't coming," I said feeling a real sense of anticlimax.
At 11:30 I looked at Paul and he simply shrugged. I felt very mixed emotions. Part of me was relieved that I wasn't going to do something that was frankly out of character, but another part was very let down that having plucked up the courage to do this it had all fallen flat. I levered myself off the bed and went through into the bathroom. I was just in the process of pulling out my makeup wipes when there was a knock on the door. I stepped back into the cabin and looked at Paul.
"You'd better see who it is," he said with a smile.
I opened the door and Mike was stood there.
"Hi," he said.
"Hi," I said.
He looked quizzically at me.
"Can I come in?"
"Yes, sorry, of course," I said feeling rather flustered.
"I'm sorry I'm late," he explained. "But two couples we both know were stood talking in the corridor and I felt it was best to wait for them to move on before knocking on the door."
"That's fine," said Paul. "We were starting to wonder, in fact Kim thought, you must have changed your mind."
Mike looked at me.
"There was no danger of that," he said with a smile.
We stood awkwardly for a minute, then Paul suggested that I give our guest a welcoming kiss. I took a step toward Mike and he put his arms around me and started to kiss me. At first it was just our lips, but it soon became more passionate as we used our tongues. Almost from the start one of his hands was roaming over my backside and it wasn't long before his other hand started to explore my breasts.
He squeezed and caressed them for a while before gently running his hand down the front of my dress. In a repeat of the other night he skimmed his fingertips across my pubic mound. This time I didn't back away. Quite the opposite in fact. I was enjoying his touch and could feel my love juices flowing.
It was one thing to allow a man to touch my breasts, but much more serious to let him put his hand between my legs. But I did want to allow him intimate access. His hand moved down to my knee then rose up under the hem of my dress. His fingers traced their way past the lace tops of my hold-ups, onto bare flesh and approached my panties. I parted my legs to allow him easy access.
At first he touched me through my panties which were damp with my arousal. Then he slipped his hand inside, through my luxuriant bush (I'm quite furry down there!) and onto my waiting pussy. I shivered as he ran his finger along my lips and opened my legs wider in an instinctive request for him to explore further. I stifled a moan as he slipped a finger into me, then two fingers and I wriggled with pleasure as he finger-fucked me. It was nice but I wanted the real thing, so I reached down and was rewarded with the feel of a rock hard erection. Mike switched his attention to my clitoris and I writhed as he played with me.
I was slightly surprised when he took his hand out of my knickers, then he asked me to turn round. Once I'd done that he unzipped my dress and helped me slip it off. I turned to face him and began to unbutton his shirt. He unclipped my bra and I shrugged it off. Not surprisingly his head went down and he began to lick and nuzzle at my breasts. At the same time he tugged at my knickers and in seconds a pair of lacy black panties were carelessly discarded on the floor. I undid the buckle on his belt, unzipped his trousers and pulled them down. Next I tugged at his undies and they descended causing his erection to bob into view.
I went on my knees to finally remove his trousers and pants. Of course that brought me level with his cock and with only a moments hesitation I took the end in my mouth. Then I took it further in as he ran his fingers through my hair. I ran my nails gently across his balls and then gave them a squeeze - in a few minutes they would be releasing their load inside me.
"Enough," said Mike. "Don't make me come yet. Go on the bed please."
I moved onto the bed and lay on my back with my head on the pillow. My legs were open in invitation.
Mike moved above me and we kissed passionately. He shifted his position slightly and I felt another surge of love juice as his prick came to rest against my cunt lips. I felt light-headed in the knowledge that we were almost there. I parted my legs even wider and moved my hips offering myself to him. Then I cried out as after nearly thirty years of marriage my cunt finally yielded to another man's prick. He pushed into me and began to fuck me with deep, firm strokes.
I must have made a bit of noise because he asked if I was alright. I told him I was fine and that he had to keep fucking me with his lovely prick. He said he'd be happy to oblige, especially as I had such a fuckable cunt.



After a while I got him to lie on his back, then I slowly lowered myself onto his shaft. I used my hips to grind down so I was fully impaled on him. Then I leaned forward and dangled my tits enticingly in front of his face. Of course he lunged at them and sucked enthusiastically on my nipples. All the while I was rotating my hips and it was obviously having an effect because he said he would have to come soon.
"Alright," I said. "But take me from behind." So I went down on all fours and he slipped his prick back into me. He reached between my legs and played with my clit. I began to shake as a major orgasm racked through me and Mike realised this and speeded up. Then he gave an almighty groan, thrust deep into me and I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he pumped what felt like a river of sperm into my cunt.
We lay motionless for a while, then Mike slipped his clothes back on, gave me one last passionate kiss and left our cabin.
Within seconds Paul had undressed and climbed onto the bed. His prick slid into me very easily.
"Well," he said. "What's it like to be an experienced woman?"
So I told him in explicit detail what it felt like to have another man's cock inside my cunt and it wasn't long before he added another load of sperm to the store already inside my pussy.
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I left school at the age of eighteen and went to work in a city centre department store. I work in the ladies fashion department - really I'm only a sales assistant, but I'm learning and keen to do well.
Recently I was asked to help develop an important new window display. It was a great opportunity to show what I was capable of doing and I put a lot of effort into it. Just after lunch one day I was putting the finishing touches to the display when my department head came along and told me to hurry up and finish off because the store manager was coming to look at it.
That got me a bit flustered because the store manager is pretty much all powerful at our branch. I've never even spoken to him, but he's tall, in his early forties and you have to be careful when he's around because he won't stand any nonsense and wants everything to be spot on.
Making a few last alterations I saw him coming round the corner, so I hastily pulled the mannequins top to get it into exactly the right place. I know I was very nervous and I guess that's why I did it all wrong. The mannequin rocked and then toppled over. Hastily I pulled it back upright, but it was too late. One arm was broken and the face had an ugly dent where it had fallen against a hard comer.
My department head started to say something, but the store manager silenced her. Then he rounded on me. He asked me if I knew how much that mannequin had cost and without waiting for a reply he went on about how my carelessness had ruined a vital new display. Finally he said he was too annoyed to deal with this now, but I could expect to be called to his office later.
I spent the rest of a miserable afternoon in fear of what was going to happen. I liked my job, but it looked like this could be the end of it. Finally the call came at 4 o'clock. It was actually his secretary who rang down and said that I was to report upstairs immediately.
With a pounding heart I had to sit in her office while she typed away. Next door I could hear the manager on the phone. It was a long conversation, but after about ten minutes I could tell it was coming to a close. Then he rang through to his secretary and I was shown in.
He didn't mess about. Straight away he told me that my stupidity had cost the company dear and it was quite clear that this was a sackable offence. He asked if I had anything to say, but I was so overawed and intimidated that I could hardly speak.
He said the trouble with young people nowadays was that they didn't get any discipline, schools were too soft. He asked me if the school I'd been to was strict and I said yes it was.
"Well what did they do to punish you when you misbehaved."
It seemed an odd question, but I told him that I had twice been put on detention, but that was all.
"I thought so" he sneered. "No discipline at all. Well I can put that right - either you accept corporal punishment here at work or you pick up your cards - it's your choice."
I stared at him; I couldn't believe that he was proposing to cane me or something similar. I didn't know what to say, but I was saved when the phone rang. He snatched it up and began to talk. After a minute he covered the mouthpiece and told me he'd be a while so I was to go and he'd call me back later.
In a daze I returned downstairs. My friends asked what had happened, but all I said was that he had been interrupted and I had to go back later. I passed the rest of the time in a very distracted state - what was I going to say to him!
The store closes its doors at 5.30 and then we do the last tidying up and all the staff leave by 6pm. By 5.30 the call hadn't come and I was beginning to think that he was going to leave calling me until tomorrow. But at 5.45 the phone rang and still not knowing what I was going to say I headed back upstairs.
Again I sat in his secretary's office. She was tidying everything up and then took the last of the days mail through for him to sign. Soon she was back out and putting her coat on; then with a curt goodnight she left and I was sat alone.
I heard him go back on the phone and distantly from below I could hear the sounds of all the staff leaving. Soon it was after 6 o'clock and the building was silent apart from the sound of the manager on the phone. I'd never been in the building at this time before and it only added to my nervousness.
I never heard him finish on the phone, so when he suddenly appeared at the door I was startled. He ordered me through and on slightly trembling legs I followed him.
He asked me if I'd decided - sacked or punishment. I started to say that it had been an accident and I liked my job and wanted to keep it. All right he said you can, but you have to accept my discipline. Looking down at the ground I muttered alright I would accept his discipline.
He nodded his approval and picked up the phone again. I guess he was speaking to the ground floor security desk because he told someone he was working late with Miss Hunter and he would ring through again when we had finished.
He put the phone down, then told me to stand up and take my coat off. Next he dragged a chair into the middle of the room and told me to bend over with my palms flat on the chair seat. I did that and stood there tense and waiting.
The first smack landed square on my bum and made me jump. Five more times his hand cracked down on my bottom. Then he told me to stand up, so I straightened myself up and thinking that it hadn't been quite as bad as I expected I reached for my coat.
"What do you think you're doing" he asked. "Put that coat down we're only half finished."
Dismayed I put my coat back down. Then came the real sickener.
"Take your skirt off," he demanded.
"What - what do you mean?" I stammered.
"Take your skirt off," he repeated.
For what seemed like ages (but was probably only a few seconds) we faced each other in silence. I wondered whether to walk out (and to hell with the consequences), but in the end I was the one who cracked.
My hands went to the waistband of my skirt and with trembling fingers I undid the button and pulled down the zip. As I lowered my skirt he motioned for me to hand it to him and then he took it and threw it into the comer.
"Get that ruler from my desk."
I went across and picked up an eighteen inch plastic ruler and handed it to him.
"Now bend over again."
Dry mouthed I put my palms flat on the chair. I heard him draw his arm back and tensed myself. It swished through the air and smacked down onto my bum. I thought the smacks with his hand had hurt, but the ruler was much worse. Involuntarily I jumped up into the air and rubbed my bum, before bending over and taking up my position again.
After two more strokes he paused and I tried to stifle back the sobs and recover my composure. But that composure was shattered when his voice rasped out again.
"Take your knickers down."
"No please" I wailed. "Not on my bare bottom."
"Do as you're told or there will be extra strokes."
I knew he wasn't joking, so slowly, reluctantly I hitched my thumbs into the waistband of my knickers and pulled them down to my knees. Then I just concentrated on keeping my legs pressed together so that I wasn't exposed. Another blow sliced home and my knees buckled. Then another and I staggered slightly. Now my legs were parted and he must have seen everything, but I was past caring.
When the sixth blow hit I knew I couldn't take any more.
"No please, not any more," I pleaded.
"Alright get dressed," he snapped.
I tried to straighten up, but my bottom was on fire and I ended up staggering towards his desk and then collapsing face down across it. I started to cry and then gingerly began to rub my bum in an effort to ease the pain.
After a short while I realised my boss had moved and suddenly appreciated what an exposed position I was in - face down across his desk with my legs spread and my knickers round my ankles. I moved to stand up, but his hand went into the small of my back and pushed me down.
If I had any doubts about what was going to happen next they were removed when he reached down and ripped my knickers off. Although I struggled I knew I was powerless and there was nothing I could do.
His left hand pinned me down whilst his right hand stroked the inside of my thighs. I begged him to leave me alone, but his hand moved higher and soon he was stroking my pussy. One finger ran along my fanny lips then began to push between them. I shuddered as his finger probed into me. Only two boys had ever got this far with me and then in very different circumstances!
Another finger joined the first one and as he finger fucked me I realised that my body was responding. Almost involuntarily I had begun to push back against him and I was becoming very wet.
Suddenly his fingers were gone, but, still holding me down with his left hand, I could hear the sound of his right hand unzipping his trousers.
"No, please don't. I'm a virgin, I've never done this before," I said. That stopped him.
"What, seriously?" he asked. "I thought all you shop girls were experienced."
"Some may be, but not me. I've never done it."
His fingers lightly stroked my fanny. Then something hard and warm bumped against my thigh; I realised that it was his prick and that despite what I'd said he was going to fuck me. Next it rubbed against my cunt lips and he began to push. I gasped as slowly inch by inch the full length of his hot, hard prick penetrated my cunt. Once he was in properly he began to fuck me with long, deep strokes and I couldn't help but respond. I pushed back against him as he thrust into me.
He told me I had a gorgeous arse. Then he said I had a lovely tight pussy. I wasn't used to that sort of dirty talk and it turned me on even more. He realised this and told me again that I had a lovely pussy.
"In fact" he gasped, "It's so lovely it's going to make me come. Are you on the pill?"
"No," I gasped in reply.
"OK" he said "I'll pull out," and he began to move backwards.
"No," I shrilled. "Don't. Do it properly."
"What do you mean?"
"Do it properly. Come inside me!"
He groaned and pushed back into me and I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he shot his sperm deep into my cunt.
We lay there for a while and I felt his prick shrinking. After a short while he moved back and feeling very uncomfortable I stood up. My bottom was still very sore, but it was a burning, half-pleasant sensation. Inbetween my legs was a wet, sticky feeling which I had never experienced before. I had often wondered how I would lose my virginity. I had imagined that it would be with a boy I really liked, possibly at my parents house when they were out or maybe on the back seat of a car. I had never thought for a minute that it would be taken by a much older man just seconds after he had given me a serious spanking.
I picked my knickers up, but they were ripped. My boss said they were no-use to me, so stuffing them in his pocket he kept them as a souvenir.
He said it was best if we left separately, so he picked up the phone and told the security man that I was on my way down.
Riding down in the lift I combed my hair and gave myself a last tidy up. The security man was waiting and opened the door for me.
"Good night miss," he said.
"Good night," I replied. Then he said something which made me stop dead.
"I guess you'll have to stand on the bus tonight."
"What do you mean?" I demanded.
"Well the state your bottom's in, I don't think you'll want to sit down. Don't worry miss" he winked. "You're not the first young lady who's bent over for him, though I must admit none of them came quite as noisily as you."
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This story has its roots in an article I read years ago which described how in Puritan North America there were public beatings for wrongdoers. It said that if an attractive young woman was ever fastened in the stocks then the men would happily line up to punish her. The inevitable result was a lot of highly aroused men hurrying home to fuck their wives.
I've no idea what evidence there is to support this piece of sexual history, but it did seem to make an ideal starting point for a fantasy.
* * * * * *
Massachusetts 1779
Joseph grips Matthew's arm.
"Have you heard? The elders have convicted Amy Portlow of theft. She will be placed in the stocks on Wednesday."
"Yes, Adam told me. He said that she is an unfortunate young woman and we must be prepared to administer our share of the punishment."
A cool smile appears on Joseph's lips.
"That was exactly my thought. When she is bent over with her backside presented for chastisement she will regret her wrongdoing."
* * * * * *
Martha returns her cup and saucer to the table. She glances across at Abigail and Elizabeth.
"I assume you have heard that the Portlow girl is to be punished on Wednesday."
"Yes, that information has reached me."
"Well it is quite right that she should be punished and of course the men will have to administer it. But I think we must be aware of the consequences -- we do not want a repetition of the events of 1775."
Abigail nods her agreement. 1775 was the last time a young woman had been punished and it resulted in an alarming outbreak of sexual activity where the men seemed to be intent on grabbing anything that moved. Martha continues.
"I understand that Joseph, Adam and Matthew will be attending and of course that is their right. I suggested to Joseph that it was not completely necessary, but he said they have their positions in the community to consider and he felt they were obliged to attend. I pointed out that they had not attended the recent punishments of Matthew Dawkins or Abraham Losey, but he said it was exactly because they missed them, that they must attend on this occasion."
Martha pauses, her lips forming a thin line.
"If they must attend then I suggest that as their wives we should all stay here for tea and companionship until well after nightfall."
She looks away and blushes slightly.
"That way we may escape the worst consequences of any after effects from our husbands exertions on behalf of the community."
Elizabeth and Abigail nod their agreement. Martha was obviously desperate to avoid a repeat of the events of 1775. The punishment had been at midday and Joseph had returned at one o'clock. Passers-by hearing her alarmed cries had been witness to Martha spread across the kitchen table while Joseph thrust excitedly between her legs.
Abigail looks at Martha, who is a handsome buxom woman in her early thirties. She and Elizabeth are happy to help as Martha has been a good friend to them. Abigail was twenty seven, medium height and an attractive brunette. Elizabeth was a year younger and with the sort of blonde good looks that made man look twice.
Elizabeth's husband Matthew was probably the least assertive of the three, so Abigail makes a suggestion.
"Perhaps we should meet at Elizabeth's house on that day. It might prove most acceptable to our husbands."
"That will be fine by me. I will mention it to Matthew."
"It's probably best not to bother him with details like that, he will not be interested," says Martha smoothly. "Once the men have left home I suggest that Abigail and I call round to see you."
* * * * * *
Wednesday at forty-five minutes past midday. Joseph, Adam and Matthew head down the main street. Joseph is the oldest and the leader of the trio, he has a natural air of authority which the others respect.
"There is no need to be there at midday. Last time I had to queue behind eight other men. Hopefully the queue will have dispersed."
"Amy is a handsome young woman, I hope we can correct her ways," says Adam.
"Indeed," observes Joseph. "Her future husband will thank us for today's work. She has a fine body, it would be sad to see her fall into wickedness. Let us hope we can redeem her."
Joseph thought of Amy walking down the street. She moved with an easy gait, her breasts swaying with each step. All morning he had felt a pleasurable tingling in his loins at the thought of that young woman. A vivid image kept flashing into his brain -- Amy bent over, naked from the waist downwards, her pussy pouting wetly. If only that could be the case! She would in fact be fully clothed, but he would get to chastise her and then return home and satisfy his lust on Martha.
He glances at Matthew. He is the youngest of them and not a strong character, but Joseph has to admit that he has an attractive wife. Elizabeth's small breasts do not compare well with Martha's ample chest, but her blonde good looks and neat figure often led Joseph to daydream about the pale bush and tight pussy hidden beneath her dress.
Adam was lost in his own thoughts. He had sensed some disapproval from his wife Abigail over his participation in the punishment, but like Matthew he had missed the events of 1775, so he was determined not to miss out this time. He remembered a drunken campfire conversation when some of the men had talked with vulgar wistfulness about the events of 1775.
They reached the top of the main street, continued west past the church and Amy soon comes into view. She is bent over with the stocks fastened around her neck and wrists. No one else is about.
"Hello Amy," said Joseph. "Ten more minutes and you will be free. It seems that it will be our role to complete your punishment."
"Yes sir," says Amy. She knows the hopelessness of her position and the uselessness of protesting.
Joseph picks up the cane, draws his arm back and delivers a stinging blow to her backside. Amy jumps and gives a sharp yelp. In fact beneath her dress her bottom is thoroughly padded and protected, but her mother has told her to cry out and pretend it really hurts so the men don't suspect anything.
Joseph delivers two more blows. What a pity you were restricted to three, he would have liked to administer more. Reluctantly he hands the cane to Adam.
Already fully erect Adam takes his turn to chastise the unfortunate Amy. Each cry from her lips is answered by a tremor of excitement in his groin. All too soon he has to pass the cane to Matthew.
Matthew takes it with trembling hands. He had thought his wife was the only woman he would ever want, but this heady experience has driven her from his mind.
He thrashes the cane down, bringing the same cry from Amy each time. That sound evokes memories of the rare occasions when his thrusts had inflamed Elizabeth so that she lost her usual control and cried out. He imagines Amy making the same sort of cries as she rides his throbbing manhood. His cock strains to bursting point in his trousers.
His three blows complete he puts the cane down. A few more blows and he would have been in serious danger of coming in his trousers and that would not do. He looks at the others.
"Home to our wives."
It is a statement, not a question, and they head purposefully back in the direction they have come.
* * * * * *
Joseph strides angrily out of his house. Where is Martha? He told her he would be back just after one o'clock, but there is no sign of her. This is intolerable.
He sees Adam stood in the doorway of his house, a questioning look on his face. The two men meet in the middle of the street.
"Both of our wives are absent. This is not a coincidence, something is taking place," declares Joseph scowling. "Let us find Matthew."
They hurry down the road and rap on his door. Matthew answers them.
"Is your wife missing?"
"No indeed not," says Matthew surprised. "She is here, all of our wives are here."
"All of them! What on earth for?"
"It is some sort of social event. I must admit I was sorely disappointed when I heard it would last till nightfall."
"Till nightfall! What nonsense is this? Why have you not dismissed them?"
"I did suggest that, but they said it must be concluded."
"A man is master of the house," snaps Joseph. "I will end this".
He pushes past Matthew into the house and the others follow him. He steps into the parlour and an atmosphere of manners and respectability.
"Martha you are wanted, come immediately!"
"Husband we have important business and I promise I will come as soon as we are finished."
Joseph is furious at this unprecedented disobedience.
"Come, madam," he says holding out his hand. Martha steels herself.
"We will conclude our affairs, then I will join you promptly."
Joseph is furious, but manages to control his temper. He nods curtly to Matthew and Adam and they withdraw from the room.
The women stare ashen-faced at the closed door. Martha's hands tremble as she considers her defiance of Joseph.
Stood in the dining room Joseph looks at the others.
"Amy Portlow is a poor girl who stole some food. Our wives are respectable women who are trying to steal our place as head of the house. Their offence is far graver and we must nip this in the bud or our stature will be forever diminished. They must be chastised in a similar fashion to Amy."
"We cannot place them in the stocks!" exclaims a shocked Matthew.
"Of course not. But I fancy this dining room will serve our purpose. The table is big enough to accommodate three women bent across it. We will have to dispense with canes, anyway our hands will suffice, but their dresses will be pulled up and their undergarments removed."
"It will be on the bare?" asks Adam, feeling his cock stir.
"Indeed," says Joseph fixing a cold stare on them both. "Are we in joint agreement on the need to chastise our wives, even though it will mean exposing them to the intimate gaze of someone other than their husband?"
Adam and Matthew exchange a look and then nod their agreement.
"Very well. Draw the curtains Matthew while we move the chairs out of the way. We will have privacy from prying eyes."
In the parlour the women exchange alarmed looks at the muttered voices followed by scraping sounds as chairs are moved around. Something is afoot, but they have no idea what.
Seconds later the door bursts open and their husbands grab them by their arms and pull them roughly to their feet. They are pushed through the doorway into the dining room.
"What are you doing?"
"We are going to correct your errant behaviour."
Three wives are pushed face down across a long wooden dining table. They cry out in alarm as their dresses are pushed up around their waists, then there are more cries as their undergarments are ripped away.
"Stop, stop," Martha yells in panic.
Joseph pushes her back into place. His hand cracks down. Within seconds the room is full of the sound of flesh on flesh as the women receive a sound spanking. Finally they are laid submissive and sobbing, while their husbands look at each other. Their anger is spent, but their lust is not.
In the dim light of the room Joseph surveys the three women laid in front of him. He can just make out the rosy blush on Martha's opulent backside. Next to her is the perfect shape of Elizabeth's pert buttocks. He can see the dark cleft between her legs and wisps of blonde pubic hair. It is as wonderful and entrancing a sight as he has ever seen.
His mind is made up. He unfastens his trousers and moves between Elizabeth's legs. With one hand he pins her down on the table, with the other he guides his prick towards the entrance to that sweet hole which he most desires.
Elizabeth gasps as she feels the rubbery tip of a cock nudge against her cunt lips. She thought the men had finished, but it seems not. A spanking apparently is not enough, they will also be taken and with the indignity of being watched. She does not yet realise that it is Joseph's cock which is about to enter her inner sanctum.
Elizabeth's gasps cause Martha to look round. At first she doesn't understand - what on earth is Joseph doing? Then it hits her -- Joseph is going to mount Elizabeth. She pleads with him to stop, but Joseph will brook no interference from his wife.
"Deal with her Adam," he says curtly.
Adam pushes Martha back down and pulls his prick out. Like all of the men, and indeed all three of their wives, he was a virgin when he married and this hedonistic atmosphere has taken him way out of his depth. He has lost all self-control and the morals of fucking his friend's wife do not trouble him. He pushes Martha's legs wide apart while offering his prick to her cunt. A few thrusts and he is inside.
Matthew is watching wide-eyed. High on a mixture of lust and adrenalin he moves behind Abigail. The violation of his wife does not bother him. Abigail is laid quietly submissive - there in front of him is a cunt waiting to be fucked and he will have it.
His prick is hard and there is no need to subdue Abigail. Once the tip is inside her he grabs her hips and commences a rhythmic thrusting action.
Sweet though the moment is for Matthew and Adam, it is sweeter still for Joseph. Long has he dreamt of Elizabeth's blonde cunt yielding to the rigid arrogance of his prick, yet he had never thought it would actually happen. Now she was his and he would soon proclaim his mastery by emptying his balls inside her.
How different she feels from Martha! He grips her narrow hips and marvels at her proud, firm bottom. The contrast with Martha's plump fleshy backside, wide hips and ample cunt amazes him. His lack of experience has left him unprepared for just how different two women can feel.
Of course the key difference is the way her tight cunt grips the full length of his cock. Joseph had an idea she would have a tight slit, but it is almost overwhelming to experience it.
The women are now resigned to their fate. Martha had struggled, but to no avail. Her cries had alerted Elizabeth to the fact that the man moving between her legs wasn't her husband, but by then it was too late. Joseph was inside her and held her down without difficulty.
Laid beneath him Elizabeth does not cry out, but gives a series of fast, shallow gasps. She feels the masculine power of Joseph as he rams in and out of her. His prick is about the same size as Matthew's, but the feelings are not the same. It's impossible to put it into words. Weeks later when Matthew risks asking her what it felt like to be fucked by Joseph she simply says "different" and cannot, or will not, go any further.
Oddly throughout the whole affair Abigail has laid quietly compliant. She made no protests and showed an unexpectedly submissive side to her nature. There were times when she had daydreamed about what it would be like to be taken by a rough, forceful man. Well this was the closest she was ever going to get. Now she feels Matthew's prick swell and stiffen inside her and recognises the unmistakeable signs of his impending orgasm. Then he groans and his prick jerks and jerks and she feels a hot, wet feeling as he pumps his sperm into her.
There is a chain reaction with Joseph and Adam coming seconds later. Joseph wishes he could have lasted longer, but what a sweet triumph it is to give a final extra deep thrust and fire his sperm into Elizabeth's tight cunt.
There is silence for a minute and then one after another the men stand up and adjust their clothing.
The women lie unmoving. It is impossible to tell whether this was a gesture of submission or simply one of shock at what has happened.
Fastening his trousers Joseph looks at the women spread in front of him. His eyes are now thoroughly accustomed to the light and he can clearly see three sets of cunt lips gaping from the fucking they have just received while sperm drips out of them and onto the dining room floor.
He savours the moment and decides to rub his victory home.
"We are going into the parlour. Make yourselves proper and then bring us a cup of tea and do not be tardy about it."
* * * * * *
The men sit in the parlour and the women serve them with tea. Not a word is spoken. The women stand impassively, all too aware of the nakedness under their dresses and the sperm trickling out of their cunts and down their thighs.
The men eye them contentedly, each savouring a conquest that allowed them to come in the pussy of a friend's wife.
* * * * * *
That night Joseph couples with Martha. She lies slack and inert whilst he tries to imagine he is fucking Elizabeth's tight little pussy.
Adam mounts Abigail in what is almost normal lovemaking for them -- almost but not quite. Time and routine would close the gap.
Matthew and Elizabeth begin a sedate, almost formal session, but it rapidly degenerates into fierce lovemaking. Matthew curses and tells his wife what a lovely cunt she has and how fuckable she is. Shocked, but excited, Elizabeth bucks underneath him until they both come passionately.
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I was a virgin when I met Paul and we've been married for seven years. A change in his job meant we moved to Kent. I got a job in the accounts office at a local firm and became friendly with a co-worker Carole.
Aged twenty-nine she was a couple of years older than me and we had a lot in common and became good friends. We may have been on the same wavelength, but in looks we were very different. Carole was five feet four, with shortish blonde hair and rather small breasts. I'm a couple of inches taller with quite long dark hair and a 36d bust. Paul insists that my breasts are one of my finest features -- full and firm without being big and gross. He's certainly had hours of fun with them and he's forever touching my bum and bust as I move round the house.
One night I went out for a drink with Carole and I made a light-hearted remark about Paul never leaving me alone. Carole said that Robert was just the same and, being a bit more extrovert then I am, she went on to say how active their sex life was.
We ended up exchanging bedroom secrets like a couple of giggling schoolgirls. I know some women routinely indulge in such talk, but I'm rather reserved and it was the first time I'd done it. I found it surprisingly arousing to be exchanging personal details with another woman. There were no objections from Paul though when I got back home and made it clear that I needed his prick inside me.
From then on my friendship with Carole was on a slightly different, more intimate, level than with even my two oldest friends who I've known since my schooldays.
Every now and again we went out for a meal as a foursome with our husbands. On one night out Carole and I went to the loo as soon as we got to the restaurant and for a laugh we took our knickers off and put them in our handbags. We had a bet as to which of our husbands would notice first; I was sure it would be Paul as he doesn't need much of an excuse to touch my bottom.
Well in the event neither of them noticed. As we were saying our goodbyes on the doorstep of our house, Carole and I burst out laughing and told the men they were seriously middle-aged, never having noticed that their wives were knickerless. They were annoyed at the opportunity they'd missed, but it certainly seemed to turn Paul on because he whisked me upstairs and gave me a good fucking.
We met them a month later and this time we went to an Indian restaurant. Early in the evening Paul asked if we'd be taking our knickers off again. I was about to say no, when Carole's husband Robert said he had a better idea.
"I dare you to take them off at the table without anyone else in the restaurant noticing. If you're successful there'll be a treat. If you fail then you have to perform a forfeit."
"You're joking!" I exclaimed.
"I'm deadly serious," said Robert in a mock offended tone. "We've got a corner table and those plants shield us. Pick the right moment and it will actually be pretty easy."
"What's the treat?" Carole asked, ever the more practical one.
"We'll go to that show you mentioned," Robert replied. I must admit that was quite tempting and I could see that Carole was impressed, but I'm more cautious than she is.
"What's the forfeit?" I asked warily.
"Oh we'd each have to make one up and then we'd mix them up and one would be picked at random."
Carole said OK and the men were full of almost childish enthusiasm so I went along with them. I had a pen in my handbag and we each wrote a forfeit down on a slip of paper. Once we'd done that they seemed to expect us to take our knickers off straightaway, but we told them to wait.
However I wasn't surprised when, as soon as the main course was finished, they were encouraging us to slip our knickers off. Carole's bolder than I am and she started wriggling in her seat and a minute later she coolly handed her knickers across the table to Robert.
Come on Kim said the others, but I told them they would have to wait until I was ready. After the desserts had been removed I looked around, then reached under my dress and pulled my knickers down. Everything was going smoothly until I got them caught round the heel of my shoe. Just at that moment the waiter came back.
"Would anyone like any coff..........." he said, and stopped amazed at the sight of the customer with her knickers round her ankles. To make matters worse they were lacy red ones, which sent out an unmistakeably sexy message.
Blushing deeply I pulled them back up, and told the others I wasn't hanging round for coffee.
"Alright we'll go," said Robert, "but first you've got to pick your forfeit."
He put the four slips of paper in a glass and told me to close my eyes and pick one. I prayed that I'd pick the one I'd written -- telling everyone about my most embarrassing sexual experience wouldn't be too bad.
I picked one out -- and I didn't like the look of it.
"What does it say?" said Carole. I passed it to her.
"My, my Kim" she said, raising her eyebrows and reading aloud "Have your bottom smacked by the other persons partner." You wrote that didn't you Robert? I bet you were praying for that waiter to come back."
"You're absolutely right dear," said Robert with a satisfied smile.
We paid up and left and I hurried out, keeping my head down and avoiding eye contact with any of the waiters. We chatted fairly normally on the car journey back, but it seemed to me that there was a certain tension in the air. Or perhaps I was imagining things because I know I was on edge wondering what was going to happen about the forfeit I was supposed to fulfil.
It was our turn to go back to Robert and Carole's for a nightcap, so Carole and I went into the kitchen to sort out glasses and a tray. Straightaway I asked her.
"I'm not expected to do this am I?"
Carole smiled.
"Well, Robert is a bottom man, and I'm sure he'll be very keen to do it."
"But won't it hurt?" I asked, at the same time as it dawned on me that Robert must have spanked Carole. "Has Robert spanked you?"
"Yes," said Carole. "But don't worry, it's not as though he beats me. It's really just a play spanking and I don't mind because we only do it occasionally."
We picked up the drinks and went through into the lounge. My heart gave a lurch -- a chair was stood prominently in the middle of the floor. Robert looked at me.
"Your choice Kim, you can either go over my knee or you can bend over and put your palms flat on the chair."
"I can't. Paul wouldn't allow it."
"I've checked with Paul and it's fine with him."
I looked at my husband and he simply nodded. I stood dumbfounded.
"Relax," said Robert. "I won't do it hard -- ask Carole. In fact, Carole, let's not leave Paul out. Would you do me a big favour and get another chair and let Paul have the benefit of your rump."
Carole went to get another chair. I was outmanoeveured. If Carole was willing then I could hardly chicken out. With two chairs in place Robert turned to me.
"So Kim, what's it to be - over my knee or bent over with your palms on the chair?"
"Over your knee," I muttered, and he gestured me across to him. I draped myself across his lap and with a beating heart resigned myself to my fate.
One thing I did notice as I lay there was that Robert had a very obvious erection, so this was definitely turning him on.
Robert pulled the hem of my dress up so that my knickers were exposed and I saw that Paul was copying Robert's lead. In turn he pulled up Carole's skirt so that it was rucked up round her waist. Then Robert surprised me by hooking his thumbs into the waistband of my knickers and slipping them off.
"Hey!" I protested. "No-one said anything about taking my knickers off!"
"Sorry Kim," he replied calmly. "Spankings are always on a bare botty."
I tensed as I felt him raise him his right hand, he held it poised for a second, and then it clattered down.
For the next couple of minutes the only noises in the room were the sound of the men's hands smacking down on our bare bottoms, and our yelps as we received a good spanking.
I cracked first.
"No more," I called out. "I can't take any more."
Robert stopped, and although Carole hadn't said anything Paul also stopped. Robert didn't release me though. He gently ran one hand across my bottom.
"How does it feel?" he asked.
"Burning," I replied.
Then to my surprise he let one finger trail between my legs and along my pussy.
"That's enough Robert," I said.
But slowly and deliberately, as if challenging me, he ran his finger back along my pussy. Then I gasped as he probed into me. Suddenly I became aware of just how wet I was down there. I glanced at Paul and Carole -- they were transfixed watching us.
"Robert, stop. Please stop." I said, but he carried on and despite myself I could feel my body responding. It was as if the spanking and the voyeuristic aspect of being watched by Paul and Carole had released some sort of erotic electricity in me and I felt really hyped up.
Robert seemed to understand this and must have felt it himself.
"Kneel in front of the settee," he told me.
I slid off his lap and knelt down with my elbows on the settee. Robert came up behind me and threw the hem of my dress up and around my waist. Then I squealed as the full length of his cock pushed into me. Within seconds Carole was in position next to me and Paul was shafting her from behind.
Now the room was full of urgent gasps and groans, but not surprisingly the excitement was too much for the men and they both groaned and I felt Robert's prick jerk and jerk as he fired his load into me.
We all collapsed in a pile on the floor. Before tonight Paul was the only person who had fucked me, now I'd received a pussy full of sperm from his friend, while Paul has just had his wife!
My thoughts were interrupted by Paul kneeling between my legs; he was gently playing with his cock and it was rising to attention!
"I'm sorry," he said. "I've got to have you."
He mounted me and started to fuck me. I was really surprised at this -- it's a few years since he's managed two orgasms, so he must have been very aroused.
I expected him to have a fair bit of staying power, but it isn't long before he thrust deep into me and added his load to the store already in my pussy. Whatever is in the air was highly contagious because Robert was now shafting Carole and soon shot his load into her.
"Bloody hell" said Carole. "What is it with you guys? How come you were ready again so quickly?"
"Well to be perfectly honest," said Paul. "I don't think I've ever come across a more erotic situation than watching my wife being spanked, then seeing her bend over and get fucked from behind."
"Did you really enjoy watching me being fucked?" I asked Paul. He nods.
"What about you?" Carole asked Robert. "Major turn on," he said simply.
I notice this conversation is having an effect on both of them -- they're becoming hard again! I catch Robert's eye, roll onto my back and spread my legs.
"Come on Robert, make Paul's day-- fuck me again."
Robert mounted me and to my intense delight Paul was able to watch as Robert's prick slid between my cunt lips and he fucked me. This time he had more staying power and he fucked me until I came, then he came himself.
Next it was our turn to watch as Paul got between Carole's legs and screwed the arse off her. It was a strange, but exciting, experience watching her cry out as my husband pumped his sperm into her.
It was after midnight before we finally finished. Not unusually late as we normally sit talking for a while, but tonight there hadn't been too much conversation!
Stood at the doorway I gave Robert a quick peck goodbye on the cheek and a look was exchanged between us. It was mutual recognition of the obvious boundary that has been crossed. For the first time ever I'd spread my legs and allowed someone other than my husband to have intimate access to my body. I stood there knickerless with a mixture of Robert's and Paul's cum trickling down my thighs. Carole hugged me goodbye.
"I'll speak to you soon," she says and I know we'll have a long girlie conversation when our husbands are out of earshot.
Paul and I then drove home and went straight to bed. We were both pretty shattered, or at least I was, and I fell straight asleep.
It was relatively late when I woke, but being Sunday morning there was no rush to get up. Paul cuddled up to me and as usual his hands moved to my breasts as if attracted by some form of magnetism.
He does like a bit of sexy talk, so I wasn't surprised when he asked me if I had enjoyed last night.
"Yes I did," I said, aware that I would have to be careful with what I said.
"So you're an experienced woman now. Was it nice having Robert's prick inside you?"
That was a bit more direct than I'd expected and I felt an odd tremor between my legs.
"Yes it was nice."
He pulled himself tight against me and I felt the rigid heat of his prick pressing into me.
"Does he have a nice big cock?"
"Yes."
"Is he bigger than me?"
"No, about the same as you."
Paul's hand slid downwards and I parted my legs to allow him easy access to my moistening cunt.
"Did you enjoy watching Robert fucking me?" I asked.
"Very much. You looked incredibly sexy."
"And what was it like fucking Carole?"
"It was nice. She's got a lovely tight cunt, though her tits aren't as good as yours."
All this talk was getting to me and I rolled onto my back. Paul took the hint and his cock slid between my cunt lips.
"That feels so nice. I bet Robert thought he was in heaven. He must have loved your big tits and hairy slit."
So Paul fucked me as I described the pleasure of being fucked by Robert and the warm wet feeling as he flooded me with his sperm. We spurred each other on and collided with a glorious and very noisy mutual orgasm.
* * * * *
It was three o'clock in the afternoon when Carole rang. I took the phone into the bedroom and shut the door. It was a long conversation. I'm naturally more reserved than Carole, but I felt surprisingly comfortable discussing intimate details with her. Even so it did seem slightly odd having her tell me how much Robert had enjoyed my body. We agreed that swapping had been fun and it seemed highly likely that the men would be up for it again.
Well that was alright with us, but we weren't going to let it become a regular thing. Carole suggested it was best to keep them waiting a bit and we agreed that it should be saved as an occasional treat.
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When I left school I got a job in a small electrical shop. Mostly we did repairs to household items, such as washers, TVs and the like. Apart from the boss I was the only full time member of staff, though there were a couple of part-timers.
After I'd been working there for about six months I went through a bit of an emotional upheaval when I split up with my fiancé and moved out from home and into a flat which I got with a girlfriend. Financially it was a bit of a struggle, but my parents were very helpful and that made a big difference.
I was only 18 years old, but I liked my job and after three months my boss, Steve, had said that he was pleased with my work and attitude and had given me a raise. He was a pleasant man in his forties (to me that seemed really old!). I certainly didn't fancy him, but there were a couple of occasions when I'd caught him looking at me. Still I didn't think too much of it because I might have been young, but I knew that men like to look at women, and anyway I'd met his wife and as far as I was concerned they were happily married.
Late one Friday I went into the back workshop to look for something. Steve was in there working on a washer, and a fan heater he had repaired earlier was running on test. As I walked past it the hot air caught my skirt and wafted it upwards. For a brief moment my skirt was up around my waist then I caught hold of the hem and, blushing furiously, I pulled it down.
I glanced at Steve and he was stood transfixed - it was as if the sight of my red knickers had hypnotised him. Trying to carry on as normal I picked up the part I was after and went back into the shop.
Ten minutes later I had to go back into the workshop again. As I rummaged through the shelves Steve joked that he hoped I was going to walk past the fan heater again. When I said that I wasn't going anywhere near it, he said, "Go on, be a sport, make an old man's day."
Although his tone was light and bantering I realised he was actually quite serious.
"Sorry," I said. "No way."
"Go on," he said. "I'll make it worth your while."
Intrigued I asked him what he meant. He said that if I gave him a proper flash of my knickers he would treat that as the first payment on the washing machine I had said I was after. Rather to my surprise I was tempted and after a bit of thought I agreed and said OK as long as there was no touching and it was done in the back room after we had locked up for the day.
So fifteen minutes later at 5.30 prompt Steve locked the shop door and we went through into the backroom. While Steve sat at his desk I lifted my skirt and did a slow twirl with my knickers on full display.
True to his word he got out a new payments book and marked down the first payment on a new washer. He offered to deliver it and plumb it in, in exchange for another flash in a week's time; that would obviously save me the hassle so I agreed to it.
That set the pattern and every Friday after closing time we would go through into the back room, I would give Steve a quick flash of my knickers and he would mark off another payment in the book. One week he asked if I could show him my bra for a change, so I unbuttoned my blouse and let him have a look at my bra.
He never tried to touch me and I don't know what I would have done if he had tried. I must admit that although I didn't really fancy him (he was old enough to be my father) the situation was a bit of a turn on and I found myself buying nice underwear (nice, but not tarty!) with Fridays in mind.
One Friday I had a bit of an accident just before I left to catch my bus to work. A coffee stain on my blouse made that unwearable, so I quickly changed into a dress which buttoned all the way up the front.
At closing time we went through into the back room as usual. Sat on his chair Steve said he would really like it if just this once I would unbutton the dress completely and give him a flash of my bra and pants.
Feeling rather fruity I slowly unbuttoned it all the way down the front. I was wearing a rather see-through black bra and pants set, so he could get a tantalising glimpse of my nipples and pubes. It was definitely getting to him and he was squirming in his seat.
"God," he said. "Your tits look gorgeous. Take your bra off and we'll call it a double payment."
"For that I want quadruple payment," I said and he hurriedly agreed. So I told him to close his eyes, then I slipped my dress off and removed my bra.
To be honest and without being vain I think my breasts are my best feature, and it's not just me that thinks so. Several of my girlfriends say they wish they had a bust like mine - not big and gross, but nice and curved and definitely not flat chested. My ex fiancé was always telling me what fabulous tits I had.
I think that was the main reason why I was happy to take my bra off - it gave me a chance to show off my best asset. I took a step towards Steve and told him he could open his eyes. For what seemed like ages he just stared at my breasts. I could see the bulge in his trousers and the situation was definitely getting to me - I knew I was damp, if not downright wet, between the legs.
He asked me to come closer, so I took another step forward and leaned towards him slightly. I guess I came a bit too close, because he grabbed hold of me and pulled me to him. His head went down and he began to kiss and suck at my breasts in a feverish manner. Meanwhile he was using both hands to pull me onto his lap.
Even through his trousers I could feel the rigid heat of his prick pressing against my knickers. I rubbed myself against him, which made him groan, so I did it again.
"For god's sake woman, get him out," he growled. So I tugged at his fly and then released his prick from his underpants. As soon as it was out he began to push it towards my pussy.
I didn't want any preliminaries, I was soaking wet and I knew I could take him, so I reached down, pulled my knickers to one side, then guided his prick towards my cunt lips. As soon as I felt him start to penetrate me I bore down with all my weight and his prick pushed deep into me. He thrust up into me and I rotated my hips and pushed back against him. At that time I had only had sex with three boys and two of them were one night stands (though my ex fiancé had fucked me on many occasions). So I wasn't vastly experienced, but it was clear that Steve's was the biggest prick I had taken. It wasn't so big it was painful, but boy did I know he was inside me!
We bounced around on the chair for a while, and then Steve gasped for me to go across to the desk. I stood up and slipped my knickers off. I didn't know whether Steve wanted me to bend over the desk or to lie back across it, but being taken from behind is my favourite position, so I bent over, rested my elbows on the desk and presented my cunt and bottom to him.
Without any messing about he slid into me and began to shaft me with deep, slow strokes. With his right hand he rubbed my clit and within seconds I felt a searing orgasm rack through me. He continued to shaft away at me, then gasping that he was going to come he asked whether I was on the pill. I told him I was, so he pushed deep into me and I felt his prick jerk and jerk and that lovely warm, wet feeling as he pumped his sperm into me.
That was the first time it happened and from then on I was a bit more cautious. If I wasn't careful I could see myself just being used and dumped. So despite his protests I rationed the knicker flashing and refused his requests to expose my breasts.
Then one Friday I was feeling a bit fruity and Steve had hinted that he wanted me to flash my knickers later. So shortly beforehand I went to the loo and took my knickers off. For the next half hour I walked round with an airy feeling under my skirt and a heightened sense of anticipation.
At 5.30 Steve locked up and we went through into the backroom. He sat down and I moved into the middle of the floor and slowly raised the hem of my skirt. His chin nearly hit the floor when he saw I wasn't wearing any knickers. Instead of doing my usual twirl I just stood there. It must have been quite a sight - I'm not one of these girls with wispy pubes, I've got quite a furry pussy.
For a while he just stared, then, recovering from his shock, he got up and came towards me. I parted my legs a bit further and his hand went between them and started to stroke my pussy. Then he ran a finger along my cunt lips, before sliding first one finger, then two inside me. I was soon very wet, so I bent over the desk and he slid into me.
Maybe he hadn't had sex for a while, but anyway he came disappointingly quickly. I was still pretty hyped up, so I went down on him and got him hard again. Then I bent over the desk again. He took the hint and slid back into me.
As he screwed away at me, he said I was very wet and obviously in need of a good fucking. He ran a finger along my clit and round the edge of my cunt.
"You're really juicy," he said, and with that he took his finger and rubbed some of my love juices up and around my asshole. I tensed when he did; this was unknown territory to me, as none of my boyfriends had ever tried this. He used his finger to get more cunt juice and worked on me until my asshole was nice and slippery. Then he slid a finger into me. I gasped when he did that and he asked if I was OK. I could barely speak, so I just nodded my assent.
He worked on me some more, and then suddenly his finger was gone. I tensed because I know what was the obvious next step. So I wasn't surprised when Steve pressed his bulbous prick end against my asshole and slowly, carefully he began to work it into me.
"Oh God that hurts," I said. "Go very gently."
So he went even more carefully and the pain was replaced by a marvellous full feeling. Steve said he was sorry, but my ass was so lovely and tight that he couldn't hold back much longer and did I prefer it if he pulled out. I told him of course I didn't want him to pull out, what I really wanted was for him to cum. So he gave a couple more pushes and then erupted inside me.
For a while we lay there gasping, then Steve withdrew. I straightened up from my position draped over his desk and for the first time felt a man's come trickling out of my bum. I was no longer a back passage virgin and thanks to Steve's gentle initiation I came to love the sensations caused by a man pleasuring my asshole.
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One weekend my friend Carole and I treated ourselves to a short break at a country hotel. It was a chance for a couple of forty-something women to get away from their kids and husbands and just chill out.
On the Saturday afternoon we went for a swim in the hotel pool. Later we sat on the terrace and had a glass of wine. Two men went past who earlier had been getting into the pool just as we left.
"What do you think to those two?" said Carole.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well I think the one in the blue top looked very well endowed."
"Carole," I said acting shocked. "You're a married woman."
"Oh come on Kim, don't tell me you didn't sneak a quick look at the bulge in his trunks."
I had to laugh at that and admit that yes I did, and in fact I reckoned it was the other guy who had the larger bulge.
"Anyway, I don't suppose it matters, I bet they all feel the same once they're inside you."
Carole just looked at me and shook her head. I was a bit surprised - we've never talked much about sex before, but I had only ever had sex with my husband Paul, and I had rather assumed that Carole was the same.
"Why, how many men have you had sex with?" I asked.
"Four," said Carole.
"How old were you the first time?"
"Seventeen."
"Can you remember his name?"
"That's easy - it was Robert."
I gaped a bit at that. Robert was her husband, and if he was the first it meant there had been three others since.
"When were the others?"
"The first was a couple of years ago, the last was three or four months ago."
"Why?" I asked. "Are you and Robert going through a bad time?"
"No," said Carole. "It just sort of happened. The opportunity presented itself and it seemed a bit sad that I'd only ever been with one man. I had just turned forty and I wanted to know what another prick felt like."
"And?" I asked.
"And it felt very nice, so I haven't been able to resist sampling another couple since. I still love Robert and I wouldn't dream of leaving him, and funnily enough the odd little bit on the side makes me feel more secure with him not less."
That was a bit of a bombshell and it took a while to digest. Sexually I've always felt a bit shy and inexperienced and that just confirmed it.
The conversation moved on and then we headed back to our room to shower and change ready for the evening meal. We'd each brought one of our best dresses and with a bit of makeup and our hair done I thought we looked pretty good as we went into the hotel restaurant. We look rather different - Carole's five foot four, short blonde hair and a bit flat-chested. I'm a couple of inches taller, have longish, wavy dark hair and a 36D bust.
The restaurant had a good reputation and the meal was excellent. Afterwards we went out for a drink to a nearby pub, but it was too noisy, so we decided to head back to the hotel bar where we could at least talk and hear each other.
After a while we noticed that the two men from earlier were sat at one of the other tables. We could see that they were glancing at us every now and again.
"It's so easy for women," said Carole. "If we made eye contact with those two I bet they'd be over here trying to chat us up."
"Well we're not going to are we," I said.
"Don't worry Kim" said Carole. "I'm not after them, though to be fair they're not bad looking, and quite fit - no beer bellies thank god."
I laughed at that and the conversation went on to something else.
A few minutes later I saw the two men stand up and something made me think they might be headed for our table.
"Don't look now, but those two guys are moving, and I think they might be headed over here," I said to Carole.
"I know," she said.
"Hi," said one of them. "Do you mind if we join you?"
I would normally have ended things before they started by saying we were two married women having a quiet evening, but maybe it was the effect of the wine that made me keep quiet and leave Carole to speak.
"We're married," said Carole, flashing her ring. "But you can join us if that doesn't put you off."
They didn't seem to mind and pulled a couple of chairs up to our table and introduced themselves as Steve and Tony. Carole caught my eye and gave me an amused look when it was obvious that Steve (the one who I said had the larger bulge) was concentrating on me and Tony was concentrating on her.
We soon found out that they were in their thirties, one divorced, the other split up six months ago from living with a partner. They said they thought we were in our thirties (Carole's 43, I'm 44), but perhaps they were just trying to flatter us by saying we looked younger than we were.
It felt odd being chatted up by a stranger; it was something I hadn't experienced since I was a teenager.
Looking back I should have realised how the mix of circumstances were conspiring against me - a weekend away in a plush hotel, a bit more wine than usual and for the first time in years the pleasure of flirting with another man (and a younger one at that!).
But of course above everything I was very aware of Carole's earlier revelations about her sex life and wondered whether she had serious designs on Tony.
After a while we heard a disco starting up in an adjoining room. Carole wanted to go through. At first I said no, but Carole kept chivvying me and in the end I relented and we all went through.
Carole's a good dancer, but I'm no great shakes, neither were Tony and Steve, so I think the three of us were relieved when Carole had had enough.
Then after a few more numbers the DJ switched to smoochy music. Tony and Steve asked us back onto the dance floor and by now the drink meant I'd lost some of my reserve so I agreed.
To be honest it was very pleasurable shuffling round with Steve. He smelt clean and fresh with nice aftershave and it made me feel quite womanly and desirable.
However I wasn't prepared when he stooped slightly and kissed me. I was caught off guard and I didn't stop him, but nor did I respond. We shuffled around some more and now he held me more closely and though I wasn't pressed tight against him I could feel a rock solid erection against me.
Partly it alarmed me, but partly I was flattered that even though I was in my forties I could still excite a man.
With my head on Steve's shoulder I could track what Carole was doing. I could see her kissing Tony and he had one hand resting on her rump. Obviously it was dim in there and I couldn't be sure, but I suspected that Tony was discreetly fondling Carole elsewhere!
Steve turned my head to his and kissed me again. This time I responded, parting my lips slightly. His hand, which had been resting on the small of my back, slid down and began to gently stroke my bum.
I didn't know whether I should have stopped him doing that, but in the end I did nothing. To be honest I knew that I was all moistly aroused. I rested my head back on his shoulder and surrendered to the sensations.
Then someone tapping on my shoulder startled me. Carole was stood there with Tony.
"We're going upstairs," she said to me. She smiled and taking Tony by the hand they headed for the door.
Steve held his hand out in invitation. I stood transfixed not knowing what to do. After what seemed like an eternity, but probably was only a few seconds Steve made up my mind for me by taking my hand and leading me across the dance floor.
It's a good job the room was dark because I was blushing furiously. I could imagine everyone looking at us and saying "Oh look he's scored, he's going to take her back to her room and give her a good seeing-to". I felt a real mix of emotions as we followed the others - a sense of shame that I was betraying my husband, but also a stomach churning excitement that I might be about to submit to another man.
We went through the foyer and stood by the lift. One came almost straight away and we stepped inside. Before the doors could close two older ladies stepped in with us.
"Thank you," said one of them as Steve covered the door in case it suddenly closed. She smiled at him.
"Dragging your wives away from the disco are you?"
"That's right," said Steve. "I think we could do with an early night."
The others looked like they were having trouble keeping a straight face, but the assumption that I was Steve's wife just made me feel even guiltier.
The old ladies got out at the same floor as us, but fortunately we turned left out of the lift and they turned right. We got to our room and Carole opened the door. She turned the lights on, but it was too bright and she quickly adjusted them so that the only light was a lamp in one corner.
I still didn't know whether I had the nerve to go through with this and I was on the verge of saying something when Carole and Tony started kissing and Steve pulled me to him.
As we kissed his hand was feeling my bum, then his other hand started to stroke my breasts. We kissed for a while, and then Steve guided me back towards the bed and sat me on the edge of it.
I glanced across at Carole and Tony. She was also sat on the edge of the bed, but Tony had removed his shirt and Carole was unfastening his trousers. Once his trousers were down she tugged at his pants and as they came down his erect prick sprang into view. The sight of an erection has always turned me on and seeing Tony's prick silhouetted in the lamplight pushed me over the edge. I realised that I was going to be unfaithful and experience another prick for the first time.
Steve was removing his shirt so I took my cue from Carole and unzipped his trousers, and then pulled his pants down. He unbuttoned my dress and pushed it off my shoulders, and then he reached behind me and unfastened my bra.
As he did that his prick was close to my face so I leaned forward and took it into my mouth.
"Oh God" said Steve and ran his fingers through my hair. I continued to lick and suck his cock, but Steve told me I'd have to stop or he was going to come.
I lay back on the bed and started to shuffle up it, but Steve interrupted my progress by grabbing the waistband of my knickers. I raised my bum off the bed and he swiftly pulled my knickers off.
I then moved up the bed until my head was on the pillow and I couldn't help but notice that Carole and Tony were ahead of us. She was gasping and groaning as Tony thrust his prick in and out of her.
I looked up at Steve, smiled shyly and spread my legs for him. He moved above me and positioned his prick against my cunt lips. I tensed as for the first time someone other than my husband was going to penetrate me.
I was very wet so the tip slid in easily, then having got part way in he thrust hard and I cried out as the full length of his hot, hard cock speared into me.
"Are you alright?" he asked.
"Yes," I stammered. "It's just your prick...it's so big."
He felt massive, but I could take him and it didn't hurt. The sensations as he screwed me were incredible and I realised that Carole was right - all cocks aren't the same!
"Do you want me to stop?" he asked.
"No!" I said. "Keep fucking me it's gorgeous."
That was all the encouragement he needed and he began to spear in and out of me, pinning me down against the bed. You can have all the slow dreamy sex you like, I prefer a good hard fucking and Steve duly obliged. It wasn't long before I arched my back and gasped hard as an orgasm ripped through me.
The room was full of the urgent sounds of hot, hard sex. I'm a shy, quiet girl who had only ever had sex with one man. Now as if it wasn't enough that a stranger was fucking me, my best friend was in the next bed talking dirty as someone screwed the arse off her.
Steve picked up on their dirty talk and told me that I had a lovely, fuckable cunt. My husband likes a bit of dirty talk and I'm not averse to it either so I told Steve that he had a lovely big prick and that it was giving my cunt a good fucking.
"Go on, fuck me," I said, digging my nails into his backside. "Fill my cunt with your cum."
That took him over the edge and he thrust deep into me and I felt his prick stiffen and swell, then it jerked and jerked inside me and he fired what felt like a river of sperm into my cunt.
We lay there gasping and it took me a while to come round after the hottest, most erotic sex I'd ever had.
We touched, kissed and cuddled for a while longer, then we told the boys that they had to go. They both protested at that, but seeing they'd got what they wanted I don't think they were really too upset.
Carole and I were pretty shattered and soon fell asleep. I slept solidly until 8 o'clock and for a moment when I woke I wondered where I was. Then straight away the events of the previous night flooded into my mind. I could still feel Steve between my thighs and his groan as he came deep inside me. Carole was asleep with a peaceful expression on her face; it was number five for her, but only number two for me.
I crept off to the loo, but when I came back Carole was awake so we both showered and headed off for breakfast.
Sat at the breakfast table with cereals, coffee and toast I glanced around the room. I don't know whether I was relieved or disappointed that there was no sign of Steve or Tony.
"Well?" said Carole.
"Well what?" I replied.
"What does it feel like to be an experienced woman? You made enough noise - it certainly sounded like you enjoyed it."
I blushed a bit at that.
"Well you were right about one thing - they don't all feel the same."
Carole nodded.
"He had a big prick. Not too big, it didn't hurt, but boy did I know he was inside me."
Carole looked sharply at me.
"You haven't fallen for him have you?"
"Don't worry it was just sex," I said. "But it was good sex," I added with a smile. "Anyway what about you?"
"It was good," said Carole. "Very good. He had a nice prick, and he knew how to use it."
Carole looked at me.
"Whatever you do don't mention it to Paul."
I didn't reply to that.
"Kim, you're not going to tell him are you?"
I paused - Carole had confided in me yesterday, it seemed it was my turn to confide in her.
"I don't think he would mind."
"What do you mean?" said Carole.
"We sometimes talk about fantasies and stuff - you know how you do."
Carole nodded at that.
"Well Paul's secret fantasy is to watch someone else fuck me. He claims it's only a fantasy, but I'm not so sure."
Carole looked wide-eyed.
"What! You mean if he knew about last night he wouldn't be jealous or angry?"
I shook my head.
"He says it's a common fantasy though most men won't admit to it. Apparently there's even a name for it - wife watching."
"Bloody hell!" said Carole. "I never realised. Still don't tell him, I don't want Robert to know."
"OK," I said.
Further conversation was halted by the approach of the waiter. We managed to finish breakfast without any other revelations. We had to check out by 12 o'clock, so that left us plenty of time for another swim.
An hour later we were coming out of the pool when we met Steve and Tony.
"Hi ladies we were hoping we would bump into you. Would you like to join us for a coffee on the terrace."
Noticing our looks Tony added, "Just coffee, that's all."
Anyway we went out onto the terrace with them. It was surprisingly pleasant; they weren't straining to chat us up, so it was just normal, friendly conversation.
Carole brought things to a close by saying we had to think about sorting our things out as it was approaching eleven o'clock. She said she would go to reception and order a taxi for us and meet me back at the room afterwards. Tony said he had something to sort out at reception so he headed off with Carole.
"Well I suppose I'd better go back to my room and finish packing," said Steve, so we headed off together.
Walking down a quiet corridor I was aware of a certain sexual tension. We got into the lift, turned to face each other...and kissed passionately. I could feel Steve's rigid prick pressed against me, and I responded shamelessly by rubbing myself against it.
"Come back to my room," said Steve.
I simply nodded. Once we were in the room we stripped in record time and then we were on the bed with Steve's prick inside me. He fucked me for a while, and then he took some of my cunt juices and rubbed them round my asshole. Next he stuck a finger up my ass and the sexual shock brought me off straight away.
"Was that nice?" he asked.
I nodded.
"Can I ask you something?" he said.
"What?" I said warily.
"Has your husband ever fucked you up the ass?"
"Sort of," I said.
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"He's tried, but it wasn't wildly successful."
"Can I try it? You've got a lovely ass, and I'd love to fuck it."
"Alright," I said. "But go gently and use some of the massage oil that's in the spa pack on the dressing table."
Steve got the massage oil and applied it liberally to his prick, then got me to lie on my back with my bottom near the end of the bed. Next he got me to put my hands behind my knees and pull my legs back so that my ass was presented to him. He took the massage oil and poured some round my rosebud, then used his finger to work some of it into me, and I must admit that felt very nice.
Then I tensed as he positioned his prick against my asshole. Slowly, gently he pushed into me. I gasped as the full length of his prick entered me, then gripping my legs he proceeded to fuck me up the arse.
"Christ what a lovely tight hole," he said.
"Gently, go gently" I begged him.
"OK, OK. I'm sorry; it's just so nice. Is it OK if I come?"
"Yes, yes" I babbled.
I felt his prick stiffen and then jerk inside me and Steve fired his spunk into my virginal ass.
After that we both collapsed on the bed. I realised that time was passing, so dressed quickly and told Steve that I had to go.
"I won't see you again, will I?" said Steve.
"No," I said simply.
"Well, can I have a souvenir then?" he asked.
"What?" I replied cautiously.
"Your knickers," he said. "They're lovely black lacy ones, and they'd be a great reminder of the time we had."
"And what am I supposed to wear?"
He smiled and shrugged.
"You've got some more back in your room haven't you?"
I smiled and nodded wryly. Then I hitched my skirt up, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my knickers and pulled them down. I handed them to Steve and he said thanks.
"Now I have to go."
I gave him a last quick kiss and then I was out of the door and headed back to my room. It wasn't exactly a pleasant walk because my ass felt sore, and it was all squishy with Steve's come still leaking out of it.
Once I reached the room I swiped the key card and stepped inside. Carole was laid on the bed, naked except for her bra. Her legs were over Tony's shoulders and he was thrusting into her.
"Not now, not now," he gasped, so I hurriedly turned round and left the room.
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Last summer Paul and I went down to London for a long weekend. We travelled down on the Thursday evening and didn't arrive at the hotel until 10pm, so there wasn't time to do much more than unpack.
On the Friday we had a leisurely breakfast, then slowly sorted ourselves out. We had tickets to see Billy Elliott - the Musical and then a table booked at a nearby restaurant. We don't get much time together like this so it felt like a special treat. The weather was quite hot and it was forecast to stay that way all weekend. I wore a very summery dress and some turquoise underwear which Paul bought me a few months back. They're a particularly vivid colour which we both like.
As I finished dressing I looked in the mirror and I hope it doesn't sound conceited if I say I thought I looked alright. Even though I'm forty eight years old I work out at the gym three times a week so I'm in pretty good shape. I've got longish dark hair, a 36D bust and I was wearing medium heels which helped shape my legs.
Paul certainly seemed to approve. As we prepared to leave the room he grabbed me from behind and told me how nice I looked. At the same time his left hand was squeezing my bum.
I liked that; after all what middle-aged woman doesn't like to feel that she is still desirable. But I knew there would be plenty of time later, so I told him to be patient and he would get a treat. He was obviously pleased to hear that. Good sex had definitely been on the agenda for this weekend, but he was happy to have it confirmed.
We headed out into the street and walked the short distance to the Underground station where we caught a tube train into the centre of London. The warm weather meant the Underground was stifling, so I was glad when we were back above ground.
The theatre was close to Buckingham Palace and we had a bit of a wander in the area before having a light lunch. After that it was time to head to the show. I expected to enjoy it and I wasn't disappointed; the colours were really vibrant and the show had a lot of energy.
Next stop was the restaurant. It was an Italian one which had been recommended to us and though I wouldn't rave about it, it was a nice meal.
Whilst we were eating Paul remarked on how the guy next to me in the theatre had obviously fancied me. I asked him what he meant.
"Well they went to the bar at the interval just like us and he kept looking at you."
"Oh come on, he was about ten years younger than me and anyway he was with his wife."
Paul shrugged his shoulders.
"That's hardly going to stop him looking."
I didn't say any more, but I knew Paul was right. I had seen that man eyeing me up and when we went back to our seats they were already there and I had to squeeze past him. He didn't exactly leave much room for me and inevitably there was some bodily contact. It wasn't done in a blatant way, but I didn't think it was accidental.
I changed the subject to the weather and we agreed how nice it was to be out on a warm summers evening.
"Mind you I bet the tube train will be stifling again. It's a good job this dress is light and I certainly won't need my jacket."
"Well if you want to stay cool you could always remove something."
"What do you mean?"
Paul just smiled knowingly and raised an eyebrow. I realised he was suggesting that I removed my knickers. It was something I had done very occasionally. Paul seemed to find it quite a turn-on and it made me feel very different. Obviously no one could see anything, but it always made me feel semi-naked and somehow rather vulnerable. Anything could happen - a gust of wind could come along and my pussy would be exposed to a complete stranger.
It was a weekend away, I'd had a few glasses of wine - it did seem the perfect opportunity for a bit of sexy fun. I'm rather conservative and I know Paul wishes I was less inhibited. I was a virgin when I met him and I've always been faithful to him (and I believe he has to me), but he has asked me whether I would ever consider a threesome or swapping. I said no, but I haven't admitted to him that just occasionally I wondered what I would do if the ideal situation arose.
I looked back at Paul.
"Maybe later," I said with a trace of a smile.
The restaurant became very busy and we decided to move as soon as the desserts were finished. Paul caught the waiters eye and asked for the bill. While he sorted that out I said I was going to the toilet.
"I know," said Paul.
The waiter raised his eyebrows.
"You can always tell the married couples. It's scary the way they get to predict what the other person's doing."
I had to smile at that. The waiter didn't know what we knew and there was no way I was going to explain to him!
When I came out of the toilets Paul was waiting for me and we headed out onto the street. The first thing we did was join hands and though it probably looked like we were holding hands what I actually did was pass my knickers to Paul. He smiled and stuffed them in his jacket pocket.
It was a five minute walk to the tube station and as I expected Paul couldn't resist a quick feel of my bottom. He commented how different it felt; the dress sliding freely over my skin with no knickers in the way.
It was just after ten o'clock when we got to the tube station and it was pretty busy. As we went down the stairway the hot air rose to meet us and we both groaned when we saw the announcements regarding reduced trains due to staff shortages.
A train arrived after ten minutes and we got on but ended up standing a couple of feet apart. At the next station more people crowded on and Paul and I were now stood about six feet apart. It was distinctly crushed and it would take about fifteen minutes to get to our stop.
The train jolted and I took an involuntary step backwards and my heel went down on the foot of the person behind me. I twisted my head and apologised to a man in his late twenties or early thirties who told me not to worry, it's one of the hazards when the underground was crowded.
Another jolt pushed me back against him and his hand steadied my hip. I again apologised and he again said it wasn't a problem.
At the next stop even more people boarded and I was crushed back against him and there was no way I could twist round to apologise. As soon as the train set off I felt his hand settle on my hip. I didn't need steadying so as a gesture it was unnecessary.
I could see the reflection of his face in the window. It wasn't one hundred per cent clear, but his expression was completely neutral. He was quite tall, nearly six foot, reasonable looking and with dark, almost black hair.
The train jolted again and my bottom rubbed against his crutch. It was only then that I remembered that I wasn't wearing any knickers. I didn't feel threatened, but it was disconcerting. I looked at Paul, but people were stood between us and I couldn't really see him.
Even so I wouldn't have asked for help. I was crushed against a man on the tube - it wasn't exactly a big deal. To be honest part of me was getting a buzz out of the situation. It was a weekend away and I'd had a bit to drink, so, next time the train jolted, instead of trying to lean away from him I pushed back against him.
I could sense his surprise in the way his hand suddenly gripped my hip, but the other thing I could sense was his erection. It was sticking firmly upright and pressing against me. Now both his hands were on my hips and the left one was moving down - safely out of sight of everyone in the carriage he touched my bottom. I didn't flinch, nor did I move away or do anything to discourage him.
His left hand was basically cupping my left buttock, then he began a very gentle stroking motion. I could feel myself responding, there was a definite damp feeling between my legs, and of course I had no knickers on, which he must have realised by now.
His next step was to slide his hand across to a more central position. Then he began to probe forward with his fingertips. My heart started to beat faster as his fingers closed in on my pussy. My legs were together, so he didn't really have access, but he was just an inch or two away from my most private place.
My husband was stood just a few feet away. What would he think if he knew that a stranger was touching me in an intimate place? With a rush it came to me that he wouldn't be annoyed, he would be excited.
My mind was made up. I parted my legs and his fingers explored eagerly. Now he was able to stroke my pussy with only the thin material of my dress protecting it. I parted my legs further and he reached down and slid his hand up inside my dress.
At that moment the lights went out in the carriage. It does happen sometimes and doesn't last long, but in inky blackness the stranger's hand settled on my cunt. Once, twice he ran a fingertip along my cunt lips. Then he probed into me, his finger sliding easily into my pouting wetness, I sighed and pushed back against him.
The lights came back on, but even so a second finger slid in alongside the first and I tried to part my legs wider. Despite my calm exterior I was almost frantic inside - a stranger was finger fucking me in public!
If this carried on much longer I was going to come. Then I glanced up and realised that Paul was looking at me with a puzzled expression on his face. I froze not knowing how to respond, then I saw we were pulling in to a station and it was our stop.
The doors opened and I squeezed my way out, not daring to glance back at the stranger whose fingers had just been exploring my cunt. I hurried along the platform and Paul strode alongside me.
"Are you alright? What's wrong?"
"Wait. I'll tell you later."
All the way up the escalator he kept asking what had happened. We passed through the ticket barrier and Paul grabbed my arm and pulled me to one side.
"What happened back there?"
"That man, the one stood behind me. He put his hand up my dress."
"And he...."
"Yes, he played with my pussy."
People were hurrying past paying no attention to us, but even so I was surprised when Paul stuck his hand up my dress and got the confirmation he sought of my highly aroused state.
"Come on, let's get back to the hotel," he said, taking my arm.
We headed up a short flight of stairs and out onto the street. The evening traffic kept us waiting on the kerb briefly, then we crossed the road, past the shops and community centre I'd noticed earlier and then down a side road and in through the hotel doors.
A few people were at reception, but we went straight across to the lift and waited while one returned. We rode up in silence. It was just two floors, then out of the lift and along a silent corridor.
Paul opened the door and we entered the room. I turned to kiss him, but he whirled me round and pushed me face first against the wall. His hand slid between my thighs.
"Spread your legs," he ordered. I did as I was told and he slid a finger into me.
"Is this what he did?"
"Yes...I mean no. He had two fingers in me."
I gasped as Paul thrust another finger into me. He was quite rough, but I was very wet and took them quite easily. To be honest I'm rather submissive and I like it when a man takes charge and Paul was certainly doing that.
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes it was nice, it turned me on."
"What turned you on?"
When you've been married a while you develop a form of shorthand and I knew that last question of Paul's was a request for me to talk dirty. It might make some more extrovert couples laugh, but it's only recently that we've discovered how arousing a bit of dirty talk can be and tonight I was particularly happy to oblige.
"I liked being touched by him. I liked having his fingers in my cunt. It turned me on and if we hadn't reached the station I think I would have cum."
"Would you have let him fuck you?"
"Yes, yes. If he'd got his cock out he could have fucked me."
Actually I don't think that was true, but I was too far gone to care. Anyway it encouraged Paul to get his prick out and rub it against my cunt lips. I stuck my backside out to make the angle better for him and was rewarded by the feel of his prick sliding into me.
"Is that what you wanted?"
"Yes I wanted him to push his big hard cock into me and fuck me until he fired his sperm inside me."
"Would you like to have another man's cock inside you?"
I knew this was a genuine question, not a fantasy one. He'd tested me with it a few times before and my answer had always been no. But tonight everything seemed to conspire in one direction. The man at the theatre, the wine, walking around knickerless, the stranger on the tube, the hotel room - everything.
"Yes."
Paul stopped fucking me and I could sense his surprise.
"Do you mean that?"
I thought hard.
"Yes. Yes I do."
Paul gave what I can only describe as a growl and slammed his prick deep into me with fierce urgency. There were a few seconds of frantic fucking then he roared and I cried out as his prick rammed into my depths and we both came with a passion I'd hadn't felt for years.
He clung onto me until his prick retreated and slid out of me of it's own accord. I went to get a tissue, but Paul grabbed me and kissed me. He unzipped my dress, removed it and my bra and then quickly undressed himself. He pulled me into the bed and I knew what his first question would be.
"Did you mean what you said back then."
I nodded; it was easier than saying yes.
"We're away for the weekend. We can make it happen if you want."
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This story can be read on its own, but it will make more sense if you have read Part 1 first.
* * * * *
I woke with a start. The bedside clock glowed red in the darkened hotel room. It was 8:23 am and I could hear Paul moving in the bathroom. Probably that was what had woken me. Straight away the events of last night rushed into my head.
I wriggled slightly in the bed as vivid memories came back of that crowded tube train and the stranger's hand sliding up my dress and touching me in the most intimate of places. I remembered parting my legs to make it easier for him and the illicit thrill of being finger fucked in public. Then back in the hotel room my husband's unbridled lust as I described what had happened.
It had turned us both on and incredibly I'd said that tonight I was going to sleep with another man.
Was that really what I wanted to do? Sexually I was very inexperienced and Paul was the only person I'd ever slept with. I was in two minds about this. Part of me wanted to stay faithful to my husband, even though I had his permission to take a lover. But I couldn't deny there was a voice in my head saying "You're forty-eight and you've never done anything sexually adventurous. Have a fling now before it's too late, then at least you will know what it feels like to have a different prick inside you."
Just then Paul came out of the bathroom and smiled at me.
"Sleep well?"
"Yes, fine."
"Good. Well there's no rush. We can have a leisurely start and head down for breakfast when you're ready."
* * * * *
It was nearer ten o'clock before we sat down for breakfast and the dining area was rather quiet, so we were able to get a window table.
I had expected Paul to raise the subject earlier, but we were largely finished with breakfast before he asked me how I felt about doing something tonight.
"Why?" I asked warily.
"I just wanted to say that I would like to do it, but it's totally your decision. I don't want you to feel under any pressure."
"Do you really not mind if I take a lover?"
"No, I don't. To be honest I do fantasize about seeing you with another man. Our sex life is fine, but just for once I'd like to be more daring and try something different. Life isn't a dress rehearsal and I don't want to be looking back in later years and thinking we should have been bolder."
That struck a chord with me and I looked Paul in the eye.
"Alright, but how are we going to do it? I'm not going to walk up to some guy and ask him if he would like to have sex with me."
"Well we could go out for a meal as planned, but then come back here. I'd leave you in the bar and we'd see if anyone approaches you."
"What if no-one does?"
"That's always possible," admitted Paul with a shrug of his shoulders. "If they don't then it obviously wasn't meant to be, but you're a beautiful woman so I think that's unlikely."
"OK I'll go into the bar alone tonight, but I'm not dressing like a slut and I want you to be watching discreetly from the opposite corner of the bar. I'm definitely not doing anything unless it's a man that I find attractive."
"Of course," said Paul. "That's fine."
We talked some more and agreed that if I found someone suitable then I'd fiddle with one of my earrings. After that I'd excuse myself and head to the loo and Paul would then come across and introduce himself.
Discussing those details I could feel butterflies in my stomach and more importantly there was a definite moist feeling between my legs. I realised then that I did want to do this. It wouldn't be for Paul's sake. I did want to have an erotic adventure.
The rest of the day passed relatively slowly. A bit of sightseeing and a light lunch meant we were back at the hotel not long after 4pm. We lazed about for a while, but by 8pm we were showered, changed and off to a nearby restaurant for a meal.
I was wearing a red dress which went to just below the knee, a semi-transparent black bra and pants set and black lace top hold-ups. I had on a pair of red shoes with moderately high heels. Paul thoroughly approved of it all, assuring me that it looked completely classy - "not even remotely slutty" was how he put it.
Still all through the meal I was on edge and very nervous. I was continually wrestling with conflicting desires. One minute I was on the verge of telling Paul that this really wasn't me and I wasn't going to go through with tonight. The next I was imagining some handsome guy pounding into me and the explosion as we climaxed together.
I was a bag of nerves and partly to try and calm myself down I drank a bit more wine than usual. I thought it might relax me, though I didn't get carried away and I was nowhere near drunk.
Towards the end of the meal Paul asked me if I was still up for tonight.
"I think so, but I am nervous."
"That's hardly surprising. We've never done anything like this. Mind you who knows, when we get back to the hotel the bar might be empty. What an anticlimax that would be, if you'll pardon the pun."
By the time we returned to the hotel it was 10pm and some of my nerves had worn off. Perhaps it was the wine - I hardly ever get drunk, but I do find that a few drinks have a relaxing effect.
"Do you want to go into the bar? I'll wander through in a couple of minutes. Don't forget it's up to you what we do. You can call it off at any time, though I'm hoping you won't!"
I looked at Paul, said OK and we headed our separate ways. The bar was through an archway and I felt oddly conspicuous going in on my own. I ordered a drink and then sat at a table in the far corner. I felt less noticeable there and it enabled me to see the whole room.
Like many hotel bars the lighting was very subdued - a few recessed ceiling lights but with a cool glow cast by the rather eye-catching blue lighting which highlighted the optics display. It wasn't particularly busy - maybe thirty people at the most. I scanned the tables and inevitably looked to see if there was anyone I found attractive. It soon became obvious that most of the tables were couples, presumably on a weekend away like us, and that wasn't what I was after. It dawned on me that if I really wanted to look for a lone man then midweek with businessmen around would have been a much better bet.
At that moment Paul came in. He got a drink, there was the slightest of eye contact between us and then he sat at a table in the opposite corner.
I wondered if like me he would look round the room and realise that this wasn't going to work. I felt a real mix of emotions - relief that nothing was going to happen, but also disappointment that nothing was going to happen.
I glanced at my watch. It was 10:15. I'd wait a bit longer, until about 10:30. I couldn't see any point waiting beyond then, it would just be too boring and anyway I already felt a bit stupid sat alone in a corner sipping my drink.
One of the men at a nearby table got up and glanced at me. I hurriedly avoided eye contact - he looked older than me and was distinctly overweight so he was a non-starter.
I ran my fingers down the outside of my glass. A few more minutes and we'd head back to the room. No doubt we'd have sex, but I wondered how disappointed Paul would be - he'd seemed very keen on this.
I drained the last of my wine and looked at my watch again. It was 10:33. I rose and headed towards Paul.
"Sorry," I said. "There's no-one suitable and I'm not sitting here all night, I feel stupid."
Paul was obviously disappointed.
"I thought you'd manage longer than this. Couldn't you give it a bit longer?" he grumbled.
"Well I've come over to you now. I can hardly go back to sitting on my own, it'll look odd."
He shrugged.
"OK, well at least we tried, even if it didn't work." He picked up his drink and took a swig.
"Tell you what you go back first. I'll come up in a couple of minutes and pretend I'm room service and you can seduce me."
I looked at him and wondered what to say. We did occasionally go in for a bit of role playing, but I wasn't in the mood for it just now. Still I didn't have the heart to disappoint him, so I said OK, told him to give me five minutes and headed out of the bar.
I passed reception, smiled hello to the woman on duty and then went along the corridor to the lift. On the way I passed the door to the swimming pool and to my surprise it was open. I decided to have a quick look as we had spoken about having a dip after breakfast tomorrow.
The main lights were turned off, so the room was only lit by the underwater lights in the pool. I was guessing that the door should really have been locked and was a bit underwhelmed by the small size of the pool, then with a start I realised someone was sat quietly in the shadows. I must have jumped because the young man apologised for startling me.
"Sorry I didn't mean to alarm you. I should have said something as soon as you came through the door."
"No, that's alright," I said. "I don't think I should actually be in here. Are you one of the staff."
"No, I've been kicked out of my room," he said and laughed with a touch of bitterness.
"What do you mean?"
"I'm here with my boss. It's a new very small business and we're sharing a room. Only he's picked up a woman and I've to wait here until he's finished and gives me a ring." He gestured at the phone by his side. "Sorry, I shouldn't have told you that, you can't be interested."
Actually I was interested - it was an intriguing situation. I may not be very experienced sexually, but I've got some idea of what young men are like and I could imagine his frustration sat here like this, knowing his boss was upstairs screwing the arse off some woman.
"Not how you wanted to spend Saturday night," I commiserated. "And not very fair on your bosses part."
"No, I'm not really annoyed with him. I'm more jealous. He's got a way with women. I wish I had. I'm useless, I get all tongue-tied and don't know what to say."
"Well you seem to able to talk to me."
"That's different, you're older. You're not some young woman that I'm trying to chat up."
"Well thanks for that," I said. "That's put me in my place!"
"Sorry," he said shooting me an embarrassed look. "But you know what I mean."
I did know what he meant and in truth I wasn't offended. Because of the poor lighting it was difficult to be sure, but bearing in mind what he'd said I reckoned he was in his late teens or early twenties and I was more than old enough to be his mother.
In fact I think the poor lighting was helping. It gave us a certain anonymity which made it easier to talk; I don't think either of us would have been as forthcoming in a brightly lit room. He looked up at me.
"If you don't mind me asking how old are you?"
"I think you ought to tell me first," I parried.
"Nineteen."
I thought for a second.
"How old do you think I am?"
"Early thirties - thirty five at the most."
I sighed with relief and was grateful for all those sessions at the gym which had kept me fit and toned.
"I'm thirty seven." Alright I know it was a lie, but I just couldn't bring myself to tell the truth. Besides an obvious thought was crossing my mind. I'd been looking for someone and here was a young man in desperate need of some female company. To my surprise and annoyance I found I was trembling slightly.
I decided to seize the moment, so before I could change my mind I took a couple of steps and sat next to him. I put one hand on his thigh.
"You don't have to be alone you know."
The surprised look on his face was almost comical.
"What...You mean..."
"Yes," I said and leaned across and gave him the lightest of kisses.
"You can make love to me, but you have to come to my room in five minutes and my husband will be present."
"Your husband!"
"Yes. He wants to watch me have sex with another man and if you want you can be the one."
I took his left hand and placed it on my right breast. I'm a 36d and I was wearing a soft lacy bra of the sort men like so I knew he'd be able to feel the firm weight and the hard point formed by my (very) erect nipple.
"Alright," he gulped nervously. "What's your room number."
"Three five seven. And don't forget to turn your phone off - we don't want your boss interrupting us do we."
There was no need to say anything further, so I stood up and left the room. I scooted down the corridor to the lifts and suppressed a giggle as I stood there. I'd just seduced a young man! I could hardly believe it. It was so out of character for me.
The lift reached our floor and I hadn't got far along the corridor before I met Paul coming the other way. He looked quizzically at me.
"Where've you been? I was knocking on the door for ages, but there was no reply, so I let myself in, but you weren't there, so I went back to the bar, but you weren't there either."
"It's a long story, well no it isn't. Here open the door quickly and I'll explain."
Paul slid his key card through the lock and we entered the room.
"I've been talking to a man and he's coming here in a few minutes."
Now it was Paul's turn to look surprised.
"You mean you've found someone."
I looked him straight in the eye.
"Yes, but he's only nineteen and I think he'll be very nervous. He doesn't seem to have much experience with women, but I think I can cope with that."
Paul looked at me.
"Well I never thought of you as Mrs Robinson, but there you go."
"Mrs Robinson?" I said blankly.
"Mrs Robinson. The older woman in The Graduate who seduces Dustin Hoffman."
I had to smile at that.
"Well I never thought of myself as Mrs Robinson either, but it seems I am. Anyway I must get ready."
I popped into the bathroom, ran a comb through my hair, put some fresh lipstick on and freshened up my perfume. I came back out and saw that Paul had flicked the switches so the only light was a lamp on the desk. He was sat in one of the two chairs by the window, but with it turned to face the double bed. Almost immediately there was a knock at the door. I exchanged a look with Paul and opened the door. My young man was stood waiting.
Fortunately in decent light he looked better than in the gloom of the pool room. He was reasonable looking, dark hair, probably a shade over six foot tall and luckily he wasn't flabby and had a broad, firm chest.
"Hi come in," I shut the door behind him. "I'm Kim and this is my husband Paul. Sorry, but when we were downstairs I never asked your name."
"I'm Mike."
"Hi," said Paul and got a cautious nod in return. Mike looked a bit tongue-tied, so I thought I had better set the ball rolling. I stepped up to him.
"Would you like to kiss me?"
Rather self-consciously he put his arms round me and we kissed. At first he was stiff and awkward, but once I slipped my tongue into his mouth he loosened up remarkably. Soon one of his hands started to explore my breasts and I moaned softly to encourage him. It obviously worked because his other hand roamed freely across my backside.
The evening wasn't turning out as I'd expected, but I think that made it more, not less, exciting. I'd assumed that if I scored it would be with a man much nearer my own age and it wasn't really like me to initiate something and be the assertive one. Normally I saw myself as a rather submissive person, but with Mike I felt as though I was in charge of events (and in truth I guess I was).
I know I was wet between the legs and if Mike cared to explore in that area he would find my knickers distinctly damp. I was keen to move on to some more intimate contact, so, in keeping with my newfound boldness, I slid my hand down and rubbed the front of his trousers. There was a very promising bulge and I ran my fingers along the outline of a lovely stiff prick.
I was right by the edge of the bed so I sat down and tugged impatiently at his belt. Once that was done I unzipped him, then grabbed hold of the waistband of his trousers and boxer shorts and pulled them down. His erect prick sprang into view and dangled lewdly in front of me. I've always found the sight of an erect penis a big turn-on and tonight was no exception - a wave of love juice surged to my pussy. Mike's eager young cock was pointing stiffly upwards and size wise he had nothing to be embarrassed about. If anything he was bigger than my husband.
I reached out with my left hand and gave his balls a gentle squeeze. I know Paul likes that and Mike was obviously the same judging by the appreciative groan he gave. I took my right hand and grasped his shaft - he felt so hard and so hot. It was a real turn-on to think that it would soon be inside me. I began a very gentle pumping action.
Looking back perhaps I should have guessed what might happen. Mike made an agonized sound - part gasp, part groan - then sperm shot from his prick and splashed across the bed. His hands went to his cock, knocking mine out of the way, and I saw more sperm gushing into his hands and seeping between his fingers.
For a couple of seconds I was frozen to the spot, then I had the common sense to grab a box of tissues from the side, pass a handful to Mike and use some more to wipe the bed.
He was obviously mortified and wiped himself down as quickly as he could.
"I'm sorry, I'm useless, that always happens, I just can't do it."
I could see he was very upset, but what I'd really picked up on was the way he said "that always happens". If it was already a problem for him, then tonight was going to turn it into a huge issue unless I did something.
I was guessing that he'd only ever been with teenage girls who couldn't handle a spot of premature ejaculation. There were several occasions when Paul had got over excited and had cum much quicker than either of us wanted. I knew it was no big deal; in a way it was a compliment because it meant I'd got him very excited.
So I decided to assert my position as the senior one in this sexual partnership. I took hold of Mike's wrist and stopped him moving towards the door.
"Stay there."
I sat back down on the edge of the bed and again unfastened his belt. He tried to stop me, but I slapped his hand away. I did it lightly enough for him not to take offence, but hard enough for him to know that I meant business.
I tugged his boxers down again and his prick hung down miserably, looking oh so different from the rampant monster I had stroked a few moments ago. I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.
I make no claims to be especially good at oral sex (after all I've only performed it on one man), but I was confident I could get him hard. In fact it was very easy - within seconds there was a noticeable stiffening and I was soon struggling to cope with a cock that was a real mouthful!
Possibly a sex therapist would have advised moving to the next stage a bit more cautiously, but this had got me very, very hyped up. I was enjoying the unexpected thrill of being the dominant person and was desperate to have Mike inside me.
I pulled his trousers and shorts off, and then told him to lie on the bed. He pulled his shoes and socks off and lay back with his head on the pillow. While he did that I reached under my dress, hitched my thumbs into the waistband of my knickers and pulled them off.
They were very sexy black ones, but now they were hardly given a glance and I carelessly tossed them to one side. I should have unzipped my dress and taken it off, but I looked at Mike laid there with his cock sticking arrogantly up in the air and got straight on the bed. I hitched my dress up round my waist and was rewarded with a lustful gaze as Mike stared between my legs (I'm rather furry down there and Paul often says what a lovely bush I have).
I straddled Mike and lowered myself towards his waiting prick. I knew I was very wet, but nevertheless I took hold of his cock and gently rubbed it against my cunt lips. So this was it - after nearly thirty years of married life my previously faithful cunt was finally going to yield to another mans' prick.



Slowly, gently I lowered myself onto him. The angry purple head of his cock slid between my cunt lips and I bore down with all my weight as his rod of iron stretched my willing cunt.
Mike's eyes bulged, his mouth opened and he gave an agonized groan. Paul had once said to me that sex was sometimes so intense that he couldn't tell whether he was feeling pleasure or pain - well it seemed that Mike was experiencing something of that.
I'd taken him all and I felt incredibly full. Mike was pushing up at me and I was rotating my hips in response. I reached behind my back and unzipped my dress, then I pulled it over my head and off. Mike still had his shirt on so I unbuttoned that and threw it open. He reached round and unfastened my bra. I shrugged it off and lowered my breasts towards him, he strained upwards latching onto one of my nipples and kissing and sucking as though his life depended on it.
I lowered myself further so that I could kiss him. Our tongues fenced with each other, my nipples rubbed against his chest and all the time he thrust upwards, pushing his cock in and out of my soaking wet cunt.
"Oh God," he said. "I'm going to come."
"Well come then," I urged him.
"Are you safe or do you want me to pull out?"
"Don't worry I'm safe so you can do it properly. Go on, fuck me."
I felt his cock stiffen and swell, so I offered some final encouragement.
"Go on, do it properly. Cum inside me. Fill my cunt with your sperm."
He gave one last desperate thrust, then his cock spasmed and I felt that lovely warm, wet feeling as a man releases his load inside you. He pulled me close and our mouths locked as more spurts of cum fired into me.
I love being kissed deeply when a man comes inside me - I don't know why but it makes me feel very womanly, as though I'm being totally possessed and our two bodies are one.
Finally he was done and the sensations subsided. I straightened up and looked across at Paul - the experience had been so intense that I'd almost forgotten he was in the room. I tried to read his expression; he didn't look angry or upset, but then he gave me the reassuring smile I wanted and I relaxed.
I know he'd said that he wanted to have sex with me afterwards whilst I was still wet and with my lover's sperm dripping from my cunt, but I hadn't explained any ground rules to Mike, so I needed to usher him out of the room in my most diplomatic manner. I don't think Paul wanted him watching and I know I certainly didn't.
"That was wonderful," I said. "You've got a lovely cock, but I'm sorry you'll have to go now."
I raised myself off him and there was a slightly embarrassing liquid sound as his prick slid out of me. I moved to one side of the bed to give Mike some room. He sat up, then moved as if he was going to get off the bed, but paused and turned to me.
"You're fantastic. You do realise that was my first time don't you."
"Your first time?" I repeated dumbly. "Well I wasn't sure. I mean I know you said you'd cum too quickly before, but I didn't think you'd never managed to do it properly."
"No," he said shaking his head. "I've been in that situation with three women, sorry girls, and each time I came before I got inside them. You're the first one who knew what to do."
I reached out and squeezed his balls.
"Well don't worry, you've got the right equipment and you know how to use it."
My hand slid upwards and caressed his prick. Mike leaned over and kissed me, his hand slid along my thigh and cupped my pussy. Then he was pushing me onto my back and moving between my legs.
"Mike, you've already had me. That's...no...oh...oh fuck."
His cock speared into me and he was fucking me. Not gentle, romantic lovemaking, but rough, vigorous sex. I pushed hard against his shoulder as if I wanted him to stop, but at the same time my hips were thrusting to meet him. I don't know if I'm a typical woman, but although there are times when I like tender, thoughtful lovemaking, I generally prefer being taken very forcefully, and that was exactly what Mike was doing. I soon felt the waves of an orgasm sweeping through me and even as I shuddered and cried out I realised I could still teach Mike a trick or two. Confident that no one had ever done it to him before I slid my index finger into his backside. The response was immediate - it was as though I had pressed a button. He cried out and his prick exploded inside me, firing another load of sperm into my eager cunt.
We lay there gasping, a light sheen of sweat covering our bodies.
"You bastard," I said smiling up at Mike. "That was wonderful, but now you really will have to go!"
"Alright," he said grinning back. "But you are a fantastic woman."
He slid off the bed and I watched as he dressed. His cock glistened slightly from the mixture of our juices still sticking to it. I would have said that his balls hung down heavily, but they must have been a lot lighter now given that he had cum three times.
He was soon dressed and gave me a final, light kiss on the lips.
"Thanks," he said. "I won't forget you."
He turned to Paul and thanked him as well, then headed for the door. There was a final quiet goodbye and then he was gone.
Paul stood up and started to unbutton his shirt.
"You were amazing. Where did you learn all that?"
"I don't know," I replied. "It wasn't the scenario I was expecting, but perhaps that was a good thing. Sometimes a surprise is more exciting."
"Well it was certainly exciting. I'm surprised I didn't cum in my pants. But I'm glad I didn't because I want to give you a good fucking and add my load to the store already in your cunt. Lie back and spread your legs."
I was laid on my side, but now I moved to the middle of the bed, laid back and parted my legs. I expected Paul to mount me straight away, but instead he stared at me.
"Do you like what you see?" I asked.
"Yes. Your pussy hairs are all wet and matted, your cunt lips are gaping from the fucking you've just received and your lovers sperm is trickling out of you - so all in all you look very, very sexy."
Finally he moved between my legs and his prick slid into my wetness.
"That's so nice, you are so wet. Tell me what it's like to be an experienced woman. You looked like you really enjoyed it."
"Yes I did. He had a lovely cock and it gave me a lot of pleasure. I liked it when he gave that last extra deep thrust and came inside me."
"Did he feel different from me?"
"Yes, it's difficult to explain in what way, but I knew it wasn't you fucking me. You remember how I'd always said no to taking a lover because I reckoned that one prick was probably much like another. Well I was wrong - they don't all feel the same."
"Go on, tell me more," said Paul excitedly.
"No, it's your turn. Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes. You looked so sexy laid there gasping and groaning while his prick slid in and out of your cunt. Would you consider doing it again?"
"Not regularly, no, but as an occasional, special treat then I think I would. Would you like that?" I asked, already knowing what the answer was.
"God yes," said Paul, thrusting harder and soon I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he added his sperm to the load my young lover had left inside my married pussy.
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Martyn Wilcox stared across at the Year Eleven girls playing netball on the outdoor court. Their burgeoning sexuality wasn't entirely lost on him, but as Headteacher they held no real attraction for him. No, he was watching because of the teacher who was taking that class. Susan Davies was twenty-seven years old and had started at Shirewood High School a month ago.
She was about five foot six inches tall. Not stunning to look at, but certainly not plain; depending on his mood he would have described her as either attractive or very attractive. She had shoulder length blonde hair and as you might have expected a trim athletic build (not skinny, but nicely toned). Her breasts were one of her finest features. They were quite prominent given her build -- 36D was his guess. Almost certainly not double D.
One reason why she had got the job was because her husband, Simon, had taught Geography at Shirewood for seven years. It intrigued, and mildly irritated him that she was married to Simon. A competent, but completely characterless, man who, at an age of forty one, was fourteen years her senior and looked and acted like a man of sixty.
Martyn couldn't for the life of him understand what she saw in him. She was an attractive young woman married to a grey middle-aged man.
That was the point - did she still see anything in him? To Martyn Wilcox they looked like yet another stale married couple who were stuck in a rut. Inevitably he found himself wondering what their sex life was like. He couldn't imagine Simon ramming it home and drawing cries of ecstasy from her; frankly he didn't seem to have the balls for it.
If that was the case then it was a great shame if Susan's wonderful body was going to waste. He guessed that some of his male colleagues also took that view. He'd intercepted their shrewd looks and noted that they behaved towards her in a slightly warmer, friendlier way than was necessary.
If she did have an affair with one of the other staff it would be a deep disappointment to him. He was alpha male at this school, the other teachers respected him, feared him even. He took some pride in that. He wasn't bothered about having a friendly relationship with the other staff. He was the man in charge so he had to keep his distance, but he would be prepared to make an exception for Susan.
He thought back to that afternoon nine years ago when his wife Angela had come home unexpectedly and caught him in their bed with Mary. The marriage was broken anyway and divorce came as a relief to them both.
Mary had been a teacher at the nearby junior school. Her dark gypsy looks, and in particular her long curly black hair had bewitched him and in due course he had found that she had a wonderfully furry pussy. The first time with her had been so memorable.
They were parked up in his car on their way back from an education committee meeting. Although she was married he had guessed correctly that she would be receptive to his kisses and caresses. He had tried to slide his hand up her dress, but hadn't been surprised when she stopped him. He had no expectation that she would go all the way on the first occasion, so he'd been quite happy to return his attention to her breasts. Nevertheless he couldn't resist teasing her and saying something about slipping her knickers off. Imagine his surprise then when Mary swore him to secrecy and reclined the car seat.
He could still see it vividly in his mind, like some kind of personal blue movie running in slow motion. Mary pulling up that white dress so that it was round her waist. Then hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her lacy peach coloured knickers and peeling them down. A forest of black curls had appeared and then she spread her legs in invitation.
There had been no foreplay. He pulled his trousers down as quickly as possible, climbed on top of her and thrust wildly at her. She was so wet that his prick sank deep into her with that first push. What a feeling that had been -- the warmth and wetness of her lovely tight slit. His prick hardened as he thought of that first frantic fuck and how Mary had cried with pleasure as he gave a final thrust and emptied his balls into her.
Afterwards he had dropped her back home and driven away smiling in the knowledge that she was returning to her husband with his sperm deep inside her.
There had followed two months of illicit sex, culminating in that afternoon when Angela had found them. Fortunately Angela wanted a quick and private divorce and, although doubtless there were rumours, the details had not become public. Soon afterwards Mary had moved to another job and nowadays he never saw her, professionally or otherwise.
In the intervening years there had been a few women in his life, but lately there was no denying it had been a dry spell.
Two weeks later at a parents evening he had taken the opportunity to chat with Susan and see how she was settling in. It confirmed his impression that she was a bright attractive woman who was wasted on Simon. Somewhat to his surprise they got on quite well and the conversation was friendlier than most he had with staff members. He kept running it though in his mind -- perhaps he was reading too much into it, but there did seem to be some sort of connection between them.
In normal circumstances it's likely that nothing further would have happened, but then came one of those coincidences that throws up an unexpected opportunity.
In the space of three days some anomalies arose in the finances for the geography field trip being led by Simon Davies and a complaint was lodged about Susan behaving inappropriately towards a teenage boy.
Martyn would normally have launched a prompt and thorough investigation, but this time he took a special interest and did not delegate any of the investigation, something he might otherwise have done.
Within a few days he had proof that Simon was guilty of nothing more than being pretty incompetent at bookkeeping. There was no evidence to support the allegations against Susan and there were several minor details which didn't exactly prove her innocence, but taken together they clearly indicated that her version of events was true.
Obviously he could have tied it all up relatively quickly, but it was Friday and he decided to leave taking any action until Monday. He had determined on the best course of action, but he felt that a couple of days delay with Simon and Susan worrying about their jobs might be in his interest.
On Monday morning he sent messages that both of them were to report to his office at 4:30pm. The school would be relatively quiet then.
The hours can drag by on a Monday at the best of times, but for all three of the participants it seemed to take a long time before 4:30 arrived, but finally Simon and Susan were sat outside the Head's office. Simon looked nervous and even paler than usual. Susan had reassured him that they had nothing to worry about, but inside she felt much less certain. Every teacher had heard of others whose careers were ruined by false and vindictive accusations.
Susan was called into the Head's office first and sat facing him. She tried to look calm, but felt very nervous. Martyn gave her a cool appraising look.
"I'll come straight to the point. These are serious accusations, but I'm prepared to help you. I can straighten everything out for you and for Simon, but in return I want you to help me."
Susan was surprised. There were various things she thought the Head might say, but this wasn't one of them and she didn't really understand it.
"Sorry, but what sort of help do you need?"
"I want you to come round to my house on Friday evening. You will wear a blouse and skirt, black or red underwear, lace top stockings or hold-ups and high heels. I will undress you and I will make love to you."
Even as he said it he realised that this could be the end of his career, but the words were out of his mouth and he couldn't take them back. They stared at each other for what seemed like a long time, the silence emphasised by the chatter of a magpie on the lawn outside. Finally Susan spoke.
"What about Simon?"
Martyn blinked and had to struggle not to break into a huge grin; it was going to be fine. Simon was scared of his own shadow; taking care of him wasn't a problem.
"What about Simon?" he repeated. "Send Simon in and I'll sort him out."
Susan hesitated, then rose and went out. Simon looked up and without giving anything away she told him it was his turn to go into the office. Simon closed the door carefully and sat down. Martyn leaned forward in his chair.
"I've spoken with Susan and I'm prepared to help you both. I can sort this out for you, but in return you have to bring Susan round to my house on Friday evening."
"Bring her round, but what..."
"She'll have on a blouse and skirt, black or red underwear, stockings or hold-ups and high heels."
Simon was astonished.
"But you mean...she's my wife!"
"Yes she's your wife and I'm going to fuck her. Either that or you're both out of a job. She's not stupid, she's happy to do it, so you'd better get used to the idea."
Simon's shoulders sagged. If Susan had agreed then he didn't see that he had any option but to go along with the plan. His hands twisted nervously in his lap.
"Eight o'clock on Friday. Be prompt and don't worry it will all work out fine. I want you to drive her round and wait for her afterwards."
* * * * *
Seven thirty on Friday. Susan sat in front of the dressing table mirror. She was wearing black knickers embroidered with red roses. She had on a matching semi-transparent bra which only partially hid her prominent nipples and large dark aureole.
Simon watched her putting her lipstick on and felt a stirring in his groin. He didn't think he'd ever seen her looking so lovely. The underwear contrasted beautifully with her fair skin and the black lace top hold-ups clung to her toned thighs.
He felt a surge of resentment. Susan had surprised him by going out straight after school on Wednesday and coming back with the underwear and hold-ups. He couldn't help feeling jealous, even though he knew she was doing this for his sake.
No that wasn't true. He wasn't sure she was doing it for his sake. There was too much care going into her preparations, he couldn't think of a time when she had taken so much trouble for his benefit. Her whole appearance was that of a woman preparing herself for her lover.
He knew he ought to challenge her, but was scared of the truths that might be revealed. He was actually rather in awe of Susan. Six years ago he had been surprised when this attractive young woman had accepted his invitation to dinner and their developing relationship had delighted him.
Some women look at their best as teenagers, but Susan didn't really blossom until she was in her twenties. At school and university she'd been shy and awkward. It was only now that she was finding her true self. And the truth was that, although there was nothing to really complain about, her life was, frankly, a bit boring.
Simon was pleasant but uninspired and in bed he was competent, but unimaginative. She wanted to feel some real passion. At university there had been a couple of fumbling, awkward couplings with randy youths. She knew there had to be to something better than all this. She wanted a man who took her and made her feel desirable, a real woman.
It had come as a surprise that the man who actually stirred her feelings was twice her age. Martyn Wilcox was an intimidating man - just over six foot tall, broad shouldered and not carrying any excess weight. She had looked at him and wondered why some men became more distinguished with age, whilst others shrivel and wither.
At the first staff meeting she had admired his unchallenged authority as he issued instructions. He wouldn't make love to her diffidently like Simon did, forever asking if it was OK and was he doing it right. He would take her, possess her, fuck her senseless. Well that was what she hoped and tonight she would find out.
She stood up and reached a blouse down from its hanger. She slipped it on and fastened the buttons. It was slightly see-through and a quick glance in the mirror confirmed that her black bra showed through it. Normally she would have condemned that as a bit sluttish, but tonight it didn't matter.
Next she pulled on a black skirt which went to just above her knees and then slipped on her black high heeled shoes. She checked the effect in the mirror and liked what she saw. It wasn't vanity or arrogance that made her realise she was in her prime; it was just obvious that this was the best she had ever looked.
* * * * *
Martyn Wilcox watched her getting out of the car and did a quick double take. This wasn't Susan Davies the attractive, but everyday schoolteacher he was used to seeing. This was a more polished, alluring and infinitely more beautiful woman. He hurried to the door and showed them in.
Anyone watching would have assumed he was greeting friends who were round for a drink, but Martyn felt a spine-tingling sensation knowing that this attractive young woman would soon be spreading her legs for him.
"Go through into the lounge," he gestured with his hand. They went through into a standard suburban living room -- three-piece suite, TV, a bookcase. Through the window the evening gloom almost hid a lawn which sloped down to a fence with farmland beyond.
"Sit down, please. Would you like a drink?"
"Red wine would be nice," said Susan.
"A soft drink for me," said Simon. "I'm driving."
They sat in silence while Martyn busied himself in the kitchen. He soon returned and passed the glasses to them.
"We'll get straight on to the reason why you're here. Susan what you're wearing is perfect -- you look very attractive. Are those stockings or hold-ups?"
"Hold-ups."
"Excellent. And what colour are your knickers?"
"Black with some red."
"Please show me," Martyn said, completely ignoring Simon when he spoke.
Susan blushed slightly, then stood up. She raised the hem of her skirt so that first the lace tops to her hold-ups were displayed, then her black knickers. Martyn nodded his approval. The red roses complemented the black colour perfectly, but best of all the lacy front panel gave him a tantalising glimpse of her blonde pubic hairs.
"Perfect. Take your wine and head upstairs. You'll see that a bedroom door is open."
Once Susan had left the room he turned to Simon.
"Wait here. I don't know how long we'll be. You can watch the television if you want -- the remote control is on the coffee table."
Having dealt with Simon he left the room and headed upstairs. When he entered the bedroom Susan was stood by the window. The curtains were drawn and the room was illuminated by a shaded lamp in one corner.
Martyn admired her afresh. She was half his age, good looking and fate had made her available. Realistically he knew that this would probably be the last time he would experience the pleasure of a young woman's body; unless of course he was prepared to pay for it, and that didn't appeal. No, he was going to make the most of this opportunity.
"Take your skirt off," he said.
Susan made only the briefest of hesitations, and then fumbled with the zip. To her annoyance her fingers were trembling slightly, but she soon removed the skirt and threw it to one side.
"Go on the bed," said Martyn and she slipped her shoes off and climbed on the bed.
"Part your legs. And stroke your thighs."
Susan spread her legs and used both hands to stroke her inner thighs.
"Higher."
Both hands moved up and continued with a circular stroking motion, the upper limits of which touched her knickers.
"Higher."
Susan hesitated, then closed her eyes and slid her right hand upwards and cupped her pussy through her knickers. Her fingers rubbed gently against her knickers, the dampness of the fabric a confirmation of the flow of juices to her love hole.
Masturbation had always been a secret pleasure for her and almost forgetting that Martyn was there she slipped one hand inside her knickers and touched her pussy. She was very wet and more aroused than she had been for a long time.
Martyn watched entranced. It was as though he had blown a thick layer of dust off an old painting and been confronted with a masterpiece. He had secretly been prepared for tonight to be a failure or simply functional sex with a woman who disliked him and was doing it against her will. But he was unprepared for this -- the most erotic sight he had ever seen. She was playing with her clitoris and sliding one finger in and out of her pussy.
"Take your knickers off," he urged her, wanting to have an uninterrupted view of what was happening. Susan duly slid her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers, lifted her bottom off the bed, pulled her knickers down and tossed them to one side.
Her hands went back to her pussy and Martyn saw the glisten of love juices and heard the sounds of a well-lubricated slit. This wasn't what how he had planned it. He had imagined a slower build-up to allow him to savour the moment, but that was no good, he realised he had to have her.
Hurriedly he unfastened his shirt, pulled his shoes and socks off, rapidly followed by his trousers and pants. Naked and with his cock swinging obscenely in front of him he climbed on the bed. Susan moved her hands and in one movement he fell between her legs and thrust his cock into her.
Her cunt lips parted easily and Susan cried out as the full length of his hot, hard cock plunged deep inside her. She cried out as he thrust again and again and then suddenly she felt his cock stiffen and swell and there was a massive eruption as his cock jerked inside her and he flooded her with his sperm.
He clung motionless to her and for the first time Susan thought of her husband in the room directly beneath them.
Simon could indeed hear everything. He couldn't tell what Martyn was saying, but he could easily tell it was him speaking and not Susan. Then there was a short spell where he couldn't really hear anything, until he was rocked back in his chair by an unmistakeable cry from Susan as she was penetrated. Next there was a furious burst of sound as the bed rocked angrily on the floor and then a crescendo of orgasmic noises.
Simon had a vivid mental picture of Susan laid wantonly, her eyes shut and her mouth open in a perfect O as Martyn Wilcox came inside her. Involuntarily his hand reached down and touched the prominent bulge in his trousers. His wife had just been fucked by another man and he had listened and been excited by the sounds.
Meanwhile Susan felt Martyn's cock gradually shrinking until it slipped out of her. Then there was that familiar sensation as sperm ran out between her legs.
"I need a tissue."
Martyn rose, pulled a tissue from a box and passed it to her. He let her tidy herself up, but had no intention of stopping after one quick fuck. It might take him a short while to recover, but he had no doubt that given only a modest amount of encouragement he would get hard again. And second time around he would enjoy her body properly.
Susan looked around for a bin to place the tissue in, but Martyn took it from her and threw it to one side. She still had her blouse on and he was impatient to get his first look at those lovely breasts.
He pulled her back onto the bed and began to unbutton her blouse. Her black bra was duly revealed and he pushed a strap off one shoulder. That enabled him to ease one breast out of its lacy cup. Inevitably his head went down and he began to lick and suck her nipple. He felt a pleasurable stiffening in his groin and pleased at his quick recovery he guided Susan's hand down.
Her fingers grasped his slightly sticky cock and as she gently wanked him he became harder. He wasn't fully erect but already he was bigger than Simon. She'd thought that Simon had at best a very average sized cock, but Martyn was large and proud. She knew she could take him and he wasn't so large that he caused discomfort, but he did stretch her.



Martyn pushed her head downwards and she took the hint and slid down the bed. She licked the tip of his cock, and then paused to remove a hair. Once that was gone she returned to her task. At first she only took the head of his cock into her mouth, but then she tried to take it all, which she found difficult.
Looking down the bed Martyn loved the sight of her blonde hair bobbing up and down between his legs. He would have happily come in her mouth, but being inside her would be even better.
"Enough," he said. "Climb on top."
He laid back on the bed and Susan positioned herself above him. She took hold of his cock and placed it against her love hole. Then slowly and carefully she lowered herself onto him. The mixture of her juices and his remaining cum provided ample lubrication and soon their pubic hairs were meshed together.
Martyn pushed her blouse off, then unfastened her bra and pulled it away. Her breasts spilled free and he reached up and revelled in the soft, firm weight. His hands fell away and Susan leaned forward and dangled her tits in front of his face. He lunged forward and latched onto one of them, at the same time thrusting his hips upwards, so that each movement brought a sharp gasp from her.
"Do you like that?"
"Yes," she gasped.
"What do you like?"
"I like having you inside me."
Martyn thrust harder drawing a loud gasp.
"Say it again, but be more explicit."
Susan stared at him. Talking dirty had never been on the menu with Simon, but now she dared to say it.
"I like having your cock inside me."
"Good. Where do you like having it?"
Susan hesitated. She had never used the C word and she couldn't bring herself to use it now.
"Inside me. Inside me," she babbled.
Martyn's hand slapped down on her backside, making her yelp and jump.
"No good," he growled. Susan's mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out.
Again there was the crack of flesh on flesh. Susan yelped.
"I like having your cock in my cunt."
"Louder," he demanded, slapping her backside once more.
"I like having your cock in my cunt!" she yelled. Excited by the language she was using and the cock she was riding Susan began to shake as an orgasm racked through her. Martyn thrust even harder.
"Come. Go on, come. Make a noise," he urged her.
Susan bucked and shrieked as the most intense orgasm she had ever felt swept through her body. It was as though every sensation was centred on the prick that was fucking her cunt. She yelled and screamed as she came. Downstairs Simon groaned and fired a jet of hot sperm across the carpet.
Susan collapsed against Martyn and gently he eased her to one side. He turned her onto her side and slotted into place behind her. His cock was pointed at her cunt and he positioned it against her wet entrance. Susan sighed as with one slow, smooth thrust he pushed back inside her. He reached round and caressed her breasts feeling her nipples responding to his touch.
Martyn eased their position slightly so that he could reach round and suck on her nipple. All the time his cock moved between her legs.
"Turn over," he told her. "I want to take you from behind."
Susan went on her hands and knees and Martyn knelt behind her.
"Go down on your elbows."
Susan duly obliged and Martyn drank in a scene of erotic perfection. The rounded curves of her firm backside drew his eye to the cleft between her legs. Her cunt lips were gaping and glistened with a mixture of her juices and his cum. Her sparse blonde pubes were matted and damp with their lovemaking.
Again his prick slid into her. Again Susan cried out. He loved the depth of penetration with this position, the feeling that he was drilling into her core. He built up a steady rhythm, fucking her with long, deep strokes.
Susan began to breathe very heavily. Martyn thrust harder making her gasp and push back against him. At the same time she was grinding her hips against him. Her breathing became more laboured, her gasps louder.
"Do you like that?" Martyn asked.
"Yes, yes. I like your big cock fucking me from behind."
Martyn realised that he was going to come soon, so he reached between Susan's legs and found her clit. As soon as he started to rub that her movements became more excited and feverish. He increased the speed and depth of his thrusts and soon a massive shudder ran through Susan's body, she arched her back and cried out.
That was enough to take him over the top and Martyn gave a final extra deep thrust and groaned as a sensation so exquisite that he didn't know whether it was pleasure or pain overtook him.
Susan felt his prick jerk and jerk inside her and the warm wet feeling as he emptied his balls deep inside her cunt. They collapsed on the bed and lay unmoving, both of them letting their senses recover. Finally Susan spoke.
"I'd better go to Simon."
She dressed quickly and Martyn slipped his clothes back on. As she was about to leave the bedroom he grabbed her arm.
"Wait. I want a reminder of how special that was."
He knelt at her feet and reached up her skirt and removed her knickers. Smiling he placed them in his pocket.
"There, now you can go back to your husband."
Feeling exposed and half-naked Susan headed downstairs to the waiting Simon. At the front door Martyn thanked them for coming round as though it had been some sort of routine social visit.
He watched them get in the car and drive away. The journey passed in silence, but as soon as they entered their house Simon turned to Susan.
"Are you alright?"
In reply she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the kitchen floor. She walked over to the kitchen table and bent over with her elbows resting on it and then parted her legs in invitation.
"Now it's your turn."
Simon was stunned. She hadn't been wearing any knickers and now she was brazenly offering herself to him. The high heels and lace top hold-ups emphasised the perfect shape of her legs. Her trim backside jutted out at a provocative angle as she presented her love hole to him. Her pubic hairs glistened with love juice and her cunt lips were gaping from the fucking she had just received.
Simon unzipped his trousers and took his cock out. He wished he had the strength to say no and tell her how much he disapproved of her shameless behaviour, but he couldn't. It was almost as if he had no choice in the matter - he had to fuck her.
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After they've been married a few years many couples get into a routine as far as sex goes. One view would be that they fall into a rut, but in the case of Kim and I it was just a comfortable routine that suited us both reasonably well.
We tended to have sex once a week and it was usually on a Saturday night. Sure there'd been lots of exceptions, but we'd been married for fourteen years and a pattern was pretty well established.
In truth I would have liked to do it more often and incorporate more variety into our lovemaking, but Kim wasn't really up for that and we were happy in other ways so I could live with a minor case of sexual frustration. I had a pretty good idea that I wasn't the only husband who felt like that.
I had cautiously raised the possibility of swapping with another couple, but Kim had said no. Still my initial worry that she would be deeply offended had been groundless. She'd certainly been surprised, but to my relief it hadn't actually upset her.
I had pointed out that I was the only man she had ever slept with and she might want to broaden her experience - "life isn't a dress rehearsal, sometimes you have to take a risk and give things a try" was how I'd attempted to persuade her. Kim had said she wasn't curious about what it would feel like to have another prick inside her; as far as she was concerned they probably all felt very similar.
There had been a chink of light for me when she did concede that perhaps one day if everything fell neatly into place she would consider it, but, seeing my eyes light up, she had warned me that was pretty unlikely.
That conversation had taken place three years ago and nothing had changed in the meantime. I was now just ten days short of my fortieth birthday and Kim is six years younger. It's possible that nothing would ever have happened if it hadn't been for Kim's weakness - a liking for fashionable shoes.
She came back from a Saturday afternoon shopping flushed and excited. Dropping her bags on the kitchen table she had to show me the shoes she'd bought.
"Look at the colour, feel the quality of the leather and the workmanship," she enthused.
"Look at the price!" I exclaimed. "Two hundred and fifty pounds - we can't afford that."
"That's just it - I got them in the sale for fifty pounds."
"That's a good price," I conceded, suitably mollified.
Later that night we were making love in the dark. I was moving above her, thrusting in and out and wondering how it was that I never became bored with the silken feel of her lush pussy.
"Can I tell you one thing about those shoes," said Kim.
"What?" I said, slightly puzzled. Shoes aren't exactly my idea of pillow talk.
"I did get them in the sale, but the sale price was one hundred pounds. Promise you won't get angry."
"Then why tell me fifty pounds?"
"I did pay fifty pounds, but this is it, don't get angry, I had to flirt with the assistant to get that price."
That made me pause because if there's one thing Kim isn't it's a flirt. She's just the opposite, rather reserved, and I've often wished she would lighten up a bit. My heart started beating faster and my cock stiffened further. I guessed, or rather hoped, that there was a story to this.
"Go on," I said. "Tell me more."
"Well I've been in that shop several times. It's a bit expensive, but it is the nicest one. The assistants know I'm not a big spender, but they're always helpful and don't mind me trying different pairs on."
Kim paused, her mouth seemed dry, as though she was nervous.
"Go on," I said.
"I've chatted to one of them more than the other and he served me today. He brought these shoes out, I told him they were too expensive, but he insisted I try them on. They're just beautiful and so stylish. He said they looked perfect and he would knock the price down to ninety pounds, just for me. That's when I started getting flirty with him. He's in his twenties, I'm in my thirties, so I can't imagine he really fancies me - it was just a bit of fun. I asked him to help me take them off and he did, but he took his time about it and touched my legs more than was necessary. So I asked him if he could do me a special price and he slipped them back on and kept on touching my legs. He was saying how beautiful they looked, but the way he was looking I think he meant my legs. He said he'd do seventy pounds. I parted my legs a little and asked him what was the very best price he could do. He looked hard at me and that's when I did it."
"Did what?" I asked gently.
"I parted my legs and raised one knee so that he could see my knickers," Kim said quietly. "He gasped and said fifty pounds, then I couldn't help it, I blushed and became all embarrassed, and he did the same. Then he boxed the shoes and I paid and left as quickly as I could."
What Kim couldn't hide and I couldn't miss was the unmistakeable message her body was sending me - her love juices were in full flow. I'd slowed to a few gentle thrusts so I could concentrate on what Kim was saying, but even so her slick wetness was oozing out and soaking my balls in a way that I hadn't felt for years. I already knew the answer to the next question, but I wanted to get it right out in the open.
"Did it turn you on, flashing at him?"
"Yes," she said simply.
"Did you get wet?"
"Yes, very. When I was walking away from the shop I felt very uncomfortable because my knickers were wet and the air felt so cold."
I had to smile at that, but I returned to the questions.
"Did you want him to touch you?"
"No, no," said Kim. "It was just that...well it did give me a thrill."
"In what way?"
"I don't know. I'm not a tease really; it was just the thought that he was looking at me, lusting after me. He's a good looking young man and I'm in my thirties, but I could tell I excited him."
"How do you know?" I asked with a smile.
"The look on his face, the bulge in his trousers."
"He had a hard-on did he?"
"Yes," said Kim, warming at the memory. "And I was tempted to touch it, to reach out and feel how hard it was. He's young, I bet he was like a iron bar."
"Will you go back?"
"Not for a long time. I couldn't look him in the eye, I'd be too embarrassed."
"No, what I mean is I want you to go back, and more specifically I want you to go back on the 17th."
"The 17th...but that's your birthday!"
"I know. Your fortieth birthday present to me is to go back to that shop and flash at that assistant again."
"I can't do that, letting him see my knickers again. No. I can't do it."
I thrust hard into her, pinning her down on the bed with a desire and urgency that penetrated her core.
"He won't see your knickers because I want you to take them off beforehand. I want you to flash your pussy at him."
Kim's head jerked back.
"Paul, no."
In reply I thrust again and again, driving into her with a lust that sparked a reaction.
"Do it. You've done it once. Go back, but this time show him your pussy, give him something to get really hard about. Will you do it?" I kept pounding into her and felt the shuddering waves of an orgasm sweeping through her.
"I...I don't know. Oh God. Fuck. Oh fuck. Yes, yes I'll do it."
"What will you do?"
"I'll show him my pussy."
I gave an almighty groan and my prick pulsed, firing burst after burst of cum into her. We gripped each other fiercely as the sensations slowly subsided.
I felt my prick shrinking. I wanted to seal the agreement and make Kim realise that this wasn't some wild fantasy that had been played out and would now be discarded.
"What will you do on the 17th?"
"What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to go back to that shop with no knickers on, make sure you're served by the same assistant and flash your pussy at him."
To my surprise even saying those few words had its effect and I felt a pleasurable stiffening of my penis. I began to thrust very gently into Kim. It's years since I've come twice in one session, in fact it's something that was pretty much restricted to the first few years of our marriage. It was an unmistakeable sign of how much this had aroused me and I knew that Kim would understand it and realise how turned on I was.
"Will you do it?" I asked, my heart beating fast as I continued to thrust into her. To my delight Kim started to push back against me, grinding her hips in an obvious sign that this had turned her on as well.
"Do you really want me to?"
"Yes I do."
"Alright I'll do it."
"Say it, say what you'll do," I said thrusting excitedly.
"I'll flash my pussy at him," Kim gasped.
"Say you'll show him your sweet married cunt."
"Oh God...yes. I'll show him my cunt, my sweet married cunt," said Kim and shuddered as the first waves of a massive orgasm surged through her body. I groaned, thrust into her very depths and pumped sperm into her sweet married cunt.
* * * * *
"I must be mad. Not many wives would do this you know?"
"I know," I said manoeveuring the car into a parking space. "But not many wives are as gorgeous as you."
"And I'm to take my knickers off now am I? Why now? Why didn't you just let me leave the house with no knickers on?"
"I don't know," I said with a smile and a shrug. "I just thought it added to the sense of occasion if you took them off in a public place."
Kim looked round. We were on the third floor of multi-storey car park. It was Tuesday morning, relatively quiet and there are lots of free spaces and no one around. She raised her bottom off the car seat, reached under her skirt, hitched her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers and pulled them down and off. I held out my hand out and she passed me a pair of lacy red knickers, which I pocketed.
"Come on then, let's go shopping for shoes," I said with a grin.
It was a relatively short walk to the street with the shoe shop. Kim said she felt exposed, semi-naked with no knickers on. I had picked her clothes and at first she had objected, thinking I was going to expect her to wear some outfit that had Fuck Me written all over it, but that wasn't the case.
The clothes I had picked were smart and not even remotely sluttish. So Kim was wearing a white blouse, a black skirt which went to just below her knee, black lace-topped hold-ups and a pair of black shoes with moderately high heels. The one item she'd baulked at was wearing a red bra with a white blouse; normally she would have said no to that, but I had persuaded her that it hardly showed through and anyway I thought a hint of it was quite sexy.
For my part I was thinking how attractive Kim looked. She had long dark brown hair, brown eyes and thanks to her regular visits to the gym she had a lovely figure, topped off with a gorgeous 36D bust. It amused me that she seemed surprised that a man ten years younger than her would find her attractive. I knew that any red-blooded male would find her attractive, no matter what age they were.
My prick was already semi-erect as we approached the shop and I could feel my heart beating faster than normal. Yes I wanted Kim to flash to the shop assistant, but what I hadn't dared to say for fear of scaring her off was that it was alright with me if the assistant wasn't happy with just looking and wanted to touch as well. If it came right down to it I had a vivid mental picture of Kim gasping and groaning as a young man thrust excitedly between her thighs.
Kim slowed down as we neared the shop. We'd agreed that she would go in the shop and I would loiter outside as inconspicuously as I could. We stopped in a position where you could just see into the shop. It was empty apart from the two assistants who'd been there on that afternoon when she had picked up her bargain. She turned to me.
"Alright I'm going to go in, but if I can't go through with it, then I'm coming out and you're not to get annoyed with me."
"Yes of course. We agreed that and I'll definitely keep to it." I leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the lips. "Thanks for this, I really do appreciate it."
"Yes, well, you owe me big time." She said this with a wry smile as if acknowledging that she was only doing if for my sake. Now she was about to go back into that shop, but there was one final question.
"What if he tries to touch me?
I looked her in the eye.
"That's up to you. Whatever you decide it's fine by me."
She made no reply, but thought for a moment, then turned and headed towards the shop. She was clearly nervous, that much was obvious, but I wondered if she was also excited. The impression she gave was that she was only doing it to please me, but I doubted if that was 100% true. I suspected that flashing her knickers at that young man had aroused her far more than she had expected.
Perhaps that was because her sexual experience was so limited. She'd been a virgin when we met and prior to me there had been a couple of boys (you couldn't call them men) who she'd allowed to have a brief fumble inside her knickers, but nothing more.
Maybe it was just wishful thinking on my part but I was hoping that a sexier side to my wife's personality was about to be revealed. Even so I was expecting this morning to be a failure. If that turned out to be the case well at least we had tried something different.
I had a newspaper with me and I sat down at the nearby bench and unfolded it as though I was reading. Kim was inside the shop and speaking to one of the assistants.
She tried on one pair of shoes, then another. It was very difficult for me to judge how things were going, but I would have said the body language was neutral - neither encouraging, nor discouraging.
A third, red pair of shoes were brought out and even watching from a distance I could tell that Kim liked them. There were smiles, her stance was more open, less defensive and the assistant's hands were straying up her calves. It was starting to get interesting!
I concentrated intensely now, all pretence of reading my newspaper abandoned. They were talking, the assistant crouching at Kim's feet, then I clearly saw Kim part her legs. This I had to see, so I stood up and moved closer to the shop.
Kim had her eyes closed and the assistant was feeling between her legs. I was almost in a daze - this was my wife - my shy, reserved wife. I had hoped she would go through with it, but part of me was sure she wouldn't. But the evidence was there in front of me - Kim leaning back in the chair, her eyes shut and her lips slightly parted, the assistant's eyes locked on her while his hand moved between her thighs.
Then the assistant said something and Kim's eyes snapped open. Words were exchanged, I hadn't a clue what was said, but Kim nodded as though agreeing to something, then they both stood up and headed towards the back of the shop, through a doorway and out of sight.
I stared at the doorway - I could only think of one explanation - Kim was going to let the assistant fuck her. I stood irresolutely, suddenly aware of the surroundings, after all it's not as if I was somewhere private. I snatched a look up and down the street, but of course no one was paying any attention to me.
I looked back at the shop and thought about the options. I could wait outside for Kim to reappear and get all the details from her or I could go into the shop and become a participant. I took a few steps and headed for the shop, but three young women beat me to it and pushed the door open.
That stopped me in my tracks and I watched as the remaining assistant reluctantly turned his attention away from the door my wife disappeared through. He started talking to the customers and I debated slipping into the shop now. Another woman stopped to look in the shop window, moved towards the door, then paused as if she was undecided. Suddenly, just when I wanted it to be quiet, it was busy.
Again I wondered about going in, but what could I say to the assistant in the shop - "Is it OK if I go through into the rear room because I think my wife is being fucked in there?"
It doesn't exactly trip off the tongue does it? But in the end it was decided for me. Kim came out of the rear door and walked out through the shop and into the street. She kept her head down and I noticed that was wearing the red shoes and carrying a bag which presumably contained the shoes she went in with.
She gave me a nervous smile and asked if we could go straight back to the car. We hurried along the shopping precinct. I asked her if she was OK and she just nodded in reply. We soon reached the car and I turned to her.
"Do you...."
Kim cut across me.
"Just take me home please...quickly."
Traffic was light and in a short time we were speeding along the dual carriageway and leaving the city centre behind. I kept glancing at Kim, I wasn't sure what she was thinking or how she was feeling. Several times I almost said something, but couldn't find the right words and in the end the journey passed in silence.
A few minutes later we pulled up onto our driveway. It was nearly midday and the suburban street was quiet. I unlocked the front door, let Kim in first and then shut the door behind us.
As soon as we were inside Kim surprised me by kissing me fiercely, pressing her lips against mine with a force and a passion that she hadn't shown for a while. At the same time her hands were scrabbling with my trousers, pulling them down and grabbing hold of my prick and balls with an urgency that excited me intensely. I thought of unzipping her skirt, but caught up in the heat of the moment I simply pulled it up round her waist.
We staggered and fell back against the stairs and in one swift, fluid movement Kim parted her legs and guided me into her love hole.
"I did it you know. I showed him my pussy. I was so nervous I was trembling, but I was aching to expose myself to him. I wanted him to see my sex and then when he asked to touch me I couldn't stop him. Do you think I'm a slut?"
"No, no. Of course not."
"And he fucked me. He fucked my cunt - what did you call it - my sweet married cunt. He took his prick out, gave me a good fucking and then filled my sweet married cunt with his sperm."
"Tell me what happened - all of it."
"It was the red pair of shoes that did it. I'd already tried on two pairs and didn't like them, but the red ones were lovely. As soon as I tried them on I knew they were right and everything fell into place. His hands were straying higher up my calves and he kept paying me little compliments, so I did it. I parted my legs and you should have seen his eyes - they were like saucers. And he had a hard-on, I could see the bulge in his trousers."
"Did that turn you on?"
"Oh God yes I was wet through, I was worried I was going to leave a stain on the chair. Then he asked if he could touch me."
"Did you say yes?"
"I didn't say anything. I just shut my eyes and he took that as a yes and put his hand between my legs. He ran a finger along my pussy and then he slid his finger into me. That was nice, very nice, and I knew then that I wanted his prick inside me. He asked me to go into the back room. I didn't say yes, I just stood up and, well, you must have seen us go through. Once we were in there he took my skirt off, then he asked me to bend over the table and I did that even though I felt embarrassed because I was putting everything on display. He took me from behind - you know how I like that position - and he was so big and hard, and he rammed it in to me."
"Did he make you come?"
"Yes."
"And did you let him come inside you?"
"Yes. He asked if he could and I told him I was safe. I didn't want him to pull out, I wanted him to fuck me properly, so that's exactly what I told him."
I almost stopped when she said this. Partly because I was surprised that Kim was so bold, but mainly because I didn't want to spoil the moment by coming too soon and I could feel a familiar tightening in my balls.



"I told him to fill my cunt with his sperm and that's what he did. I could feel his cock jerking inside me and the lovely warm, wet feeling as he emptied his balls inside me."
Kim paused, but I told her to go on.
"It felt so wrong, but so exciting, lying there and letting him use me. I guess you're not annoyed or you wouldn't be fucking me."
"No, I'm not annoyed. I suggested this, so I could hardly be annoyed. I love the fact that you're such a sexy woman and I love the fact that earlier today another man fucked you."
Kim pulled me close and whispered into my ear.
"That's nice because next time you can watch him fuck me. Would you like to watch him fuck your wife's sweet married cunt?"
I groaned as an unstoppable orgasm blazed through me. My prick jerked and jerked as I added another load of sperm to the store already inside my wife's cunt.
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* * * * * *
"Kim they're gorgeous. Beautiful quality and so classy. It's not fair; how do you do it?"
Kim smiled. Carole was her best friend and she valued her opinion, so having her enthuse about her latest captures was very gratifying.
"But how much did you pay for them? They're expensive brands; they must have been over two hundred pounds each. Robert would have a fit if I spent that sort of money on shoes."
"Nothing like that much," says Kim. She was tempted to lie, but Carole is her most trusted friend and she feels a strong urge to tell her the truth, even though it involves some very intimate details. They say confession is good for the soul, well at this moment Kim feels the need to confess, to share her secret with someone else. After all it is the most exciting thing that has happened in her marriage. She pauses for a moment and then takes the plunge.
"The blue pair cost fifty pounds, the red ones were free."
"You're joking! Fifty pounds...and free! How?"
"The first pair I flirted with the assistant a bit. The second pair I went further."
Carole looks at her. Those details are a bit cryptic and it's obvious there's a story attached to these shoes.
"Go on," she says.
"Well," says Kim. "To get the first pair I accidentally on purpose flashed my knickers at the assistant, you know the one we've mentioned before -- the good looking one with the dark hair. Then I went back, but this time I let him see my pussy. And then things went further."
"What do you mean by further? Don't leave it hanging there -- tell me what happened." Carole is engrossed and leans forward in her chair, keen to know more.
"We went into the back of the shop and he took my skirt off and then...well you can guess what happened next."
"Oh God," says Carole putting her hand to her mouth. This is completely unexpected. Kim is quieter and less extrovert than her and the last person she would have expected to do something like this. It was no secret that her own marriage to Robert had had it's fair share of bumpy moments, but she'd always been faithful despite a few tempting offers. She'd thought Kim's marriage to Paul was stable; certainly Kim was the last person she would have expected to have an affair.
"What if Paul finds out?"
Kim looks down and to the side, avoiding eye contact.
"He knows."
"What!"
"He knows. I told him about the first time and it was his idea that I went back, and he insisted that this time I left my knickers off. I'm sorry, I had to tell someone -- do you think I'm a slut?"
Carole pauses and thinks hard before answering.
"No, if he suggested it then it's a joint thing. I must admit I'm very surprised, it's not what I expected, but I don't think you're a slut."
As the shock wears off it's replaced by a feeling of excitement. Somewhat to her surprise Carole realises that her love juices are in full flow. She's not the only one because telling those few details has left Kim with some very damp knickers.
Kim swears Carole to secrecy and trusts her completely. But perhaps a dose of confession is contagious because a few days later a combination of some wine and a particularly exciting lovemaking session led to Carole letting slip about Kim's adventures. It certainly has its effect on her husband Robert because he cums immediately.
"She did what?"
"I've told you -- she went into a rear room with the assistant. He took her skirt off, bent her over the table and fucked her from behind."
Even though he's just cum Robert feels his prick stiffening again.
"Did he cum inside her?"
"Yes he did."
"And you say that Paul knows."
"Yes."
Robert is almost fully erect again, so he pushes Carole onto her back and parts her legs. His prick slides between her cunt lips and he fucks her with relentless vigour until they both climax noisily.
Nothing is said afterwards, but they both know that talking about Kim's adventure has been remarkably arousing. Carole feels Robert's cum trickling out of her and reaches for a tissue. What, she wonders, did it feel like for Kim to have the assistant's cum fired into her pussy; he's a good-looking young man and Carole can't deny a low-level feeling of jealousy.
For his part Robert is wondering whether he'll ever be able to see Kim in the same light again. An image comes into his mind of her bent over a table, gasping and groaning as a young man with his trousers round his ankles thrusts his prick in and out of her very wet cunt. Robert's cock twitches and stirs.
* * * * * *
The plane banks to the left and the morning sun streams through the cabin. Carole and Kim are sat in one row and Robert and Paul are in the row behind. They are there on their way to Florence courtesy of Paul's credit card company. Because of the number of points he had racked up on his card they had offered him a short break in Florence and they had the option for friends to go with them at a nominal cost so they had invited Robert and Carole.
The deal was too good to miss and they'd jumped at the opportunity to leave behind the cool, showery weather so typical of England in April and head for a bit of Mediterranean sun.
By the time they got to their hotel it was already mid-afternoon, so they'd taken a walk round the local area and then gone for something to eat.
Saturday morning found them doing a few touristy things and then taking a late lunch at one of the cafes. The women said they wanted to do a bit of shopping in the afternoon. Robert looked at Paul.
"Shall we miss out on that? I don't think they really want us tagging along."
The women just shrugged; there was no point denying it, shopping was easier when you didn't have a reluctant husband waiting impatiently. So the women headed off in search of clothes while the men decided to linger over coffee.
In truth they lingered a bit longer than they might otherwise have done because the roadside café was an ideal vantage point to survey a succession of attractive Italian women wandering past. A few remarks were made and Robert did wonder about mentioning Kim's adventure. He was really curious and would have loved to quiz Paul about it, but couldn't see an easy or safe way to raise the subject.
At thirty-six he was four years younger than Paul and although they didn't have a huge amount in common they did get on reasonably well.
They wandered off down the street with nothing particularly in mind. They hadn't been going long when the TV in the window of an electrical shop caught their eye.
* * * * * *
Kim's phone buzzes. She flips it open and reads the text message.
"Hav gone bak 2 the hotel. Milan derby is live on TV. Can u get a taxi bak and meet us later? Luv. Paul"
She shows the message to Carole.
"Milan derby -- what's that -- is it a race?"
"No, it's a soccer match."
"Soccer! They've come all this way to sit in the hotel watching soccer"
"I know, aren't men useless. Still it doesn't really matter, it leaves us free to concentrate on the shopping."
They're wandering down the Via degli Speziali and it seems to be a street specialising in shoe shops. They browse in several windows doing some hasty euro to pound calculations.
They're particularly taken with one shop; not surprisingly it's also the most expensive, but the window display is tempting. They haven't been stood there very long when they realise that it is staffed by two young men who are looking at them appraisingly.
Without saying anything they each know what the other is thinking -- it is so reminiscent of that shoe shop back home. Neither of them can deny that it's also surprisingly stimulating and both of them are aware of a definite moist sensation between their legs.
They continue browsing in the window until Kim turns to Carole with just the merest hint of amusement in her eyes.
"Shall we see if they have any special offers?"
Carole stands upright and tugs at the sides of her dress as if she's straightening it; it also has the effect of pulling the front lower and emphasising her cleavage.
"Why not."
* * * * * *
Paul turns away from his phone and the text message he's just received.
"It's from the girls. They're in a taxi on the way back. I'll tell them we're both in this room."
Five minutes later there's a knock on the door and Paul lets them in. Kim notices that the TV is switched off.
"Was the soccer any good?"
"Not really, it was a goalless draw, nobody scored. How've you got on?"
Kim holds up a bag.
"We scored."
"Let me guess -- shoes. And how much did they cost?" he asks with a wry smile.
There's a silence and suddenly he's aware of a certain tension in the air. Carole catches his eye.
"Nothing."
Paul looks dumfounded and turns to Kim.
"It's alright," she says. "Carole and Robert know about what happened with my shoes."
"They know...and you got these free..."
"Yes. We've been fucked." Kim sits on the edge of one of the beds. "Do you want me to show you?"
Paul nods and Kim swings both legs onto the bed and leans back against the headboard. She parts her legs to display white knickers, but with an obvious damp stain between the legs. Less than an hour ago a young man pumped his sperm into her welcoming cunt.
"Take your knickers off".
Kim hesitates for a moment, then hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers, raises her bottom off the bed and slides her knickers down and off. Her pubic hairs are damp and matted and her pussy lips pout wetly. Paul starts to unbutton his shirt.
"I think you ought to go on the other bed," Robert says to Carole. She reaches under her dress, removes a pair of lacy pink panties and climbs on the bed.
By this time Paul is removing his last item of clothing. He climbs on the bed and kneels between Kim's legs. There are no preliminaries, no foreplay -- Kim cries out as with one thrust he is deep inside her. He reaches up, grabs the buttons on the front of her dress, pulls fiercely and her tits spill out.
An almost identical scene is played out in the adjacent bed. Carole gasps as she is penetrated. There are no buttons on the front of her dress, but Robert pulls the shoulder straps down exposing her tits. Now it's fierce animal sex, not lovemaking, two couples fucking intensely.
The afternoon sun streams in through the window illuminating a striking scene. In the hotel opposite a Belgian tourist stares out of his bedroom window.
"Justine, Justine. Come here quickly. Look at this!"
But of course the excitement is too much and in seconds both husbands are groaning and pumping sperm into their wives cunts. They lie motionless for a while; the room is absolutely silent. Finally Paul levers himself up and kneels on the bed. Kim keeps her legs open and sperm runs out of her pussy. He glances across at Carole. Robert is kneeling and the sun catches Carole's gingery bush and turns it a fiery colour. Sperm trickles from her cunt. Kim asks for a tissue, but Paul takes hold of his prick and starts to stroke it, feeling it stiffen and swell
"No. Why don't you both undress properly."
Kim looks at Carole and she shrugs. They stand up and remove their dresses.
"You look fantastic. Would you please go back on the beds, but on all fours."
Neither of them says anything and so they are soon back on the beds on their hands and knees.
"On your elbows please." There's a moments hesitation and both women lower themselves into position. As far as Paul is concerned the scene is just perfect. Two women bent over in a submissive pose with their most intimate places fully exposed. He moves from his position behind the bed Kim is on and stands behind the other bed. The others see what he has done and fully understand. Robert moves behind Kim.
Paul kneels behind Carole. He never thought he would end up fucking his wife's best friend, but it's about to happen. And he's never fucked a redhead before so there's a certain novelty there. He places his prick against her cunt lips, grips her hips and slides gently into her.
He glances across at the other bed. His wife is crouched there, sperm dripping from her cunt. Kim realises he is watching her, their eyes lock, then she gasps as Robert leans in to her.
In the room opposite Arnoud hurriedly pulls Justine's knickers down. He tells her to lean forward on the window sill, then pushes his cock into a very wet cunt. Christ he thinks staring across at the room opposite, look at the tits move on that redhead, I'd love to fuck her doggie fashion.
In a moment his view of Carole's tits is partly obscured as Paul reaches forward and takes hold of them. They're ripe and firm with the nipples fully erect. Carole sometimes wears low cut dresses, so Paul has often admired her ample cleavage, but never imagined a situation where he would be squeezing them whilst ramming his prick into her from behind.
Suddenly Kim starts a series of frantic gasps and Paul realises his wife is about to orgasm. He speeds up to try and match her and then the room is full of climactic groans, cries and gasps. Kim shudders and Robert grips her hair as his prick jerks and he pumps jet after jet of sperm into her lustful cunt.
That is too much for Paul and Carole. Paul gives a final brutal thrust, Carole pushes back against him and then he is emptying his balls deep inside her as she shudders her way through a massive orgasm.
* * * * * *
"So, you haven't told us exactly what happened in that shop."
It's three hours later and Kim and Carole look round the restaurant. They've just opened a bottle of wine and ordered some food, now they're relaxing after a pretty momentous day.
"There's no-one near, we won't be overheard. Put us out of our misery -- tell us what happened," says Paul looking at Kim. She glances at Carole who nods.
"OK, we were looking in the window of this stylish shoe shop and we realised the two young men inside were aware of us. So we went inside and there was a definite atmosphere. They weren't hitting on us, but there was a flirty playfulness in the air. We tried on some shoes and they were paying us compliments."
"And to be fair we didn't do anything to discourage them," adds Carole with a smile at Kim.
"No, that's true. Though only one of them, Marcello, spoke English. It was all harmless fun, until Carole leaned forward which emphasised her bust and Francesco made some remarks in Italian. We asked Marcello to translate and he said that Francesco thought Carole was a beautiful woman. Well it was obvious he'd said something more than that, so we told him to tell us what Francesco really said."
"And what did Francesco really say?" Robert asks with a smile.
"Marcello's English failed him," said Carole. *He said that Francesco would like to kiss my lovely... and then he used sign language to indicate my tits."
"And what did you say?" Robert asks quietly.
"I didn't say anything. He was knelt at my feet touching my ankles and his hand strayed a bit higher. So I parted my legs; it was only slightly, I'm sure he couldn't see anything, but his hand went up to my knee."
"Then this other woman came in," Kim says with a laugh. "The men just ignored her, they were totally focused on us and she soon took the hint and left."
"So Francesco started touching my legs again and I must admit I was pretty hyped up, so I just did it -- I parted my legs and let him see my knickers. He stared for a while and then he said something to Marcello. And Marcello said that they had more stock in the room at the back and would we like to go through there. So we stood up, they put up a closed sign in the window and we went through into the back."
"There was no pretence of looking at shoes," says Kim taking up the story. "As soon as we were in the back room Marcello started kissing me and his hands were all over me. He squeezed my tits and arse, then he slid his hand up my dress and I parted my legs to make it easier for him. My knickers were wet through and he slid his hand inside and started fingering my cunt. So of course I unfastened his trousers and took his cock out. It was lovely, he was big and hard, and he made it clear he wanted me to go down on him, so I knelt on the floor and took his cock into my mouth."
"Francesco saw that and was impressed, so I did the same," said Carole. "But I think I got him too excited because he made me stop. Then he bent me over the table, pulled my knickers to one side and slid his cock into me. I think he was desperate to get inside me because it was all very quick, but very exciting. He thrust into me with a really fast action and then he was groaning and pumping his sperm into me."
"And what about you young lady?" says Paul looking at Kim.
"Marcello copied them. He bent me over the table, pulled my knickers to one side and gave me a really good fucking. It was nice, very nice. I quite like being fucked with my knickers pulled to one side instead of off; I wouldn't like it all the time, but it's a nice change. So I bent over the table while my Italian stallion rammed his big cock in and out of me. Then he came and his prick seemed to jerk and jerk inside of me for ages and there was that lovely warm wet feeling as he flooded me with sperm. When he'd finished he pulled my knickers back into place, we left and headed straight back here. So I came back with my lovers sperm deep inside my sweet married cunt."
"You bad girl," Paul says with a smile on his lips.
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* * * * * *
Susan Davies blushed much more readily than she would have liked, but on this occasion she had good reason to. She was reaching under her short PE skirt and pulling her knickers down while the Head Teacher watched appreciatively.
She felt absurdly like a figure in a naughty schoolgirl scenario, but she was a married woman, twenty-seven years old and a Physical Education teacher at Shirewood High School.
Three months ago she had become the Head Teacher's lover. She could have claimed that she had been coerced into doing it, but in truth Susan had been quite happy to give herself to Martyn Wilcox, despite the fact that he was twice her age.
It's often said that women are attracted to powerful men and as Head Teacher Martyn was the most powerful man at Shirewood High School. But it wasn't the job title which had attracted her; there was something about him, a strong physical presence, which her husband conspicuously lacked.
Now she leaned back against the desk and Martyn's cool blue eyes held hers as he moved in. It was four thirty on an afternoon. The school was quiet, the office blinds were drawn and the door was locked. She parted her legs and his hand slid between her thighs.
His fingertips gently explored her pussy lips. Her moist arousal signalled her readiness and Martyn slid a finger deep inside her and was rewarded with a gasp of acceptance from Susan. Feeling her cunt was rewarding, but Martyn wanted more.
"Lie back across the desk."
Susan hesitated, thought about asking what he had in mind, but realised it was a pointless question. She pushed a couple of items to one side and lay back across the desk. Martyn slid his hands up the outside of her thighs, pushing her skirt upwards till it was bunched round her waist. Her sparse blonde pubic hairs came into view and Martyn felt his cock stiffen further.
Pushing her legs apart he fell to his knees and his tongue delved into her crease. He loved the taste of her and the way she responded when he went down on her. He found her clitoris and began to tease it. Immediately Susan shuddered and grabbed the back of his head, pulling him further into her. Martyn continued his attentions and within seconds Susan's breathing became more laboured and a series of intensely female gasps came from her lips. It was the most erotic sound Martyn had heard and he gripped her thighs in anticipation. The waves of orgasm swept across Susan and she shuddered against him, unable to cry out because of where they were.
As the waves subsided Martyn hurriedly unzipped his trousers. Standing up he took hold of Susan's ankles and placed them against his right shoulder. With her legs together penetration might have been difficult, but she was so wet that he had no problem sliding his cock into her velvety wetness.
The position, combined with her naturally tight cunt, meant that his cock was gripped in a vice-like manner and he realised that he wouldn't last long. There was no reason to hold back, especially given the risk they were taking having sex in his office, so it was probably better if he came quickly. He redoubled his thrusting and then gave that final extra deep thrust and surrendered himself to the sensations as he blasted jet after jet of hot sperm deep into Susan's willing cunt.
They stayed almost motionless for a while, and then Martyn's prick slid out of its own accord. A flow of sperm trickled from Susan's cunt. Martyn smiled - he thought he had released a heavy load. Susan asked for a tissue and cleaned herself up.
"I'd better go - we're taking a risk meeting like this."
"Yes, but it was good wasn't it."
Susan smiled at him.
"Yes it was nice." She kissed him quickly. "Text me. That is if you want to meet again." She smiled as she said this. She knew he wanted more - and he knew that she knew.
"Oh yes I want to meet again," he said softly. How could he not want to see her again? He was fifty-four, divorced, past his prime. She was twenty-seven, blonde, good looking.
He unlocked the door and without looking back she went out along the short corridor, through the reception area, out of the main doors and headed to the car park.
Fortunately no one was around, or so she thought. Tony Hardcastle watched her from the Reception Office, in fact he almost shouted hello, but for some reason he held back. He couldn't put his finger on it, but there was something about her bearing that was different. The way she had walked - eyes down, but wary - was odd for a teacher finishing their working day.
He returned to searching for that missing file, but a minute later there was the sound of a door closing, then footsteps and Martyn Wilcox went through reception with a relaxed, almost complacent smile on his face.
Our glorious leader looks happy with himself, thought Tony. Nevertheless he had to admit to having a certain grudging respect for Martyn Wilcox; like him or dislike him it was an undeniable fact that he was good at his job.
Those thoughts were running idly through his mind, when suddenly the penny dropped - Martyn Wilcox and Susan Davies were having an affair!
He froze and went through it again in his mind. Really there was nothing to go on, just the body language of two people - hardly conclusive evidence. But he was confident that he was right. The randy old goat he chuckled. Martyn Wilcox had gone up a notch in his estimation; he'd done well bedding an attractive young woman like Susan. Did her husband Simon know? The fact that Simon was also a teacher at the school added an extra spice to the mix.
Tony was thoroughly intrigued - he was going to keep an eye on those two and see whether his suspicions were correct. Smiling quietly he returned to looking for that missing file.
* * * * * *
Susan pulled the back door shut and entered the kitchen. Simon was probably in the dining room, he often chose this time to mark pupils homework and the dining room table gave him a bit of room to spread out. She shouted hello and went through.
Simon looked up from his work.
"Netball practise?"
"No, I've been with Martyn."
"With Martyn?" It was a pointless question, so Susan didn't reply. There was a long pause and it was Simon who cracked first.
"Did he...?"
In reply Susan took his hand and guided it up her skirt. She may have wiped herself with a tissue earlier, but walking across the car park more of her lover's sperm had leaked out.
Simon felt between her legs. Her knickers weren't damp, they were soaking. He slipped his hand inside her knickers and began to finger her cunt, but Susan pushed his hand away.
"Not now. I need a shower. If you're good I'll tell you more later."
She turned and left the room and seconds later was enjoying the jets of hot water spraying across her. She was amused, but slightly puzzled, by her new role, or roles. With Martyn she was submissive - he called the shots and she didn't argue. With Simon it was the other way round - she was dominant and he had to accept that he was left with the scraps from her relationship with Martyn. In fact he seemed to thrive on it, becoming uncontrollably excited when she described her love making sessions with Martyn.
Tonight would be exactly the same. They would undress and get into bed without any hint of desire or longing, but once they were in bed Susan would take the initiative. She would move close to him and quietly ask if he wanted to hear what had happened earlier. Of course Simon would say yes and Susan would reach out and touch his already stiff cock. She then described how Martyn Wilcox had gone down on her. She straddled Simon, guided his cock into her cunt and described how a few hours earlier Martyn's cock had been in there.
"He fucked my cunt you know Simon. He pushed his big cock right inside me and gave me a good fucking. It was so hard, and so big, and so nice. Does it turn you on that he fucked me?"
"Yes, yes, it does."
"That's lucky for me isn't it. Well I guess you had better come. Go on Simon, come inside your wife just like Martyn did, pump your sperm into her two-timing cunt."
Simon couldn't help himself. He couldn't deny the excitement of the moment - the intense pleasure and the blazing heat as he came inside Susan - but afterwards there was always the regret that events were outside his control.
* * * * * *
"Alright, quieten down. Get on with those equations. They're not too difficult and you've got five minutes to make a start, so crack on with them."
The class settled to their task and Tony Hardcastle strolled down to the back of the room. He liked that viewpoint because it meant the kids could never be sure whether he was watching them or not, but on this occasion his only motive was because he had just seen Susan Davies heading towards the sports hall.
It was nearly two weeks since he'd watched Susan and Martyn from the Reception Office and to be honest there wasn't anything that had definitely confirmed his suspicions. However there had been a couple of occasions when he had intercepted knowing looks between them and, although there were times when he thought he was guilty of an overactive imagination, most of the time he felt his suspicions were correct. He glanced at his watch.
"OK, times up. Finish them off for homework and hand them in on Monday."
The class bustled around briefly and then were off to their next lesson. He had a free period now. He could wander round to the Sports Hall; he needed to check the timetable for the under-sixteen soccer tournament and now was as good a time as any.
* * * * * *
Susan hadn't been in the Sports Hall long when she saw two of the sixth-formers sneaking towards the rear storeroom. She recognised them as Ben Keir and Abby Cove. Ben was one of those who didn't have to work too hard at anything - handsome, bright and good at sports, he had a long-suffering girlfriend and that wasn't Abby!
She could have shouted to them there and then because it was pretty obvious what they had in mind, but she hesitated and in a moment they were through the door and out of sight. They were both eighteen and a few more weeks and they would have finished with school. Should she leave them to it? She smiled inwardly - nowadays she was getting quite forgiving of sexual misconduct.
Of course she ought to keep an eye on them and make sure they weren't doing anything really bad. Pupils didn't realise that the rear storeroom was partly overlooked by a gallery floor which was locked and only accessible to a few staff, and she had a key in her pocket.
Susan headed for the rear stairs and went up to the gallery room door. Quietly and carefully she unlocked it and went inside. She crept across the floor, but it was concrete and made no giveaway creaks. Reaching the far end she looked through the tell-tale panel. Nothing was visible, but she could hear sounds off to the left. She moved to the corner and peered through a hole.
Her eyes were still adjusting to the dim light, but she could clearly see Ben and Abby stretched out on a pile of gym mats. They were kissing enthusiastically and Ben's right hand was working away happily beneath Abby's T-shirt. Suddenly Ben pushed her T-shirt up and her bra was already unfastened, so her breasts bounced into view.
Obviously Susan had seen a lot of naked schoolgirls at shower time and never even remotely got a thrill from it, but the context here was completely different. This was sex, pure and simple, and Susan had to admit that Abby had lovely tits - full, firm and ripe. She found herself willing this handsome couple to go further - she wanted to see more.
There was certainly no risk of them stopping. Within seconds Ben's hand slid up the inside of Abby's thigh and soon afterwards a black thong travelled downwards and was carelessly thrown to one side. Next he pushed her skirt up round her waist and with a start Susan realised that Abby's cunt was completely shaven. It looked like a little peach - ripe and juicy. Should she shave for Martyn she wondered, she was willing to bet that he would like it.
Now Ben was fingering her cunt and Abby gasped with pleasure. At the same time she reached across and pulled his zip down. Susan couldn't help herself - she needed some relief. She slid her hand inside her knickers and slipped a finger into her cunt.
Get his prick out, she urged Abby mentally, I want to see it. If there was one thing that turned Susan on it was the sight of an erect cock. Abby duly obliged drawing a very erect prick out from his boxer shorts. Nice, very nice thought Susan, you're a lucky girl Abby. I've never watched anyone fuck she thought and slid a second finger in to join the first.
Then she froze. There was a sound from behind her! She felt the hairs stand up on the back of her neck and slowly, cautiously she turned her head.
Tony Hardcastle the young Maths teacher was stood there with an amused expression on his face. Susan suddenly realised she still had a hand in her knickers and hastily withdrew it. They faced each other in silence for a moment, then there was a cry. Susan knew straight away what it was - it was the cry Abby gave as Ben slid his prick into her welcoming cunt.
Tony must have heard it, but he said nothing. Instead he put a finger to his lips, signalling Susan to remain silent, and then he stepped forward. He looked through the hole and saw Ben thrusting away between Abby's eager thighs. Now he turned away and moved Susan so that her back was against the side wall.
She opened her mouth to say something, but Tony put a finger to her lips. He pulled her T-shirt up so that her bra was exposed and carefully, but confidently he reached behind her back and unfastened her bra. Pushing that up and out of the way he exposed her tits and lowered his head to kiss and suck them.
Susan remained frozen like a statue, torn between telling him to stop and surrendering herself to the sensations. She felt hopelessly out of her depth and realised that she was a prisoner to events; she wasn't going to stop Tony - whatever would happen would happen.
Still kissing and suckling her tits Tony slid his right hand inside her knickers. Susan parted her legs and he explored a beautiful warm, wet slit.
She's ready, thought Tony, don't give her time to back out. He stepped back a fraction and unzipped his trousers, taking his cock out and making sure that Susan could see it. God she looked gorgeous - big saucer-like eyes, T-shirt rucked up with her breasts exposed. He moved in and pulled her knickers to one side.
The height difference made it difficult, but she was very wet and with a couple of thrusts he was inside her. The awkward stance didn't even register with him. He didn't care, he was fucking Susan Davies. Well Mr Wilcox he thought she may have been your lover, but she's mine now, it's my cock that's fucking her cunt.
Susan had given the faintest of gasps when she was penetrated, but now they fucked in silence. The only sound was the odd gasp and groan from the young lovers fucking energetically in the room below.
Somehow the fact that they couldn't make any noise only intensified the experience for both Susan and Tony. They had to keep the normal sounds of sex bottled up and this made the physical sensations more powerful. Tony would have loved to fuck her normally, in a bed in a more leisurely fashion, but surprisingly enough this was actually more intense and more exciting.
Susan felt Tony's cock stiffen and swell inside her, then it jerked and jerked as he fired what felt like a river of sperm into her. They clung together for a moment, then Tony kissed her once, deeply and passionately, and they separated. He pulled her knickers back into place across her pussy and zipped his trousers up. Susan fastened her bra and pulled her T-shirt down. Tony turned and left the gallery room.
Susan stood there, half-dazed for a moment. The door had closed behind Tony and the building was perfectly quiet. She took a couple of steps and stared into the storeroom. It was deserted; Ben and Abby must have left without her hearing them.
Susan left the gallery room and locked the door behind her. Her immediate reaction was to worry about Martyn's response if he found out about her and Tony Hardcastle. She was certain he would resent it and harbour a grudge against both her and Tony, and in the confined atmosphere of a school that could be a very tricky, if not disastrous, situation.
Further thoughts were interrupted by a more immediate concern. Tony's sperm was trickling out of her; it had soaked her knickers and was now starting to run down her thighs. She would have to go tidy herself up and the staff changing room was close at hand and the obvious place to go.
Fortunately there was no one about so Susan unlocked the door, slipped into the loo, slid the bolt behind her and wiped her thighs and pussy. It was all right for men she thought, they dump a load inside you and then leave you to clean up. And Tony had pumped a full load into her.
It came back to her in vivid detail - Tony's cock thrusting up inside her, the cool, rough concrete of the wall rubbing against her arse and the pent-up desire to cry and moan which she had to suppress.
Tony had come very quickly and that had left her high and dry. On the one hand she was frustrated by her lack of an orgasm, but it had been wildly exciting. She couldn't deny that Tony was a good-looking young man and she had enjoyed it.
In fact she wished it had lasted longer, how sweet it would have been if they had come together. She thought of a mutual orgasm and her hand slid between her thighs. Her pussy was still very wet and she slid a finger in and out of the entrance - a few minutes ago Tony's cock had been there. Her finger found her clitoris and she began to rub with a circular motion. Her rubbing became faster and then her legs locked in front of her, her thighs clamped tight around her hand and she gave a series of fast shallow gasps as the waves of an orgasm swept through her.
That had been nice, very nice, but she was going to be late for the next lesson. Hurriedly she pulled her knickers up, flushed the loo and left the cubicle. To her alarm she almost collided with Julie Turner the head of the Sports Department.
"Are you all right Susan? I could hear noises - you sounded unwell."
Susan blushed.
"It's just a bit of stomach ache, but I'm okay now."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I'm fine, but I've got a lesson and I'd better hurry so excuse me, but I'll have to go."
Avoiding eye contact Susan hurried away. Did Julie realise what she'd been doing? Perhaps not, but there had been a hint of a smile on Julie's lips, a suggestion of amusement in her eyes. Susan had a sinking feeling in her stomach - she was pretty certain that Julie knew what she'd had been doing. That was bad enough, but it raised the even more worrying question that Julie might know why she had been doing it.
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* * * * *
Twenty-five years ago my wife and I went for a long weekend in Holland. It was part business, part pleasure. On the Friday I had a meeting with Marc, whose company I'd done business with for several years and with whom I'd become very friendly.
So much so that on the two previous visits when I was on my own I had stayed at Marc's flat, rather than a hotel. So on this occasion Marc insisted that we stayed with him and that seemed preferable to some anonymous hotel.
My wife Kim had never met Marc before and when I introduced them on the Friday morning Kim said she was pleased to finally meet him because she had heard so much about him. She said that with a wry smile because I had told her several stories about Marc.
I think it's fair to say that Marc was a quite a character. He was good looking, extremely charming when he wanted to be and very outgoing without being over the top. That combination meant that he could charm the knickers off a woman faster than any man I had met.
Kim is quite conservative and I was the only man she had slept with, so I think she rather disapproved of Marc's revolving door approach to girlfriends (and in truth I'd only given her a toned down version of his love life). So she started off being quite sceptical about him, but it was noticeable that his charm soon began to work on her and she warmed towards him.
I couldn't blame her - Marc was blessed with a really pleasant, likeable personality. For his part I could guess that he found Kim attractive, and that was understandable because she was in her prime - early twenties, medium height, long brown hair, a beautiful face and a lovely figure with gorgeous 36D tits.
On the Friday afternoon I had a business meeting, then in the evening Marc and his girlfriend Arantxa took us to a Chinese restaurant. Despite her exotic sounding name Arantxa was actually rather plain to look at; slightly buck-toothed and distinctly flat-chested, she came a very definite second to Kim in the looks department.
By the end of the meal I was starting to feel rather sorry for her because she was obviously very taken with Marc, whereas to Marc she was clearly only going to be around until someone more attractive came into view.
Still we had a very pleasant evening - thank heavens for the fact that nearly all Dutch people speak excellent English. We got a taxi back to the flat and then opened some wine.
None of us got drunk and anyway I was aware that I had another business meeting in the morning and then a barbeque in the afternoon which was part business, part pleasure. So we turned in just before midnight and the alcohol meant that Kim and I went straight to sleep.
The following morning I had a short but productive meeting and then it was back to the flat to meet up with the women and head off for the barbeque.
Kim and Arantxa had done a spot of local sightseeing in the morning and were just relaxing with a coffee when we returned. The barbeque didn't start until 4pm so there was plenty of time to chill out before we all had to get showered and changed.
Happily it was a hot and sunny day, so Kim was able to wear the light summery dress she had brought. By her standards it was rather daring because, although it went to just below her knee, it was strapless, with bare shoulders and showed a bit of cleavage. In fact Kim did ask me if I thought it was too much and whether she should wear a skirt and blouse instead.
I assured her it was fine and it certainly was by me; I rather approved of the fact that my slightly unadventurous wife was loosening up a bit. Still I think we were both surprised to find that at the barbeque women were heavily outnumbered and that although there were about thirty people present, only six of them were women.
Fortunately Kim was getting on well with Arantxa, so she didn't feel isolated and too dependent on me (because inevitably there were times when I ended up talking business with the Dutch guys).
I couldn't help but notice that Kim was the best looking woman there and it was obvious that some of the men were taking an interest in her. I saw several men eyeing her up and noticed how frequently men offered to refill her glass.
For her part Kim was conscious of this attention and in truth slightly flustered by it. Several times I caught her surreptitiously tugging at her dress in an effort to minimise the cleavage on show. It was actually quite sweet because she wasn't showing much compared to the amount you see some women putting on display.
To be honest I was slightly preening myself on the fact that I had such an attractive wife and later in the afternoon that feeling intensified. Kim bent over one of the tables to sort out a drink and her dress slipped slightly. This meant that the front gaped open and I had a wonderful view inside it.
More importantly it was clear that the two men in front and to the left of me were able to see as much as I could. The lovely firm rounded shape of her breasts was very obvious and there was no missing her prominent dark aureole and erect nipples.
She straightened up and immediately noticed both men staring at her and realised that they had been treated to a real eyeful of her lovely breasts. She blushed and turned away, not realising that I had witnessed the whole scene.
I was very aware that my prick was fully erect and I had to furtively adjust my trousers so it was less obvious. What came to me with a shock was that I wasn't erect because of the sight of Kim's breasts. I was erect because two men had been staring at my wife's body. I knew they must have been lusting after her, aware of their own erections and (beneath the civilised veneer of the barbeque) full of a primitive desire to spread her legs, force their cocks into her cunt and fuck her until they fired their sperm deep inside her.
The very thought was leading to a copious amount of pre-cum leaking from my cock and with no prospect of relief I plunged into a conversation with one of the Dutch technical staff and a few minutes talking about specifications and European standards did the trick and calmed me down nicely. Still my eyes were on Kim and Arantxa as they circulated and chatted to people.
The barbeque was a great success, not least because of the hot weather, which meant that people didn't start to drift away until well after dark and it was nearly midnight by the time the taxi pulled up outside Marc's flat.
We'd all had plenty to drink, but Marc insisted on a nightcap and in the end it was nearly two in the morning before we headed for the bedrooms. Marc paused in the doorway with his left arm around Arantxa.
"We can swap if you want," he said, talking to me as if the women weren't there. "It would be nice," said Marc laughingly. I was caught off guard and panicked into a reply.
"No, we've all had too much to drink. Let's get some sleep." Marc smiled and shrugged and we headed into our bedrooms.
Kim unzipped her dress, slipped it off and then removed her knickers. As soon as she was naked I pulled her down onto the bed. Alcohol or no alcohol I was desperate to have sex with her. I positioned my prick against her cunt lips and was pleased and a bit surprised to find that she was very wet.
She cried out as I thrust deep inside her, my mind ablaze with incredibly vivid sexual images. A dark corner of a Dutch garden - one man pulls down the front of Kim's dress exposing her tits, he kisses and fondles them, whilst another man pulls her knickers to one side and rams his prick into her wet cunt. A Dutch bedroom - Arantxa gasps and groans as my prick thrusts in and out of her tight cunt, the sound of my wife urging Marc to fill her pussy with sperm carries through the open door.
I wanted to say something to Kim - to tell her why I was so excited, but it was no good. My prick beat me to it, firing burst after burst of cum into her. I clung to her, neither of us saying anything, before finally I rolled off and we both fell asleep.
I woke first in the morning and lay there in the half-light. I could only think of one thing - Kim on her back, her eyes shut tight, her mouth open in a perfect O as another man fucked her. My cock was stiff and I had a burning desire to wake Kim in a way I'd never done before - by pushing my cock into her cunt. That seemed too outrageous and I just couldn't do it. Then after a while I heard sounds and movement and it was obvious that Marc and Arantxa were up and moving about.
I woke Kim and we both got showered and dressed with nothing more than the usual small talk. Over breakfast there was no mention, not even a hint of Marc's suggestion that we swap partners. That didn't surprise me really, but I did wonder if someone might have referred to it.
After a late lunch and a pleasant stroll along the nearby canal it was time to pile our bags into the car and head for the ferry terminal. As we said our goodbyes I kept a careful eye on Marc as he hugged Kim. There was nothing untoward, no hidden touches of her bum or bust; it was all perfectly normal and friendly.
I think it's fair to say that over the next few days I kept thinking about what I'd seen and my response to it. I wanted to say something to Kim, but worried that if I told her about my fantasies she would be deeply offended. Still it did occur to me that I was the one who had said no to the suggestion from Marc. Kim hadn't said anything, so it was certainly possible that she was open to the idea.
When I thought about it I realised that we had been married for five years and I was the only man she had ever slept with. It did seem possible that she was regretting her lack of experience and was wondering what it would be like to sleep with another man. I know if I'd only ever had sex with Kim I would have been wondering what other women's bodies felt like; not really in an adulterous, two-timing way, but just in a curious way.
The following Saturday night we were having sex and having just shared a bottle of wine we were both in a pleasantly relaxed frame of mind. I decided it was the ideal time to raise the subject.
"What did it feel like having those two Dutch guys staring at your breasts?"
"What do you mean?" said Kim, suitably startled.
"I saw them looking down your dress, and I know they liked what they saw."
"It wasn't my fault; I didn't do it on purpose."
"It's alright - I take it as a compliment that other men eye you up, it means I've got an attractive wife. You know Marc finds you attractive don't you?"
"What makes you say that?"
"Well for starters the way he wanted us to swap partners on Saturday night."
Kim looked at me in a genuinely surprised manner, almost as though this was news to her.
"That. He was joking. Why, did you think he was serious?"
"Yes I did."
"Well don't worry there was no way that was happening." Kim looked at me more seriously. "Why, are you interested in swapping?"
"Well...I don't know. Not exactly I suppose, but I guess there is a small part of me which finds the idea appealing."
"Well it's not happening - I'm certainly not interested."
This clearly wasn't taking the route I'd hoped for, so I decided to let the subject drop.
We saw Marc later that year at a trade exhibition in London and ended up as part of a group going to a restaurant in the evening. It was clear that he got on well with Kim, but nothing sexual happened, or indeed seemed likely to happen.
Then there came a major surprise when Marc landed a job in New Zealand. Despite the distance we still kept in touch occasionally. He ended up marrying a New Zealand girl, but they split up after a couple of years.
Fortunately there were no such problems for Kim and I. Of course we had our ups and downs, but basically we were happy. I did still drop the occasional hint about spicing up our sex life and got quite a surprise when one night she said that perhaps if everything fell neatly into place she might consider swapping. I asked her what she would consider the ideal circumstances and she said possibly if we were on holiday and met an attractive couple, then being away from prying eyes and with a few drinks to relax her, she might just be persuaded.
That seemed like a big step forward, but still nothing happened. Sure we went on holidays and the odd weekend away, but there were never any suitable couples. Gradually it dawned on me that it wouldn't just happen, we would have to make it happen.
So I suggested to Kim that we use the Internet to find someone, but she immediately vetoed that saying it didn't appeal to her. I tried to change her mind, but she wasn't open to persuasion, so I left it alone.
Things stayed like that for a while, but then twenty five years after that weekend in Holland I got an email from Marc saying he had business in England in a month's time and he was only twelve miles away from us, so did we fancy meeting up on his last night?
I asked Kim and she said yes and immediately suggested that Marc could stay with us if he wanted. He replied saying thanks, but his firm had already booked the hotel so he might as well stick with that.
It was great meeting up with him after all that time. Of course he'd changed - we all had. His hair now had a fair bit of grey and he needed glasses to read the restaurant menu, but he was still great company. He was lucky; he was one of those people who had a gift for making people feel at ease and relaxed in his company. Certainly Kim responded with a sparkle and enthusiasm that knocked ten years off her age.
Not that she looked her age. Despite the fact that she was forty-nine her natural good looks and regular visits to the gym meant that people often didn't believe that she was in her forties. Part way through the meal she excused herself and went to the toilet. Marc turned to me as she weaved between the tables.
"Kim's amazing, she's hardly changed. We have, but she looks just the same, you're a lucky man."
"I know," I said. "Don't think I don't appreciate her, I do."
"I have to tell you something. You remember that barbeque at Eindhoven." I nodded. "Well I didn't dare tell you, but afterwards Kim was the talk of my department. I think every man at the barbeque fell in love with her."
"In lust with her, you mean," I said, thinking of Kim bent over that table with her tits on display. Marc laughed.
"Alright, in lust with her then." He paused. "I probably shouldn't tell you this, but what the hell it was a long time ago. Two of the guys told me they got a perfect view down the front of her dress and that she had the most gorgeous tits they'd ever seen."
Immediately I had a vision of a quiet corner of a Dutch garden - one man was sucking Kim's tits, whilst the other thrust vigorously between her thighs. My prick was fully erect.
"I know," I said. "I saw them looking."
"You saw them looking. You never said. Weren't you annoyed?"
"Not really. It turned me on."
Marc went to say something, but then saw Kim returning and whatever he was about to say was left unsaid.
Kim sat down and the conversation continued as before. However something had changed. To say there was a tension in the air would be overstating it, because Kim certainly didn't notice anything. However I was aware of something; perhaps there was the subtlest of erotic charges in the air. Whatever it was I was sure that Marc could also sense it.
We stayed longer than expected in the restaurant and Kim suggested that rather than get a taxi back to the hotel, Marc could sleep in our spare room. He was happy to do that because all he had to do tomorrow was pack and head for the airport so he didn't need to make an early start.
It was just after eleven when we left the restaurant and I got in the front of the taxi because the driver wasn't familiar with the area where we lived. That meant that Kim was with Marc in the back. She made a jokey remark about all Marc's past girlfriends and that I shouldn't trust him in the back with her. I just smiled and said that I was sure she was capable of looking after herself. Marc insisted that he wasn't to be trusted with Kim. The temptation might be too great was how he put it.
It wasn't long before we were back at our house and it's quite likely that nothing further would have happened if it hadn't been for the mildly incompetent electrician we'd employed to do some work five months ago. Ever since then we had been plagued with bulbs blowing at random intervals.
That night we stepped into the hallway, I flicked the light switch, there was a brief flash, then the bulb popped and we were stood in darkness. The circuit breaker had kicked in, so I knew I had to go through into the kitchen and flick a switch on the fuse board then we could get the rest of the house lights on.
I took a step in that direction and Kim joked that I shouldn't leave her alone in a darkened house with Marc.
"That's right," said Marc. "I warned you I might be tempted." He looked at me and I could see that he wasn't completely serious, nor was he completely joking. There was an obvious question on my lips. I hesitated, and then took the plunge.
"What might you be tempted to do Marc? Do you want to see what those men saw at the barbeque all those years ago?"
That subtle erotic charge which had been hanging round in the background was suddenly ramped up by a thousand watts. Kim's eyes widened. Marc gave me a probing look as though he was trying to judge the seriousness of my intent. I said nothing, but held his gaze in as cool and as level a manner as I could. The silence was suffocating, though I was painfully aware of my heart pounding away in my chest. Finally Marc broke the silence.
"Yes I would like to see what they saw."
I stepped back towards Kim and undid two buttons on her blouse; a lacy red bra came into view.
"What do you think you're doing?" Kim said, pushing my hands away. But I came straight back and unbuttoned the remaining two buttons on her blouse. I went for the zip on her skirt but Kim pushed my hands away. Again I tried and again she pushed me away. I grabbed both of her wrists and slammed them against the wall above her head.
"Remove her skirt Marc."
Marc pulled the zip down, tugged at her skirt and it fell to the floor. I released her arms.
"Stand still with your arms by your side."
Kim did as she was told. I pushed her blouse off her shoulders and it slid down and joined her skirt on the ground. Her breathing was shallow and fast, her eyes were wide and her lips were parted slightly.
"I want you to show Marc your breasts,"
"Paul," she said, looking at me imploringly.
"Show Marc your breasts."
We stood in silence for what felt like an eternity, then slowly and with trembling hands Kim reached behind her back and released the clasp on her bra. She slipped one strap off a shoulder and then the other. Her bra fell to the floor and her breasts were exposed in all their glory, the erect nipples pointing sharply forward.
"Now take your knickers off."
"No."
I stepped forward, grabbed her knickers and ripped. There was a harsh tearing sound and a pair of torn red knickers were thrown to one side. I immediately took hold of one of Kim's hands and led her through into the lounge. No lights were on, but the curtains weren't drawn and yellowy street lighting provided dim illumination to the room.
I backed Kim towards the settee and reluctantly she sat down and allowed herself to be guided into a lying position. As I stepped back she put one hand across her breasts and the other between her legs so that she was modestly covered.
"Take your hands away." Slowly, reluctantly she removed her hands.
"Now spread your legs and ask Marc to fuck you."
"Please no, don't make me do that."



"Do it - spread your legs and ask Marc to fuck you."
When the words came it was a barely audible whisper.
"Please fuck me Marc."
I sat in one of the armchairs while Marc undressed. Quite possibly the Marc of twenty five years ago would have rushed to strip himself, but now he took his time, a quiet smile on his lips, as though he was savouring the moment.
Finally he was naked, his erect cock swinging lewdly in front of him. He moved towards Kim and I realised that she had pressed her legs together. With a gentle push Marc prised her knees apart.
There were no preliminaries, no foreplay. Marc lay on top of Kim, their eyes locked on each other. Neither of them paid any attention to me, it was as though I wasn't in the room. Suddenly Kim gave a sharp gasp and I guessed that Marc had found the entrance to her pussy. Then Marc thrust and Kim cried out as after thirty years of marriage her cunt finally yielded to another man's prick.
It seemed strange, almost an out of body experience, watching my wife being fucked by another man. Their bodies merged together in the intimate mixture of shadows and soft yellowy light. Marc's backside rose and fell as he thrust into Kim. He thrust harder and she responded by locking her legs round him, drawing him in close.
It was too much for Marc, he gave an inarticulate cry and a final powerful thrust as he emptied his balls inside my wife. It was clear that Kim hadn't come and oddly she stroked and comforted Marc, as though consoling him for the fact that he had cum sooner than he intended.
They lay almost motionless, except for Kim continuing to stroke the back of Marc's neck. Finally he raised himself up with his hands then climbed off Kim. I stood up and started to unfasten my shirt.
"Your room is immediately facing the top of the stairs. I'm sure you can sort yourself out."
Marc looked at me and nodded, that quiet smile on his lips. He picked up his clothes and left the room. I finished undressing and looked at Kim - she spread her legs wide in invitation. The room was dimly lit, but I could see her dark slit and the white of Marc's sperm trickling down it.
I mounted Kim and my prick slid between her cunt lips. Her slick wetness was incredible to feel. I gave it to her hard and fast, ramming into her, making her gasp and groan.
"From behind. Take me from behind."
That's her favourite position and I was more than happy to oblige. I raised myself up and Kim turned over. With one foot on the floor and one on the settee she presented her cunt to me. My cock slid back inside her and I started fucking her again.
I gave it to her really forcefully, thrusting hard in a way that pushed her forward and flattened her against the settee. I continued to drive into her and was rewarded with the shuddering and gasping which signalled her approaching orgasm. A few more thrusts took me over the top and then I gave a final extra deep thrust. My cock jerked and jerked inside her, firing my sperm into her cunt and mixing with the load Marc had released a few minutes earlier. Kim shuddered and moaned beneath me as the most memorable fuck I had ever experienced came to the perfect conclusion.
We lay quietly for a while, then picked up our clothes and trooped wearily up to bed. Nothing more was said and we soon both fell asleep, my brain replaying the images from earlier as sleep overcame me.
It was after eight in the morning when I woke. I looked at Kim alongside me and immediately I thought that for the first time ever she had two men's cum inside her pussy. I wondered what she would say about the events of last night. I would find out soon enough because I could hear Marc moving and I'd promised to drop him off at the station by 9:30.
I slipped out of bed and went downstairs and began to prepare breakfast. Within a couple of minutes Marc appeared and a minute later Kim joined us. It was almost as though last night hadn't happened. Nothing was said, the conversation was perfectly routine, just chit chat about Marc's return flight to New Zealand.
Nevertheless there was the subtlest of changes in our behaviour. I can't put it into words, but somehow without saying anything we all seemed to acknowledge the physical intimacy of last night.
It was soon time for me to take Marc to the station. He hugged Kim goodbye, kissing her goodbye in the manner of friends, but not lovers.
At the station I went out onto the platform with Marc. As he prepared to board the train he shook my hand.
"I do not know what to say. Last night was very special, I will be in touch, but thank you - it was a night I will never forget."
"Yes, it was special, very special. I hope we meet again sooner than in twenty years time."
"Yes," said Marc. "Come to New Zealand - it's a wonderful country and you know that my door is open any time."
Marc boarded the train, it left on time and then I had the short drive home. I wondered what Kim was feeling, what she was going to say. I was confident she wasn't upset, but I couldn't be sure exactly what her reaction was.
I stepped into the house and Kim was in the kitchen tidying a few things away. She smiled and came towards me. To my surprise and delight she unfastened my trousers and released my cock.
"Can we go to bed?"
I was only too happy to oblige and soon our bodies were locked together with a passion and urgency that I think surprised us both.
Laid together afterwards I had to ask her about the events of last night.
"How does it feel - being fucked by two men?"
"It was very nice, but very confusing. All the time my head was telling me to stop you, but my body was telling me something else. Anyway you were in a very forceful mood, you didn't exactly take no for an answer."
"True, but to be honest I felt I had to push you if anything was going to happen. Alright I took a risk, but you could have stopped me if you'd really wanted to."
Kim didn't say anything to that because she knew it was true. She's not some weak wimpy female - if she had really wanted us to stop then Marc and I wouldn't have been in any doubt.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked her, needing to be totally clear on this essential point.
"Yes I did. I'm surprised how much I enjoyed it; it was probably the best sex I've ever had. What about you?"
"I've always wanted to watch someone else fuck you, but I did sometimes wonder if it would actually be a disappointment. It wasn't."
"You enjoyed watching Marc fucking me?"
"Yes I did."
"That's strange," Kim said with a laugh. "Wanting to watch your own wife being fucked."
"Maybe it is, but apparently it's a common sexual fantasy, though many men won't admit to it. At least we've got the sort of relationship where we can talk about it."
"And do something about it," said Kim with a smile.
That was a month ago. We were on an erotic high for about a week after that night with Marc. We made love every night and talked about how we'd felt and how it had turned us on. We're agreed that we might do something similar if a suitable opportunity arises.
One odd side product is that since that night Kim says she feels more attractive, more confident of herself as a woman. I hadn't realised that she needed some reassurance, but I guess it just shows that you shouldn't fall into a rut and take your partner for granted. There's no doubt that our night with Marc jolted us out of the rut we were in.
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In the summer of 2010 I did an interview with a local radio station about my experiences mountaineering in Ecuador. I was pleased with that interview. I described not just the Andes but also some of my experiences with the local people both before the climbing began and afterwards when I had been ferried out with a potentially serious injury.
Probably a fair bit of the credit ought to go to the interviewer who really drew me out of myself so that I spoke with a passion and commitment that was normally hidden beneath a layer of youthful shyness.
I didn't realise quite how well I'd spoken until a week after the interview was broadcast and I got a phone call from Sir John MacNaughton. He congratulated me on the broadcast, said he really admired my spirit and might be interested in sponsoring me if I had any further travels planned.
I told him I was more or less completely recovered and was training fairly intensively, though at the moment no trips were finalised, all I could say was that I would definitely be mountaineering again in the near future.
To cut a long story short he invited me to spend a weekend at his place in North Yorkshire. He said I was welcome to stay for a couple of nights if I wanted as his wife and daughters were away on the weekend he proposed.
So ten days later the bus dropped me at the village of Grassrigg and I set out along a minor road. It was a three mile walk to Sir John's house, Risewell, but I was happy to treat that as just a bit of exercise.
I'd packed some clothes and things into a rucksack, but walking up the driveway I found myself unprepared for the scale of the house. It was much bigger than I'd expected, though to be honest I don't think I'd given much thought to what he or his house would be like.
It was early on a Friday afternoon and the door was answered by a housekeeper who showed me through to a sitting room with a magnificent view across the valley.
I didn't have long to wait before Sir John came through. We had a preliminary chat and he explained that some work had cropped up so there would be no chance to talk until this evening, but in the meantime I was welcome to use the gym in the basement or get some exercise on the nearby fells.
I opted to use the gym which turned out to be bigger and much better equipped than I'd expected. Whilst I was working away I heard doors slamming and female voices, but thought nothing of it. Shortly afterwards I headed upstairs to my room and passing through the hallway I met a blonde woman aged about forty who despite having on jeans and a casual top managed to look immaculately smart.
I thought she was going to say something, but she appeared to think better of it. I had the uncomfortable feeling that whatever she was thinking of saying it wouldn't have been complimentary.
I wanted to use the shower but couldn't seem to get any water, so I stepped out onto the landing hoping to find someone to ask. No one was about so I went downstairs and was stopped by the sound of raised voices behind a closed door.
"This was supposed to be a special weekend, we've had one disappointment already and I'm not having it spoilt for our daughters and myself by some rock climbing ape wandering around the house."
"I'm sorry, but he is our guest. I invited him and I can't just uninvite him."
The second voice was clearly Sir John's and you didn't have to be a genius to realise that his wife had come back unexpectedly and that as far as she was concerned I wasn't welcome. I decided I'd heard enough and headed back to my room.
A couple of minutes later there was a knock at the door and I opened it to find Sir John stood there. He asked if everything was OK and I said yes except that I couldn't get the shower to work.
"Oh it's a state of the art thing with more options than anyone can get their head round. It took me a few months to get the hang of it, but now I've got it mastered."
He gave me a quick demonstration of how it worked and then explained that his wife and daughters had come back unexpectedly because of a fire at the hotel where they were booked. He explained that instead of just him and I having a meal tonight and the opportunity to chat about mountaineering, it would now be a meal with all the family and he hoped that was OK with me.
Rather nervously I explained that I'd accidentally overhead what had been said and it really wasn't a problem for me to leave and come back another time.
"Nonsense. Don't be put off by Sandra. Her bark is worse than her bite. I've found it's best to allow her to let off steam and then ignore her. No don't worry supper is at 8pm."
I was warming towards Sir John, but even so I had doubts about the evening meal. As I expected it was a tense and difficult affair. His wife said very little, but everything she did radiated disapproval, Sir John wasn't a natural talker and his attempts to generate any conversation were blatantly snubbed by his wife. The youngest daughter, Rachel, was very quiet, but the older one, Emma, seemed more than happy to talk to me. In fact in the circumstances she was quite welcoming and there almost seemed to be a touch of flirtatiousness about her. A couple of times she held my gaze for longer than was necessary and there was the faintest hint of an amused smile on her lips. I wondered if it was just male vanity, but I was starting to get the feeling that she liked me.
There was no question she was an attractive young woman. Tall, blonde haired and with her fair share of womanly curves accentuated by a stylish dress, she was a distinct contrast with her younger sister's slim boyish figure and plain clothing.
It was difficult to form much of an opinion of Rachel because she said so little. Emma struck me as very different – opinionated, rather extrovert and, like her mother, obviously used to getting her own way. If that makes her sound rather objectionable, then in all fairness I ought to balance things out by saying that I thought she would probably be one of those people who lights up a party, and more to the point I reckoned she would be pretty uninhibited between the sheets.
I found out that she was twenty years old, so she was a year older than me. I hadn't been with a woman for a few months and just looking at Emma gave me a hard on like a bar of steel. I would have liked to chat more freely with her, but her mother's forbidding presence made it very difficult.
By ten o'clock Rachel had excused herself, Emma had gone to make some phone calls and I was left alone with Sir John and his wife. To say the conversation was stilted would be an understatement, so I explained that I was tired and headed to my room.
I wasn't really tired, and realising the futility of trying to sleep, I picked a book from the bedside cabinet and started to read. When the time came to settle down I reckoned I would jerk myself off thinking about Emma's lush body – that might help me sleep.
The book I'd chosen was actually pretty good and it was after eleven o'clock when I decided to put it down and turn off the reading lamp. Laid in the dark I gently stroked my cock and tried to imagine what Emma would look like naked.
To my alarm the door handle turned and Emma slipped into the room. She flicked the light on then immediately hit the dimmer switch so the room was softly lit. She put a finger to her lips to warn me to keep quiet, then in one fluid movement she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it to one side, revealing that she was naked except for a black bra.
She strode over to the bed, threw the sheets back and as I sleep naked she was immediately faced with my engorged cock. It didn't faze her in the least; she climbed onto the bed, straddled me, then took hold of my cock and positioned it against her cunt lips.
"You may be the rock climber, but there's only one mountain I'm interested in climbing tonight," she explained. She bore down on me and I gasped at the wonderful sensations as my prick disappeared inside the wettest, most welcoming cunt I'd felt in a long time.
Emma rotated her hips to make sure I was deep inside her and then began to rock up and down. I should be ashamed to admit it, but in the circumstances I don't suppose it's very surprising that after only a minute or so I felt a tightening in my balls.
"Slow down, slow down," I said to Emma, but she just laughed and pushed harder. I grabbed her hips and tried to stop her, but it was no good. All thoughts were forced from my mind as an unstoppable orgasm blazed through me and I pumped what felt like a river of sperm into Emma. I clung to her until she pulled away and rolled to one side.
"That will do for starters, but you will have to perform again. Still I'm sure you're capable of that," she said with an amused smile.
I had no doubt that I would be able to recover and give her a second, longer fucking, but in the meantime I asked her a bit about herself. She said she was the wild one in the family.
"Actually I'm not really that bad, though as you can see when there's something I want I tend to go for it. It's just that since Rachel got into religion I seem to have gone the other way."
I asked her about Rachel who it turned out was eighteen. Apparently though no one else in the family is religious, Rachel caught the bug a couple of years ago and lives a chaste life.
"She's a good clean living girl is Rachel. Lots of fresh air and long country walks. No booze and no men. As I said she's very different from me."
Emma rolled onto her side, reached out and slid her hand up my thigh. My cock started to rise to the occasion, a process that she accelerated by raking her nails across my balls.
"I think you're just about ready to perform again. Shall I make sure?" Without waiting for a reply she slid down the bed and closed her lips round my cock. It's a good job I was fit because Emma was a very demanding lover. It was well after midnight when she gave me a final kiss and slipped out of the door.
I soon fell into a deep sleep lulled by comforting memories of the sweet pleasure of pumping my sperm into Emma's lustful pussy.
I woke later than normal feeling thoroughly refreshed. There's no question but that vigorous sex with an attractive woman does a great deal for your physical and mental well-being!
I showered and went down for breakfast. No one else seemed to be about, but the housekeeper made sure I was well catered for. When I'd almost finished Sir John's wife entered the room. I said hello but she blanked me, so I finished my coffee and headed upstairs. I quite liked Sir John, but his wife was a real pain in the arse!
Back in my room I decided to go for a run as Sir John had mentioned that the gate at the rear of the garden led to a path which went out onto the fells.
Fifteen minutes later I was jogging uphill on a beautiful autumn morning. I found myself happily replaying memories of last night with Emma. The first time she came she bit my shoulder in an effort to stop herself making too much noise and I had a nice red mark as a reminder. She'd warned me that last night was a one-off and not to expect any repeats; in a way that was a relief, but a part of me (the horny part!) was thinking about the possibility of exploring the delights of her body again.
On a whim I veered off the main path onto a sheep trail. Five minutes later I found myself going downhill into a small dell. I rounded a corner and came clattering to a halt.
Rachel was laid on a grassy bank, her legs wide apart and her jeans and knickers in a bunch on the side. Two fingers of her left hand were in her pussy and her right hand was playing with her clit. She froze and we stared at each other for what felt like several minutes, but was probably just a few seconds. Then Rachel started scrabbling for her clothes. She was really flustered because she put both feet into one leg of her knickers. Looking back it seems rather comical, but at the time the funny side of it was lost on me.
"Don't," I said moving towards her. She froze and looked up as I stood over her. Her tense blue eyes were locked on mine, her legs were apart and her sparse blonde pubic hairs did nothing to hide her cunt lips which gaped wetly with her arousal. I knew what I had to do. Gently, but firmly I pushed her onto her back, pulled my shorts down and moved between her legs. She was completely silent as the tip of my cock found the entrance to her love tunnel. With tender strength I probed into her and Rachel gave a long drawn out sigh as my prick slid between her cunt lips.
I kissed her deeply, our tongues fencing with each other and all the time I thrust in and out, building up a steady rhythm so that each thrust brought an answering whimper from Rachel. Her whimpers became gasps as she bucked underneath me responding vigorously to the cock inside her. It was intensely exciting to realise the satisfaction I was giving her and I was very glad that I had fucked Emma a short while ago. If I hadn't then the pleasure of fucking Rachel would have made me come in no time. Her slim boyish build meant that there was no question but she had the tightest cunt I'd ever fucked. It gripped my prick as though it was desperate to keep its full length inside her.
Rachel's gasps became more intense and then I felt a wave of shudders pulsing through her body. She cried out in orgasmic delight and that took me over the top. I gave one last thrust then surrendered myself to the sensations as my cock fired its sperm into Rachel's lovely tight cunt.
We lay motionless for a while, my head resting on Rachel's shoulder. My cock started to shrink and when it slid out of Rachel I rolled off her and got dressed. She pulled her knickers and jeans back on and then turned to face me.
"Please don't tell anyone, I don't want the others to know."
"Of course not."
"No really, promise you won't tell them, especially not Emma."
I swore I wouldn't tell anyone, especially not Emma, but did ask Rachel why she was so concerned that Emma shouldn't know. She explained that Emma has always teased her, saying that this religious thing was just a phase which she would grow out of. They'd argued furiously, with Rachel insisting it was for life, but to her dismay over the last six months her faith had waned.
She couldn't bear the loss of face if she had to admit that Emma had been right. Nor could she confide in her sister that she sometimes had vivid dreams of handsome young men undressing her and making love to her.
"Was that your first time?"
Yes it was, though I've had my fingers in there quite a lot lately, but you're the first person to ever, well...you know," she said, blushing slightly.
"Well I don't know what to say, but take it from me, you have a fantastic body."
"Thank you," she said, smiling shyly. "But please don't tell anyone."
I promised again that I wouldn't and then said that I was going to jog back to the house. Ten minutes later I was under the shower and revelling in the fact that in the space of a few hours I had nailed both sisters. I must admit just thinking about it was enough to give me a massive boner as I stood there with the water coursing down me. I did think of jerking myself off, but decided to save myself in case I got lucky and one of them wanted seconds.
Just before lunch Sir John told me that was going to be out in the afternoon, so I was free to do whatever I wanted. He said that there would be a chance to discuss mountaineering and any possible future sponsorship after tonight's meal.
I had a spot of lunch, but then some heavy rain set in. I watched TV in my room for a while, but it was pretty boring so I decided to head down to the gym and do some weight training.
I hadn't been in the gym very long when Sir John's wife came in. To my surprise she locked the door behind her and strode irritably towards me.
"Do you really think I didn't realise you were trying to flirt with Emma last night or that I didn't see you eyeing Rachel up as though she was a lump of meat. Well I'm warning you if you try a repeat of that at tonight's meal I will make absolutely certain that my husband doesn't offer you a single penny in sponsorship. Do I make myself clear – I didn't bring my daughters up to have them ogled at by rock climbing no-hopers."
"Yes I think you've made yourself clear," I said impassively.
"Good. You're not in my their league," she said with a sneer. "So stay away from them."
That got me mad and I snapped back that she had no right to speak to me in that manner and that anyway her daughters were grown women and were free to make their own choices. She was a real fiery cow because she pushed me back against the wall and thrust her face close to mine.
"Stay away. I've told you once and I won't tell you again." She reached down and grabbed my balls in a vice-like grip. "Stay away or I'll rip these off."
We stood motionless, eyeballing each other, aggressive electricity crackling between us. Then without me even thinking about it my prick started to swell and grow, and in no time I was almost fully erect. I waited for Sir John's wife to pull her hand away and start calling me names, but nothing happened.
It became one of those moments when time seems to be suspended. Not a word had been said, but the whole dynamic had undergone a seismic shift from anger to lust. We remained motionless as if both of us were waiting for the other to acknowledge it. Then she made a slight movement.
It was nothing really, just a slight upwards straining, but it was unquestionably the movement of a woman who wanted to be kissed. I slammed my lips down on hers and she responded greedily. Her hand slid upwards and squeezed my red-hot prick. I pulled her blouse open to reveal a lacy black bra and plunged my head between her breasts. I used my teeth to pull one bra cup to the side, then sucked greedily on the exposed nipple. She gasped, then gasped again as I pulled her skirt up round her waist.
The rest was relatively simple. I swivelled her round so that she was against the wall and pushed my hand between her legs. The cotton of her panties was deliciously warm and wet, but I simply pulled them to one side. Fortunately she was a moderately tall woman and combined with the heels she was wearing there wasn't much of a height difference between us. So it was quite easy to position my prick against her pouting wetness and thrust into her.
"Bastard," she said. "You're going to take my husband's money and you're going to fuck me aren't you?"
"I'm not going to fuck you, I am fucking you," I said giving an extra deep thrust which drew a satisfying gasp from her. "Was that nice?"
"Yes, yes," she babbled, so I gave another hard thrust. "Oh god, your prick is massive."
"And where is it?" I growled.
"It's in my cunt, it's fucking my cunt."
It was incredibly exciting. This was my first older woman and my first married woman. She may have been in her forties, but she really could fuck. She pulled herself up and wrapped her legs around me.
"Do it, do it. Harder, harder."
I responded to that and redoubled my efforts. It's lucky I was fit and young because it was a tiring position, but seconds later she cried out with pleasure and shuddered as a massive orgasm racked through her. Her excitement pulled me along and for the first time ever I shot a load into a married cunt.
I couldn't hold her up for much longer and soon I had to lower her feet to the ground. She pulled her panties back into place and quickly tidied herself.
"Don't even think of mentioning this to my daughters. Promise me that you won't."
I was getting used to this, so I gave her a solemn promise that I wouldn't mention it to her daughters. Satisfied, she quickly left the room.
I waited a few minutes then feeling distinctly knackered I headed back to my room for another shower. I was laid on the bed relaxing when the phone rang and the housekeeper advised me that dinner tonight would be at 7pm and it would be just myself and Sir John.



Sat in the dining room later he explained that his wife had decided to take their daughters out for a meal which left us free to chat about mountaineering. I had been looking forward to seeing the three women I had just fucked, but a part of me was relieved, because there was no doubt the reality could actually have been very awkward.
Over the meal we chatted in general terms about mountaineering, both of us relaxing as the level in the wine bottle lowered. At the end of the meal Sir John asked the housekeeper to bring another bottle of wine and told her that she could finish now as we were going through to his study and wouldn't need any further help.
We sat in the study and Sir John asked my opinion about the wine. It tasted very good to me, but then it probably ought to as it doubtless cost far more than most people would normally spend on a bottle of wine.
"Can I ask your opinion on something else?" Sir John asked.
"Of course," I murmured.
"What was it like to fuck my wife?"
That made me jump! Certainly my reaction drew an amused smile from Sir John.
"Don't look so alarmed. Sandra is younger and has a higher sex drive than myself, so we have an agreement that she is allowed a certain number of outside dalliances on the understanding that she tells me about them."
Suddenly I remembered her insistence that I didn't tell her daughters, but no mention of her husband; a significant omission which hadn't registered with me at the time.
"She tells me that you are a very virile young man, but I'd like to hear your version of events. So, tell me, what was it like to fuck my wife?"
* * * * * * * *
I did tell Sir John what it had been like to fuck his wife and I did get the sponsorship I wanted. Sadly I was never invited to his house again; after a while it became obvious that my first weekend there was also going to be my last. That was a pity, but I could hardly grumble - I still had amazing memories of bedding every female member of the household in less than twenty-four hours.
* * * * * * * *
Author's Note
This story was actually inspired by reading brief details of a politician who while staying as a guest of a foreign judge had bedded the judge's wife and both of his grown-up daughters. As you can see it provided a starting point, but not much else
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This story involves wife swapping/sharing, so please don't read it if that bothers you.
* * * * * * * * *
The television show Strictly Come Dancing has been a huge hit for the BBC in Britain. It involves celebrities (each teamed with a professional dancer) competing against each other to win the competition. The format has been licensed to over 30 other countries (in the USA it's known as Dancing with the Stars).
* * * * * * * * *
When you're middle-aged with children a lot of your social contacts can involve the parents of your kids friends. That was certainly true in our case because my wife Kim was involved with the High School's Parent Teacher Association.
She went to all their meetings and we both attended any fundraisers or social events they organised. It kept us up to date with what was happening at the High School and was good from a social point of view as well.
It did mean that I saw a lot of other mums and I'm sure that I'm a typical man and found myself looking at some of them and idly wondering what they were like in bed. I ought to stress that I wasn't seeking to have an affair, but it's just that male thing of when you meet a woman for the first time a part of you calculates how bedworthy she is (and let's be honest it is a major part of you).
My wife Kim was in her early forties, whereas most of the mum's were still in their thirties. In a sense that put her at a disadvantage, but fortunately she's kept her looks remarkably well and it's no surprise that many people assume she's in her mid-thirties.
Kim came back from one of the meetings and told me that they'd decided to do a fundraiser based on the TV show Strictly Come Dancing. The idea was that seven couples would each perform a dance and the audience would get to score each couple and the overall winner would be declared.
Several of the committee members had offered to dance and Kim said they were asking round for more volunteers and would I put my name down. I said I wasn't keen (two left feet and all that), but if they were stuck and really didn't have enough people she could put me down. Fortunately they got plenty of volunteers and made a draw to decide who missed out and who got to dance with whom.
Kim told me that she had been drawn to dance with Ian Wickham. We knew them reasonably well and I have to say that Ian's wife, Jayne, was definitely one of the more attractive mums. Medium height with shortish blonde hair and a very curvy figure; if anything there was a bit too much of her, but I guess Ian didn't complain about her generous breasts.
Ian was rather similar to myself -- just under six foot tall, dark hair, medium to skinny build. He had his own small building company and was actually a very pleasant guy.
Of course there were rehearsals and Kim said that whilst it was all meant as a bit of fun, she and Ian were determined not to make a fool of themselves. I must admit it felt slightly odd seeing Kim going off to rehearsals, knowing that she would soon be in another man's arms, moving to a beat with him.
I could say that it brought out the jealous husband in me, but in truth my reaction was more one of curiosity and stimulation at this turn of events. I thought of the famous quote by George Bernard Shaw that dancing was a perpendicular expression of a horizontal desire. The idea of my faithful and rather conservative wife being held by another man and submitting to the rhythm of his movements was surprisingly arousing.
When she came back from rehearsals I kept a careful eye open for any hints of flirtatious behaviour, but there was nothing. Still I was interested when Kim said they were going to do a salsa number, as that seemed to have definite sexual connotations.
All of the dancers were expected to get a suitable outfit and Kim went on the Internet and ordered a surprisingly sexy emerald green outfit. When it arrived she was rather uncertain because she didn't have to move much and the split up the front meant you could see the matching knickers and in general it didn't leave much to the imagination. I urged her to keep it, telling her it looked fabulous and was a perfect fit. I think it was the latter which swayed it for her, because there was no question it looked as though it had been made to measure.
She wore it for a rehearsal a week beforehand and she said that Ian had been very impressed with it and told her she looked stunning. I could well imagine that his real thoughts had been rather more basic.
All of the tickets sold out in advance so it was clear that financially it was going to be a very successful event. That reflected well on Kim and the other members of the organising committee, but it did mean that she was going to be performing in front of a large audience. She was understandably nervous about that and pulling up to the busy car park and then walking into the packed hall I could feel that she was on edge.
Despite Kim's nerves their dance went very well. I think the practise made a big difference because they both knew their moves and once they were into their dance I could see Kim calming down as she realised they were going to put in a good performance.
I must admit when I saw her moving round dressed so attractively (and sexily) a part of me did wish that I was out there with her, but another part of me was enjoying watching the show. It was clear they weren't professional standard, but they weren't leaden-footed amateurs.
The second half of their dance was better than the slightly tense opening. They relaxed and the sexy side of the salsa really came to the fore and created a bit of a buzz in the audience. It felt oddly exciting watching my wife respond to the touch of another man and there was a pleasant tingling sensation in my groin.
The number ended with Ian pulling Kim against him, their bodies pressed tightly against each other and their faces so close to each other that their lips were almost touching. They held that pose as the audience applauded and as I joined in the clapping I suddenly realised that I was fully erect. If that was the effect on me then I guessed that Ian might well be the same. If he was, then the way their bodies were tight against each other the heat of his erect prick would be pressing against my wife's pussy. I found it incredibly arousing to think of my faithful, reserved wife in such a compromising position.
They were the fourth couple out of seven and when all the dancers had finished it seemed obvious to me that Kim and Ian were better than the others. There was an interval and we were part of a group near the bar. Everyone was telling Kim and Ian that they would win, but Kim was distinctly cautious, pointing out that people tend to vote for their friends, so these events can be as much a popularity contest as anything.
Nevertheless looking at Kim's flushed and excited face I could see that she was happy with events. Ian also seemed quite animated. Naturally he was stood with Kim and they were effectively a couple, receiving and responding to compliments and remarks from other people. Someone asked to take a photo of them in their dance costumes and they posed with their arms round each others waists.
While they were doing that I glanced at Jayne at the exact moment she glanced at me. An amused look passed between us, but clearly we were thinking along the same lines -- "That's my husband/wife".
The interval was quite a lengthy one to allow everyone time to vote and part way through I slipped out to the toilet. It was empty and I went into the furthest cubicle. I had barely locked the door when two men came in. They stood at the stall and judging by their conversation they assumed there was no one else around.
"Who did you vote for?"
"That Kim Scott -- she's something else."
"Well she got my vote," he chuckled. "And I wouldn't mind giving her something else."
"Yes I wouldn't mind slipping her a length. Ian ought to have a try, I reckon she'd be willing."
"You're probably right. Married women are the best -- they know what it's for. All it needs is the right word from Ian and she'll have her knickers off in no time."
"God yes I'd like to remove those green knickers and spread her legs."
There was some laughter, the sound of trousers being zipped and then I was left alone. I wasn't angry; in a way the fact that they found Kim attractive was a compliment. What I did have was a vivid mental picture of a pair of discarded green knickers on the floor, Kim laid back with Ian thrusting powerfully between her legs. I was fully erect and tempted to bring myself off there and then, but decided to save it, knowing that come what may I would have to fuck Kim later.
I headed out of the toilets and bumped straight into Jayne. I asked her how the voting was going and she said there were a few more minutes and the result would be announced. I said I thought they would win.
"Yes they move beautifully together", she replied. A slightly catty remark that made me to give Jayne a quizzical look.
"Oh ignore me", she said. "I'm just jealous of how stunning Kim looks". I laughed, thinking of the conversation I'd just overheard and told her she wasn't the only one. She asked what I meant and I told her I'd just overheard a few choice remarks. She wanted me to tell her more, but I shook my head. She reached out and put a hand on my arm.
"Come on, you can't be such a tease, tell me."
I think it was the feel of her warm, soft hand which did it. There was a touch of flirtatiousness about her and in my current mood I couldn't help but respond to that. So I told her that I'd overheard two guys saying that Ian ought to try his luck and see if he could persuade Kim to spread her legs.
If her response was one of surprise and annoyance then I felt could easily pretend that I was just as annoyed, but I had this odd feeling that she might not be too bothered. However Jayne's no fool and she put the ball straight back in my court by asking me how I felt about that.
"I don't know. I guess I should be angry, but I'm not."
"Well that's interesting", she said quietly. "I think we ought to head back into the hall." Then she licked her lips. It was nothing of a gesture really, but the way she did it was so provocative that I was sure she was playing with me.
I must admit to feeling a bit distracted when we got back into the hall. I don't think Kim noticed anything, she was nervously awaiting the result. The scores were announced in reverse order, beginning with third place, and as soon as their main rivals were confirmed as runners-up then I knew that Kim and Ian were the winners.
I was genuinely pleased for her, for them both in fact, and there was no mistaking their delight. To loud applause they went back on the dance floor and performed their number again. This time the nerves were forgotten and they really went for it, Kim dancing with a physicality that surprised me. I wouldn't describe her movements as feminine - that sounds too delicate and timid. Womanly is a better description, there was something very full-blooded (and in fact downright erotic) about her performance.
All the time I was aware of Jayne taking occasional cool glances at me; the whole evening was taking on the feeling of a fuse that was primed and ready to go off with a bang. All pretence at casualness abandoned I stared intensely as Kim and Ian went into their final clinch. They held that pose and I could see their groins were pressed together. Just a couple of layers of clothing separated Ian's prick from my wife's moist slit (and I had absolutely no doubt that she was all moistly aroused).
They came off the dance floor and Kim gave me a big hug. The heat and energy coming off her were incredible. She's a little taller than average with long dark curly hair, a slightly dark skin and a lovely 36D bust which combine to give her the sort of physical presence that a lot of Latin women have (not that there is anything remotely Latin in her families background).
There was a brief but exuberant prize giving ceremony and I manoeveured myself so that I was stood next to Jayne. A photographer was taking some photos for the local paper when Jayne turned to me.
"We have grandparents staying otherwise I would invite you back to our house. Would you like to come round next week instead?"
I thought about it and decided to get things out into the open.
"What for?"
"So that we can get to know each other," she paused. "Intimately."
"What if Kim says no?"
"Well that's up to her -- ask her."
"What if Ian says no," I countered, knowing full well that he wouldn't.
"That won't happen," said Jayne with an amused smile. I nodded my agreement and told Jayne that I'd have a word with Kim.
As it turned out having a word with Kim was rather difficult. She was in demand, with people congratulating her, asking questions, laughing and joking etc. In the end I had to ask her to step out of the main hall so we could have a word. She was a bit puzzled by that and even more surprised when I hustled her into the wings of the stage and pulled her into the shadows of the stage curtain.
"Ian and Jayne have invited us to their house next Saturday."
"OK, but why drag me out here to tell me?"
"Because it's not a social thing -- it's about swapping."
"Swapping -- you mean..."
"Yes wife swapping - and before you ask I want you to say yes." I thrust my hand into those lovely green knickers. "I saw how you danced with Ian. I saw the excitement and the lust. Just tonight, this one time I want to do something risky and exciting. I want you to say yes."
Kim gasped as my finger slid into her. As I expected she was very wet and so I slid a second finger in to join the first. "Say yes!"
Kim locked her eyes on me.
"Alright yes. Yes I'll do it."
I took her hand and led her back into the hall before she had time to change her mind. Ian and Jayne were talking to another couple and we joined them. As soon as the other couple moved on I said that next week was good for us if the offer was still open. Jayne smiled and said of course we were still welcome.
"Actually can you do us a favour," she added. "Denise and Andy were going to give us a lift home, but they've been called away. Could you give us a lift instead?"
"Sure," I replied. A bit of extra time in their company was fine by me. We mingled and chatted to other people and I thought what a great evening it had been. Of course the fact that Kim had won the dance competition was fantastic, but the agreement to next weekend's get together was much more significant for me.
Kim was a virgin when I met her and I believe she has always been faithful (as I have to her), so sexually her experience is very limited. Years ago I suggested wife swapping to her and she said no. Then there was a brief period when she said she might if all the circumstances were right, but that soon changed back to no.
The furthest we had ever gone was a bit of role playing. Funnily enough the game that turned her on most was one where I pretended to be a workman who suggested payment in kind. Kim refused, so I just took what I wanted.
That one always worked a treat and her feigned protests were invariably betrayed when I ripped her knickers off to reveal a wet and very excited pussy.
However before this evening I had been resigned to never doing anything more than role playing, but now it seemed that something was going to happen. I felt quite exhilarated and knew that it would seem an eternity before next Saturday arrived.
A bit less than an hour later the four of us were headed out to our car. I'd had an idea and as we approached the car I suggested that the winners ought to be chauffeured home, so Kim and Ian should go on the back seat, whilst Jayne could go in the front with me.
No-one objected to that, so we pulled out of the car park and headed out of the village. Ian and Jayne live in an outlying small village less than ten minutes away and we were soon headed down the minor road to their village. There's a long straight stretch through an old woodland and near the end of that stretch is a car park much used by dog walkers and the like during the day.
I pulled off the road and into the parking spot which was furthest from the road.
"What are you up to?" Kim asked. Jayne turned in her seat.
"Your husband seems to think that we're teenagers and we're going to make out in the car."
"I thought that Kim and Ian might like one kiss to celebrate their victory. One kiss that's all, then we'll drop you off and Kim and I will head home." In fact my motive was to seal the agreement, to make sure that Kim was committed to next weekend.
There was a half moon, so it wasn't completely dark and I was able to see the wry smile which signalled Kim's consent. Ian might not have recognised that, but as soon as she unfastened her seatbelt Ian realised that the kiss was on and moved in on Kim. Their lips met and with mixed emotions I turned my attention to Jayne.
Mixed emotions because I wanted to kiss Jayne, but I also wanted to watch Kim and Ian. Anyway I drew Jayne to me and for the first time in over twenty years I kissed another woman. Our lips parted and my tongue darted into her mouth, mimicking the intercourse which I hoped would happen in a weeks time. She returned the kiss passionately and so I slid my hand up and cupped one of her ample breasts -- there was no objection.
I stole a look out of the corner of my eye and was delighted to see that Ian was fondling Kim's tits. I decided I wasn't being quite forward enough and squeezed Jayne's breast. Her tongue fenced with mine even more enthusiastically. Then Kim said something which made my hair stand on end.
"Don't, please don't. You mustn't unzip my dress." Ian pulled away bewildered.
"But...I haven't done anything. I haven't touched the zip," he said looking at me.
It's alright," I said. "It's too complicated to explain, but unzip her dress." Ian looked uncertain. "Do it. Just do it, it's fine," I reassured him.
What I didn't have time to explain to Ian was that the words "Don't, please don't" were the ones Kim always used during our role playing when I was pretending to be the workman who wanted paying in kind and wouldn't take no for an answer. That scenario always got her worked up and having played it several times, I had come to realise that when Kim said "Don't, please don't" she was actually telling me what she wanted me to do next. So I knew that far from wanting Ian to stop, she was actually encouraging him to go further!
Ian couldn't be expected to understand that, so I had to tell him again to unzip her dress. Cautiously he reached behind her back and there was the sound of a zip being pulled down.
"Now pull her dress off her shoulders," I told him. Ian did just that and the upper slopes of her breasts came into view, then he pulled some more and Kim's breasts were fully exposed. I've always thought she has wonderful tits and in the soft moonlight her erect nipples and prominent dark aureole looked incredibly sexy. Ian reached up and squeezed one of them, then his head went down and he licked and sucked at her breasts. Kim closed her eyes and caressed his back and head as he revelled in her body.
Ian was obviously getting the hang of things because he placed one hand on her right knee and began the journey up the inside of her thigh.
"Don't, please don't," said Kim spreading her legs wider. Ian's hand moved upwards until he was stroking my wife's panty covered vagina.
"Please don't take my knickers off," said Kim, so Ian started to tug and Kim raised her bottom off the seat to make it easy for him. From then on things seemed to move incredibly quickly. Those lovely green knickers were pulled over Kim's ankles and tossed to one side. She spread her legs, exposing her wonderfully furry pussy. Ian unzipped himself and pulled his trousers down.



"Don't, no please don't put your cock in me." Ian pulled her legs wide then moved above her. He reached down and positioned his prick so that it was against the entrance to her cunt. Then he pushed and I watched as after twenty-four years of married life my wife's cunt finally yielded to another man's prick.
"Oh no, please don't fuck me," she said digging her nails into his backside and pushing her hips forward to meet his thrusts. Ian rammed his prick in and out with a force that betrayed the lust he felt. Kim bucked and rolled beneath him, her eyes closed, but her mouth open as she gasped each time his cock speared into her. It was incredibly erotic and hardly surprising that Ian wasn't able to hold back. He groaned, gave one final extra deep thrust, then his backside locked tight as he pumped his sperm deep inside Kim's lustful cunt.
As the two lovers clung to each other I glanced across at Jayne. We had both been so engrossed in the show that we had forgotten about each other. Jayne shrugged.
"I guess we will have to wait till next week," she paused. "But I'm sure it will be worth waiting for." She reached out and stroked my prick, so I leaned across and kissed her. I couldn't resist exploring; my hand skimmed across the satin of her stockings, over soft, warm flesh, then heaven -- warm, wet panties. I pulled away. "Next week," I said with a smile.
By now Ian was zipping his trousers up and Kim was pulling her knickers back into place. We were soon all fastening our seatbelts again and in a couple of minutes we were saying our good byes with nothing more than a chaste kiss on the cheek.
I sped back home eager to whisk Kim upstairs. Of course once we were home Kim had to spend time telling Helen our babysitter about her success in the competition. I don't think Helen noticed but I could clearly see a dark stain spreading over Kim's panties as Ian's cum leaked out of her. It was such a turn on to think that only a few minutes ago another man had pumped his sperm into my wife's cunt, and in a few minutes it would be my turn to do the same.
Finally Helen headed off for the short walk to her house and Kim and I went upstairs. I closed and locked the door, then illuminated the bedroom by the soft light of one lamp. I asked Kim to lie on the bed, and then I knelt between her legs. I removed her knickers and tossed them to one side. I rubbed my cock against the entrance to her cunt. She was very wet and with one firm push I slid deep inside her, drawing a soft and very feminine moan from her.
"So it's finally happened," I said. "You've had another man's cock inside you -- how did it feel?"
"Nice, very nice. I'm sorry I was so hyped up, but what with the dancing, the drinks and everything I got carried away. You don't mind do you?"
"No I don't mind at all," I said. "It's the sexiest thing that's ever happened to us. I loved watching Ian fuck you and I can't wait for next weekend. You're still up for that aren't you?"
"Yes I am. But this time we're going to do it somewhere comfortable. In the car was fine and as a one off it was very exciting, but I don't fancy it again. Anyway you never got to fuck Jayne, aren't you desperate to put that right? Just think next Saturday you can fuck Jayne while Ian fucks me."
The thought of enjoying Jayne's ample charms while Ian's prick slid in and out of Kim was too much for me and I groaned and gave a final, extra deep thrust. My cock jerked and jerked as I added another load of sperm to the store already inside my wife's cunt.
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Simon Davies is 41 and teaches at the same school as his wife Susan who is 27. With his knowledge and permission Susan is having an affair with the head teacher, Martyn Wilcox.
* * * * * *
"What is it about Susan Davies that men find so attractive?" Julie Turner asked Tony Hardcastle. Puzzled he turned to look at the Head of the Sports Department. Through his involvement with the boy's under-sixteen soccer team he'd had some contact with Julie and they'd got on reasonably well, but this was an unexpected (and unwanted) question.
They were stood at the edge of the hockey pitch watching a match which was being refereed by Mrs Davies. Five days ago in a quiet corner of the sports hall he had fucked Susan and until now he thought that no one knew. Was Julie hinting at something? If she was it was very unwelcome. He was only twenty-four, a junior member of staff and he'd fucked another teacher whose husband taught at the same school and more importantly he believed that Susan was having an affair with the head teacher, Martyn Wilcox.
It had the potential to go badly wrong - what was that saying - you don't shit on your own doorstep. He raced through possible replies, but settled for something bland and non-committal.
"What do you mean?"
Julie gave him an amused glance.
"I know what men are like, so don't deny it. I've seen you all sniffing round her like randy dogs; anyone would think she's a bitch on heat. But don't worry, as far as I know you and Martyn Wilcox are the only ones who've had her."
Tony gave an involuntary start; she did know! He looked at Julie afresh - she was thirty-three, fit, with medium length dark hair and reasonably attractive, but that hadn't stopped her husband leaving her a year ago in very acrimonious circumstances. Perhaps she had a grudge against all men and was going to take some of her anger out on him.
"And what do you plan to do with that knowledge?" he asked her quietly.
"Well I thought you might like to come round to my house on Friday evening, have a glass or two of wine and then have a very pleasant fuck."
Tony gave another involuntary start. Was Julie mad? She didn't have to blackmail him in order to get him to have sex with her, he'd be more than happy to oblige.
* * * * * *
"Slap me!"
"What?"
Go on, slap me. Spank my arse."
Tony drew his hand back and slapped Julie's arse. There was a loud crack and a red mark appeared on her backside. It was Friday evening and Julie was on all fours on her bed while Tony fucked her from behind. Julie was a very forward and very demanding lover, and now it seemed she wanted spanking.
"More. Do it again."
Tony slapped her again, and again. A charge like electricity ran through his body. He'd never spanked a woman before and now an attractive woman was crouched before him in that most submissive of poses. His hand cracked down again and Julie gave an intensely feminine, near orgasmic yelp. Raw sexual energy surged through him, then suddenly he was gasping and groaning as an orgasm overwhelmed him. He pumped sperm into Julie's welcoming cunt and they collapsed on the bed. They lay for a minute, Tony still struggling to gather his breath, while Julie watched him with an amused smile.
"That will do for now, but you will have to perform again later."
"Sorry," said Tony. "That was too exciting - there was no way I could hold back."
Julie lay back and stared at the ceiling.
"You never answered that question of mine - what's so special about Susan Davies? Why do men find her attractive? She's good looking, but not stunning, and she's quiet and rather shy, she's not flirty or a tease. It's not as if she dresses to attract attention, so what does attract men to her?"
Tony looked thoughtful.
"Pardon me asking Julie, but are you jealous of her?"
"No, I don't think so. I mean I work with Susan and I like her, but I genuinely don't understand why all the men seem to home in on her. Come on you've fucked her, what is it about her?"
"I must admit when you asked me the other day it did make me think, because there's no denying that she's more attractive than you might at first glance expect." Tony propped himself up on one elbow and began to stroke the inside of Julie's thigh.
"I think there are two main reasons. Firstly she's twenty seven and she's married to someone in their forties, and let's be honest Simon's weak as piss - she's wasted on him." Julie nodded her agreement.
"Secondly there's a youthful naivety about her. She blushes so easily - it's sweet. But she's got a body that was meant for sex - she's fit and toned, and she's got world class breasts. On the surface she seems so prim and proper, but you look at her body and hope that there's a hidden, dirty side to her."
"Well it seems our Headmaster has found her hidden side. I wonder how long it's been going on for; I don't think Susan is so prim and proper, I think she's a bit of a surprise package."
"You've room to talk," says Tony. "Your invitation surprised me - why were you so forward?"
"That's easy," said Julie. "I'm making up for lost time. I met my husband when I was seventeen, I was a virgin and I was completely faithful for fifteen years of marriage and I thought he was. So I was shattered when I found out that as his business had prospered his confidence had increased and he started to prey on young girls in the office. There were always young women keen to impress the boss and it turns out that he'd bedded several of them." She looked thoughtful for a moment. "Enough talking, are you ready for more?" she reached out and cupped his balls.
* * * * *
Martyn Wilcox eyed Julie Turner with an uneasy feeling. There was definitely something different in her manner towards him these last few weeks and the obvious worry was she knew about his affair with Susan. Tonight he'd had no option but to share a taxi home with her and she was slightly drunk and dangerously talkative.
He was relieved when they got to her house without incident. Then he groaned inwardly when she told the taxi to wait and asked Martyn to see her to the door safely. He could hardly refuse and a minute later was unlocking her front door.
"There you are," he said opening the door wide and holding the key out for her.
"Step inside a moment please. I get nervous going into the house late at night on my own."
That seemed plausible so Martyn stepped into the hallway, looked round and flicked on the light. Julie pushed the door shut and turned the light off.
"Don't look so alarmed. I'm not going to eat you. In fact I'm going to invite you to a private party here next Saturday. Mr Hardcastle is coming and I'd like you to bring your girlfriend."
"What girlfriend?" he croaked.
* * * * *
"I don't know how I've let you talk me into this Julie, but thanks anyway."
"I'm glad you agreed. I hoped you would - after all why should we leave it to the men to make all the running and do all the picking and choosing - it's about time we were in charge."
Susan nodded her agreement. They were stood in Julie's kitchen and were making the last arrangements as the men were expected in a few minutes.
"I'm still surprised that you suggested a foursome. What made you think of that?"
"A while ago one of my girlfriends asked if my ex and I would be interested in wife swapping. I was shocked and said no without really thinking about it, but the thought kept coming back into my head. Then came the big bust-up with my husband and the idea disappeared. When I realised there were four of us it seemed too good an opportunity to miss - I'm making up for lost time and doing some of the things I didn't have the courage or chance to do in the past."
There's no time to say anything else because the doorbell rang and they went to let Tony in. Seconds later Martyn Wilcox pulls up on the driveway and it's his turn to kiss each of the women on the cheek; he hands over a bottle of red wine and some flowers he's brought.
Drinks are poured and they sit in the lounge. There is some small talk, but then Julie speaks.
"I think we need to be clear about a few things from the start just to make sure there's no confusion. Firstly nothing happens without the other persons consent; if anyone says no that has to be respected."
This is met by nods of agreement.
"Secondly there's no touching during the meal; I've gone to a fair bit of trouble with the food and I'm not having it wasted, so control yourselves - don't be impatient. Finally, and most importantly, there's no talking shop. I know we're all teachers, but tonight I'm really not interested in curriculum changes and the discipline problems with some of the Year 9 girls."
That breaks the ice nicely and everyone relaxes. However it isn't long before Julie asks them to go through to the dining room. Once they're in there she asks Susan to go through into the kitchen and help her with the starters.
Of course she doesn't really need any help because they're already prepared. Instead Julie helps Susan to slip off her navy blue dress and then Susan helps Julie remove her red dress. That leaves Susan in a turquoise bra and pants set, white lace-topped hold-ups and navy blue high heels. Julie is wearing a black bra and pants outfit, inset with some purple details, a black suspender belt, seamed black stockings and black high heels.
As agreed they each slip a chef's apron over the top. This partly hides their state of undress, but there is still a gratifyingly surprised and delighted reaction from the men when they enter. Starters are put in place and there is an element of striptease as the aprons are removed to reveal the jewels underneath.
"So that's why you were so insistent on no touching during the meal," says Tony with a wry smile.
"A wise precaution," Martyn adds approvingly. "Even so I'm not sure I'll be able to keep my hands to myself."
"As I said, be patient - it'll be worth it," says Julie with a cool, but tempting smile.
I'm sure it will Martyn thinks. The last few years had been pretty barren sex-wise, but tonight he was looking forward to the pleasure of two attractive young women. The only fly in the ointment was the presence of Tony Hardcastle; he was sure his fifty-four year old body would look decrepit next to Tony's and he was distinctly worried that in terms of sexual stamina he'd come a poor second. He was determined not to drink too much; he didn't want to be sagging when it was time to perform.
For his part Tony was looking at the two women with quiet masculine satisfaction. I've fucked both of these women and before tonight is over I'm going to fuck both of them again. He would be more than happy to do Julie again, but he was really focused on giving Susan a good fucking. That occasion in the Sports Hall had been memorable, but all too brief. Tonight he was going to savour her body. She really did look gorgeous in that turquoise underwear - her nipples and prominent dark aureole showed clearly through the lacy material.
Julie saw his gaze lingering on Susan, but shrugged off a twinge of jealousy. Tonight was going well. The food had been good and she'd designed the dessert as an introduction to the main purpose of the evening.
"Susan could you help me with the dessert?"
They went through into the kitchen, put the plates down and nodded in agreement. They hooked their thumbs into the waistband of their knickers and pulled them down and tossed them to one side. Their eyes met and they giggled like conspiratorial schoolgirls.
"Ssh," said Julie. "Don't let them hear. You pick up the fruit salad I'll take the cheesecake."
Julie led the way into the dining room and they stood side by side and faced the men.
"What would you like cheesecake or fruit salad?" Both men stared.
"Good god," said Martyn and gulped. His eyes were locked on two shaven pussies. He swallowed again. Perhaps it was a generational thing, but this was the first time he had ever seen a shaven pussy. Of course he'd seen photos, but he'd never seen one in real life before. Susan looked so tempting, her sex so wonderfully exposed. Her pubic hairs were naturally rather sparse, but now her pubic mound was a smooth, welcoming bulge.
"Fruit salad," he said and Susan put the bowl down on the table. Martyn reached in and picked out a strawberry. He looked at Susan.
"Press your breasts together."
She applied pressure from the sides and Martyn balanced the strawberry on her cleavage. He pulled her closer, then buried his head in her chest, licking and sucking vigorously at her breasts. Susan reached past him and picked a grape from the bowl, she slipped it into the entrance to her cunt and rolled it round. Martyn realised she was doing something between her legs and pulled his head away from her breasts so he could see. Susan popped the grape into his mouth and he tasted the mix of fruit and cunt.
"Would sir like some cream?" Julie asked, a dollop at the tip of her right index finger. While all the attention was on Susan she had removed her bra and now she took the cream and smeared it on an erect nipple. She sat on Tony's lap and reached up and offered a cream tipped nipple to him. Now it was his turn to lick and suck at a ripe breast.
Meanwhile Martyn was very clear what must come next. He was desperate to know what going down on a bald cunt would be like. He led Susan over to the settee, laid her down and thrust his head between her legs. The smooth, soft, almost baby-like flesh, the taste of love honey - it was completely intoxicating. His tongue probed into Susan's welcoming slit drawing gasps of pleasure from her. Once he moved on to her clit the pressure really built up and in another minute Susan was bucking violently as an orgasm ripped through her. Martyn couldn't contain himself any longer; hurriedly he pushed his cock into Susan's cunt, gave a few deep thrusts, then groaned and emptied his balls inside her. Too fast, too fast he thought, I've come too quickly, but it had been oh so sweet!
With Julie sat on his lap riding his cock Tony had a clear view of Susan being pleasured by Martyn. It excited and annoyed him in equal measure. The excitement was easy to understand - she looked fantastically sexy. The annoyance was because he wanted to fuck her and he wanted her now.
I'll just have to be patient he thought and redoubled his thrusts into Julie's silky depths. God this woman is so wet her love juices are running down and soaking my balls. He reached down and ran his finger round the slippery surrounds of Julie's cunt, then carefully, but quite forcefully he rammed his finger up her arse.
It was as though he'd pressed a button. Julie cried out, arched her back, then twitched fiercely as an orgasmic wave swept through her. It was too much for Tony and he gave a last couple of thrusts then clamped his mouth tight against Julie's and surrendered to the sensations as his cock jerked and jerked firing sperm into Julie's welcoming cunt.
It had been quite an opening, but everyone knew there was meant to be more. Again Julie took charge saying it was time for a rest, she was going to pop to the loo then she'd bring more drinks through. Susan waited for her turn then took her handbag to the loo.
Once she was seated she took out her mobile phone and tapped out a text message.
I'm naked, my tits are tingling, I've just been fucked and my pussy is full of another mans cum. Luv. Susan. xxxxx
She smiled, pressed the Send button and returned to the kitchen.
"Would you like a hand with those drinks?" she asked Julie.
"Please. And when we go back, would you like to sit with Tony and I will try my luck with Martyn."
Susan smiled. "No problem," she said. They returned to the lounge and relaxed. Julie was very happy, so far so good she thought and there's plenty of time for it to get better. She waited a few minutes then decided it was time to return their thoughts to sex.
"So Martyn do you like a shaven pussy?"
"Yes I do." Martyn smiled. "I like it very much." He reached out and ran his fingertips lightly across Julie's pubic mound. "Though there's certainly nothing wrong with a nice bush." His middle finger probed gently between Julie's cunt lips, teasing her slit and causing his penis to stir.
"Just out of interest, whose idea was it for you both to shave?"
"It was Susan's," said Julie.
"Really," said Martyn and he turned to Susan. "What a lovely idea - what prompted it?"
"Oh I happened to see that one of the girls had shaved her pussy and it occurred to me that it might be a nice surprise for you."
"How right you were," said Martyn, naturally assuming that she'd seen it in the school changing rooms, little realising that Susan had seen that shaven pussy as she stood voyeuristically in the shadows and moments before a young man plunged his stiff prick into it.
Susan was aware of a fresh flow of her juices and could see that the conversation was having the desired effect - both men were becoming erect again.
"Why don't you both kneel with your elbows on the settee," said Martyn. "I think that would be quite a sight."
"What do you think Susan?" Julie asked.
"I'd be happy to do that," smiled Susan. "I like a big cock fucking me from behind."
The two women knelt with their elbows on the settee. Martyn loved that most submissive of poses where a woman presents her cunt and ass and allows the man to take his pleasure. It was time to experience a new woman and he pressed his cock against Julie's cunt. One smooth thrust and she yielded to the rigid arrogance of his prick. At the same time Tony penetrated Susan.
Now the room was full of the sounds of sex. Flesh on flesh, the women gasping and groaning as their cunts were pounded. The men lost in the heady sensation of fucking an unfamiliar cunt. Both women came but the men ploughed on, fucking away. Then Tony buckled and cried out, his prick jerking as he pumped sperm deep into Susan. Martyn redoubled his efforts and seconds later Julie pushed back against him and smiled as she felt the lovely warm wet feeling as Martyn emptied his balls inside her.
They slumped together on the floor. Julie smiled - her plan to make up for lost time was going very well.
* * * * * *
Simon looked away from the TV and picked up his mobile phone. It was after midnight and he knew the text could only be from Susan; it would be the second of the evening.
Am leaving soon. Hav two mens cum in my married pussy. Love. Susan. xxxxx
Simon felt his penis stiffen pleasurably. Earlier that evening he had carefully shaved his wife's pussy, even though she had been quite emphatic that he would not be able to experience its delights until she returned from her night out. Finally his patience was about to be rewarded and he would soon have his cock inside his wife while she described in explicit detail how two men had just fucked the cunt he was now enjoying.
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* * * * * * * * *
I was a virgin when I met my husband Paul and throughout our twenty nine year marriage I have always been faithful to him and I'm pretty certain that he has been faithful to me.
The questions began several years ago. We were in bed making love and he asked me whether it was really true that he was the only man I had ever had sex with. I told him yes it was true. He then asked if there were ever idle moments when I wondered what it would be like to have sex with someone else. I said no I didn't think about it, and the conversation ended there. I didn't think too much about it - I assumed he was proud that he was the only person to have had me.
A while later he again asked me if I was ever curious about what sex with someone else would be like. Again I told him no, but he pushed it further, asking me if I ever wondered what it would feel like to have another man's prick inside me. I was a bit taken aback by that and asked him straight-out whether he wanted me to have sex with someone else. He backtracked very quickly and said he was just curious that was all, and then he rather obviously changed the subject.
After a while the questions returned and finally he admitted that the idea of another man making love to me was a big turn-on for him. I was very surprised, indeed shocked, by that. I'm a rather shy, conservative person and I found it difficult to get my head round the fact that my husband was turned on by the thought of someone else having sex with me. He insisted that he loved me, but said that wife watching (as it's apparently called) is a common male fantasy. He asked me whether I would ever consider a threesome or swapping with another couple, but I told him I wasn't interested and he didn't pursue it any further.
From time to time the subject did crop up again and we ended up using it as an agreeable fantasy. We would sometimes chat about scenarios which led to me having sex with another man while Paul watched and I must admit that it always got me very wet and invariably led to very exciting sex sessions.
Over the years I became not exactly receptive to the reality of the idea, but quite content with it as a fantasy. I think the closest I came to expressing a real interest was when I said to Paul that knowing I had his permission, then if I was in my thirties (as opposed to my late forties) and a very attractive man propositioned me, then I might just go for it. I did stress that he would have to be very attractive and Paul teased me saying that a man who was just "ordinary" attractive wasn't good enough for me. It became a bit of a joke between us and whenever we made up a story where I was fucked by another man then he was always described as "seriously" attractive.
Things continued in that vein for a few years until one day last summer when I went to a nearby shopping center. I wasn't looking for anything in particular, just spending a pleasant couple of hours browsing for clothes. As I was leaving one shop a man who was just entering held the door open for me. For just a fraction of a second we checked each other out. It was long enough for me to register that he was good looking, but I quickly moved on.
Soon afterwards I went into a greeting card shop and I noticed that the same man was already in there. I found myself behind him in the queue for the till and when he spotted that we had chosen identical cards he smiled and said "Snap".
I did wonder if he was going to try and initiate a conversation, but he simply made his purchase, gave me a quick smile as he turned away from the till and then left the shop. By then it was nearly lunchtime so I made my way to my favorite coffee shop and somewhat to my embarrassment I found the same man in the queue in front of me. This was the third time and when he realised I was stood behind him again I tried to laugh it off, assuring him that I wasn't stalking him.
"Don't worry," he said. " I'm not so vain that I think attractive women follow me round."
Anyway I got a coffee and sandwich, but when I looked round for a table I found they were all taken.
"I'm afraid I got the last one," said a voice and I turned to find the same man looking at me. "It's up to you, but you're very welcome to share if you want."
I hesitated for a moment and decided it was rude to refuse, so I put my food down and took a seat. He introduced himself as Mike and we made some polite small talk during which I learnt that he lived in the south and was up here on business for a couple of days. I made a casual reference to my husband quite early on in the conversation just to emphasise that I was married. He mentioned his wife and that reassured me a bit and I relaxed and enjoyed his company.
And he was enjoyable company. We didn't chat about anything in particular, but the conversation flowed without either of us having to make any effort. I guessed he was probably about thirty-five, which is a good age for a man - they've lost the impatience of youth, but are still the right side of middle-age.
I was almost sorry to drain the last of my coffee and tell him that I had to be making a move. To be honest if I was single I would have been hoping that he was going to ask for a date, but instead he asked me something else.
"Kim can I ask you something. I'll apologise in advance if it seems rude, I've no experience in these matters, but I feel I have to ask you."
"What?" I asked, my heart beating a bit faster than normal.
"Well we've got on well, there seems to be some connection between us and for me at least it's been a very pleasant break from everyday life. Hopefully it has been for you as well. I can't think of any way of asking this without being rather blunt - would you be willing to come back to my room with me?"
I was surprised by that. I wasn't offended and in truth I was flattered and a bit thrilled to be asked, but I knew I had to say no. I paused and then told Mike as gently as possible that in different circumstances I might have said yes, but the answer was no.
He accepted graciously, though he did say it was a pity and if I changed my mind he was headed back to room 2207 at the Marriott nearby. I stood up, we said our goodbyes, he gave me a peck on the cheek and I headed out of the coffee shop.
Walking down the precinct I found myself immediately attacked by a flood of thoughts. The overwhelming one was that I knew I had my husband's permission, so why hadn't I said yes. I was forty-nine and I wasn't going to get many more (if any!) offers like this one.
I paused and looked at my reflection in a shop window. I'm medium height with brown eyes, long, wavy dark hair, a 36D bust and quite a trim figure thanks to regular sessions at the gym. A lot of people tell me I could easily pass for being in my thirties so I hope it doesn't sound vain if I say that I don't normally worry about my looks.
I decided on a sort of compromise; I'd walk back round towards the coffee shop and if I bumped into Mike again then I'd let him chat me up. Of course I didn't see him and the table he had occupied was now empty. Disappointed I headed back to the car park.
I sat in my car and stared at the Marriott hotel across the way and thought of Mike in his room. From the signals my body was sending me there was no denying I was tempted. This is going to sound stupid, but what probably swayed my decision was that I had a nice set of lacy purple undies on, rather than the more everyday ones I often wear; the thought of a man undressing me to reveal a pair of baggy white knickers was a big turn-off. I hesitated a moment and then picked up my phone. Paul answered almost immediately.
"Hi. You remember you said that if ever I wanted to gain some experience it was fine with you. Does that still apply?"
"Why?" asked Paul, his voice instantly alert.
I went on to describe how I'd met and chatted to Mike and how he had invited me back to his room. I told him I was tempted - Mike was attractive, he'd asked me in a respectful way, hadn't been crude or too forward and the hotel was a nice one, not some seedy dive.
"It all seems to fit the bill," said Paul. "So there's really just one question left, is he ordinary attractive or seriously attractive?"
"Seriously attractive."
"Well I'd say go for it, but obviously it's up to you."
"Perhaps I'll go have a chat and see if I'm still tempted."
"Well if you go to his room he's going to expect more than a kiss and cuddle, he's going to want to have sex."
That was true. I couldn't go to his room half-heartedly, I had to commit myself.
"Do you mind if I go all the way?"
"No, but you have to do it because you want to, not for my sake."
I paused and thought.
"OK I'm going to drive round to the hotel, but don't be surprised if I chicken out and I'm back home in ten minutes."
"And if you're not back soon I'll know what you're doing," said Paul with a chuckle.
"And what will that be?" I asked wryly.
"Oh I expect you'll be laid in a nice crisp hotel bed with another man's cock in your married cunt."
Those explicit words only added to my already aroused state.
"I love you."
"I love you too," said Paul. "Have fun."
"Alright, bye."
I put my phone away, fastened my seat belt and started the car engine. It took less than a minute to reach the hotel car park and though it was busy I found a space without too much trouble. A group was checking in at reception, but I went across the lobby and after a short wait I was in the lift and then walking along the second floor corridor.
Stood outside room 2207 I took a deep breath because in reality this was my last chance to back out. I raised my hand and it was trembling slightly, but nevertheless I gave a confident knock on the door. A muffled voice asked me to wait a minute and then Mike opened the door. He looked surprised, and then pleased, to see me. As soon as I was in the room he put his arms round my waist.
"I hoped you would come, but I honestly didn't think that you would. But I am glad that you're here."
He stooped and kissed me. At first it was just our lips, but then our tongues met and it became more passionate. Almost from the start one of his hands roamed across my backside and the other one soon began to explore my breasts. He unfastened a couple of buttons on my blouse and slipped his hand inside. I shuddered with pleasure as he squeezed and kneaded my breasts. We broke for air and Mike looked me in the eye.
"Can I get one thing out of the way at the start, I've had the snip, so I'm safe, but if you prefer I'll use a condom; it's your choice."
"It's alright," I said. " I don't like condoms, they spoil things, bareback will be fine." I ran my fingers through his hair and whispered in his ear, "I want to feel you come inside me."
Mike undid the remaining buttons on my blouse and slid it off my shoulders. Out of the corner of my eye I could watch our reflections in a mirror as Mike unfastened the clasp on my bra. It was surprisingly arousing watching myself being undressed by a man who was virtually a stranger. I was soon topless and Mike began to lick and nuzzle at my breasts. One of his hands squeezed my bum while the other one touched my knee then slid up the inside of my thigh.
It was one thing to allow Mike to feel and kiss my breasts, but much more serious to allow him to touch my pussy. However I did want to allow him intimate access and with only the slightest of hesitation I parted my legs. Before my husband there had only been two boys (you couldn't really call them men) who I had allowed to touch me there, so it was very exciting to have another man at my most private place.
Now my stomach churned with excitement as Mike gently rubbed my pussy through my knickers. I knew that my love juices were in full flow and Mike must have been aware of just how damp my knickers were.
He surprised me by removing his hand, undoing the button on my skirt, unzipping it and allowing it to fall to the floor. Now his hand slid inside my knickers and I parted my legs, anxious for Mike to touch my sex. He ran a finger along my cunt and then probed into me. He slid easily into my silky wetness, before sending another finger in to join the first. Writhing with pleasure I started to unbutton his shirt. As soon as his shirt was off Mike backed me towards the bed. He laid me down on it, tugged at my knickers and then quickly removed them.
His head went between my legs and I shivered as his tongue ran along my slit and then probed into me. He shifted his aim slightly and began to excite my clitoris at the same time as he struggled to remove his trousers and pants.
My husband was the only man who had ever gone down on me and although I enjoyed it I invariably saw it as relatively brief foreplay; I never wanted to delay too long before moving on to the main course and getting his prick inside me.
It was the same with Mike. After a couple of minutes I shuffled up the bed, forcing him to disengage. I spread my legs wide and offered my cunt to him. He moved eagerly between my thighs. I reached down and took hold of his prick; you must remember that the only prick I had ever touched or seen was my husband's, so I was keen to see how Mike's compared.
I was very impressed with the firmness of his erection, but I'm not going to pretend he was supremely endowed with a massive cock which stretched my inexperienced pussy. The truth is he felt "normal" to me - in other words plenty big enough to give me pleasure.
Having touched and fondled his cock I was now intent on guiding it to its target. I placed it against my pussy lips and gently rubbed the head against me to get some of my copious juices on him. I wanted to make sure that he went into me without any trouble, though I felt so wet that I was pretty certain it wasn't going to be a problem.
I released him and Mike understood that was the signal for him to penetrate me. Firmly, but gently he pushed into me and I gasped as after nearly thirty years of marriage my cunt lips parted and another man's cock slid into my previously faithful pussy.
At first he was quite gentle which was nice, but I prefer a good vigorous fucking, so I urged Mike to do it harder and faster. Of course he responded and I was soon pinned against the bed as he rammed into me. Not surprisingly the excitement was too much and, having warned me that he couldn't hold back, Mike gave a couple of brutal thrusts then a deep groan and I felt his prick jerk inside me and the lovely warm, wet feeling when a man floods you with sperm.
We lay there gasping for a while and then Mike rolled off me. A trickle of sperm oozed from my slit and onto the bed. We cuddled together in the spoons position and Mike cradled one of my breasts. It was warm and companionable. I had thought I might feel guilty, but I didn't and in fact I was hoping there was going to be more because I hadn't come yet.
Mike kissed gently at the back of my neck and I responded by rubbing my backside against his groin.
"You are so nice," he said. "I loved being inside you, it felt wonderful."
"Mmm yes I enjoyed it," I replied. "Your cock felt lovely inside me." We cuddled closer and I could feel his penis stirring. "Can I make a confession?" I asked. Rather warily Mike said yes. "You're only the second man I've slept with. Before today the only person who'd fucked me was my husband."
"Really!" said Mike. "Then why now, why me?"
"I guess I'm not getting any younger and I thought I ought to try it before it was too late. And anyway you're seriously attractive."
I turned to face Mike and cupped his balls. They'd already released one load inside me and if I had anything to do with it they were going to release another before too long. My hand slid upwards and began to stroke his shaft.
"Would you like to make love again?" Mike asked.
"Yes," I said, pushing his shoulder so that he was flat on his back. "But this time I get to go on top." I swung my right leg across, gripped his rapidly hardening cock and guided it towards my entrance. I bore down on him and rotated my hips so that his full length was embedded in me. I leaned forward and dangled my breasts in front of Mike and not surprisingly he lunged upwards and latched hungrily onto one of them. Now I could control the speed and rhythm of our fucking, but I could feel the pressure mounting and I wanted to cum in my favorite position.
"Will you take me from behind?"
"I'd love to," Mike replied.
We separated and I went down on all fours offering him my cunt in that most submissive of positions. Mike moved behind me, then I cried out as with one thrust the full length of his hot, hard cock disappeared inside me. Now it was just lustful fucking. Mike leaned round and began to play with my clit, I began to shake and shudder with a massive orgasm. Recognising this Mike speeded up, then suddenly we were both cumming, his cock pumping another load of sperm deep inside me.
We collapsed on the bed and lay speechless for a while. Finally I knew I had to make a move. I got dressed in a slightly dazed manner and kissed Mike goodbye. Neither of us looked to exchange phone numbers or anything like that, we both knew it was a one-off.
Five minutes later I was easing my car into top gear and speeding home along the dual carriageway. It was a slightly uncomfortable journey because Mike's sperm was leaking out of me and my knickers were very wet. Still I had to suppress a grin - I was an experienced woman and I was returning to my husband fresh from battle.
I pulled onto our drive, locked the car and went in through the kitchen door. I put my handbag down on the side and went into the lounge. Paul was sat there; he reached for the remote control and flicked the TV off.
"Hi, how did it go?" he asked.
"Fine." There was a pregnant silence.
"Well...?" he asked.
"Well what?" I teased.
"You know what I mean," he said with an amused smile.
"I had a good time if that's what you mean."
"And what did having a good time involve?"
I moved a few steps closer, took Paul's hand and placed it up my skirt. He felt my panties - they were wet. Not the damp panties of an aroused woman, but the wet panties of a recently fucked woman whose lover's sperm is still dripping from her cunt.
"Yes, I've been fucked."
"You'd better tell me what happened; begin at the beginning."
I kicked off my shoes, sat on the settee and swung my legs up so that my feet were resting on Paul's lap. I then told him how'd I'd met Mike, been attracted to him and ended up going to his hotel. When I described going into Mike's room, Paul stopped me and asked me to take my skirt off. I unfastened it and slid it off without standing up. I parted my legs to give Paul a clear view of the accusingly dark patch on the gusset of my knickers and then continued with my tale.
Describing all this was getting me aroused and I could see it was having the same effect on Paul. I ran my toes across the ridge in his trousers where his penis laid and told him how Mike had laid me down on the bed and removed my knickers. Paul reached across and mirroring the action he tugged at my knickers. I raised my bottom to make it easier for him and a pair of lacy purple knickers were tossed to one side.
Again I sat with my legs apart so Paul had a perfect view - my cunt lips were still gaping from the passage of Mike's cock and my pussy hairs were matted with a mixture of Mike's cum and my fuck honey. It was a sight he obviously liked because he unzipped his trousers and took his cock out. He asked me to place his cock against my cunt lips in the same way that I'd done for Mike, then I gasped as he slid smoothly into me.
So my husband fucked me as I described the pleasure of being fucked by another man. If this was a work of fiction I would embellish it by having Paul cum just as I described Mike cumming, but it wasn't like that. Paul got too excited and didn't last very long before he fired his sperm into my well fucked cunt.



In bed that night he asked me to tell him the details again. I did and inevitably it excited both of us and we ended up fucking again. If you had asked me to dream up a wild fantasy I would never have come up with a situation where my husband fucked me while I described how the cunt he was now enjoying had just been fucked by another man. I could almost imagine I was back in that hotel room again, but this was better - my husband's prick was powering into me while I was giving him a breathless description of Mike fucking me.
"He really fucked my cunt you know, he fucked my sweet married cunt. He rammed his prick into me and I was so wet. He told me I had a lovely fuckable cunt and I told him that I wanted him to fill it with his sperm."
It seemed so dirty, so wrong and out of character (I am honestly quite shy!) to be talking to my husband like that, but it was also the best sex we had ever had. It was the purest, most lustful fucking I'd ever experienced and I was out of control in a way that had simply never happened before.
Laid together afterwards Paul asked me if I would take a lover again.
"I might if you're still OK with it, but I wouldn't want to do it regularly. However I rather like the idea of being discretely promiscuous; you know, thoroughly respectable as far as all our friends are concerned, but just occasionally letting a virtual stranger fuck me. It would be a special treat and of course I'd only do it with someone who was seriously attractive."
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I saw a survey the other day which stated that the vibrator was the number one sex toy. I don't think it is; for me the camera is the number one sex toy.
I say that not because of the digital age we live in now (where every mobile phone includes a camera), but because of what happened to me in November 1987. Back then I was 26 and had been married to Paul for 6 years.
Earlier that year Paul had rather hesitantly asked me if I would be willing to pose for some photos for him. I was very dubious, assuming that he was simply copying a friend of ours, Mark, who had persuaded at least one of his girlfriends to undress and pose for him. Paul said that wasn't the case and he'd been wanting to photograph me for a while.
I reluctantly agreed and a week later I sat by our dressing table finishing my make-up. I'd insisted that he waited downstairs while I prepared myself. For that first session I wore a metallic green blouse, a black skirt which went to below my knee and black underwear including stockings and suspenders.
Although I'd been reluctant to do it I must admit I got a bit of a buzz from posing like this. I should add that I'm a rather conservative, modest person, so blatantly displaying my charms in a way that was "wrong" seemed very daring.
Paul took photos of me in various stages of undress including some explicit full frontal shots and by the end of the session we were both highly aroused and had very intense sex.
Rather naively I assumed this sort of photography was something that few other couples indulged in; perhaps understandably because I'd never seen any of the men's magazines with their pages of photos of Readers Wives (though I should stress that no photos of me were ever submitted for publication!).
So I got a bit of surprise when a work colleague Carole casually mentioned that she sometimes posed for photos for her husband Rob. I got on very well with Carole and we occasionally went out for a quiet drink at a local pub and once a month went out for a meal as a foursome with our husbands.
Carole's a bit more extrovert than I am and she didn't seem to see anything out of the ordinary in their photo sessions. We ended up having quite a giggle about it and it was oddly arousing having Carole tell me that the sessions always gave Rob a hard-on "like an iron bar".
In fact I was still fired up when I got home and as soon as I mentioned Rob and Carole's photo sessions Paul wanted to know more. I told him about the peach coloured French knickers which Carole had worn for their last session and we ended up fucking like a couple of randy rabbits.
I didn't think too much more about it, but a month or so later we all went to see a show in London and spent a night at a hotel afterwards. It wasn't a show the men were interested in seeing and we'd had a bit of a job talking them into taking us. One of the incentives we'd offered them was that in return if there was something they wanted to do then we'd be agreeable; little did we realise what they'd suggest.
We were sat in the hotel bar after the show and Rob asked whether we were still OK with them choosing something to do. Of course we both said yes.
"Good," said Rob. "Because Paul and I have been chatting and we want to do a joint photo session."
I think it's fair to say that caught us out. Rather hesitantly I asked them to explain what they meant because I couldn't believe that they were expecting me to undress with Rob watching and Carole to undress with Paul watching. But that was exactly what they had in mind. And they didn't just want to watch us, they wanted to take photos!
I immediately said no and Carole agreed with me. They wouldn't accept that and tried to convince us that it wasn't the big deal we seemed to think it was. We discussed it on and off for a while and didn't really make any progress and then I said I was going to the loo. Carole went with me and inevitably we had a chat once we were out of earshot.
Carole said they seemed dead set on it and suggested a compromise. She pointed out that we had both gone topless on holiday, so it wouldn't really be a big step if we allowed them to take topless photos of us. She emphasised that we weren't going to take our knickers off and if the men couldn't accept that then there was no deal.
I could see the logic in that and rather reluctantly I agreed to an offer of top half only. So we returned to the bar and put our proposal to the boys. They tried to talk us into removing our knickers as well, but we made it clear that was not negotiable. Eventually, with a shrug of their shoulders, they agreed and a date was set for a fortnight's time. We decided we'd go out for a drink beforehand, Carole commented that we'd probably need one to calm our nerves.
When the date arrived I decided to wear my red skirt and best white blouse, but under the blouse Paul got me to wear a red cleavage enhancing bra. I wasn't keen on the red bra, because I think a coloured bra under a white blouse is tacky, but Paul thinks it's sexy and with a bit of persuasion I agreed to it. He'd also bought me some rather classy black stockings and a nice new suspender belt.
About an hour before we were due to be picked up by Robert and Carole the phone rang. I answered and it was Carole. She was worried that her dress was too revealing so she didn't want to go out for a drink in a pub beforehand. I suggested we had a drink here instead and she was happy with that.
At eight o'clock the doorbell rang and Paul and I went to greet them. I must admit my main interest was seeing what Carole was wearing.
Her dress was definitely eye-catching by our standards. It was a halterneck and it was instantly obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra because it gaped very easily. Carole told me she'd bought it a while ago, but hadn't realised just how revealing it was and had never had the courage to wear it, and was still half-regretting the fact that Rob had talked her into wearing it tonight.
Paul had poured some wine for us and I noticed that he'd been quite liberal with the measures. I suspect that Carole and I drank more than we would have done in a pub; I know I felt very nervous and I'm sure Carole did as well.
At first the conversation was rather stilted, I think we were all very conscious of the forthcoming main event, but after a while, and doubtless helped by the wine, we started to relax. I could see that Carole had lost some of her self-consciousness about her dress, though I could also see that Paul was enjoying several tantalising glimpses of her boobs.
For my part I undid a couple more buttons than usual so I was displaying quite a bit of cleavage (I'm a 36D compared to Carole's 34C).
There was no rush because we had the whole evening, but when the clock struck ten Paul suggested it was time to take some photos. My nerves returned and that wasn't all, I could feel a definite moist arousal between my legs.
I should explain that I was a virgin when I met Paul and I've always been faithful to him (and I believe he has to me). Prior to Paul there had been a couple of boys (you couldn't call them men) who'd got their hands inside my knickers, but sexually I wasn't very experienced. So I suppose exposing my breasts to another man was quite a big event for me.
The first shots were completely tame – just ones of Carole and I sat on the settee. Then there were a few where you could see our stocking tops. Slowly we revealed more until our knickers came into full view. I blushed when Rob complimented me on the lovely red colour of mine.
They then took some side on shots of Carole stood with her palms flat against the wall. Her naturally revealing dress didn't need much adjustment so that most of her breasts were visible. I was surprised just how attractive and sexy she looked - it's not as if we're professional models. Both the men were fussing round her and it was clear that Paul liked what he saw and that Carole was rather enjoying showing him it.
I would have expected to feel a bit jealous, but I didn't; the fact that Carole was so relaxed helped to calm the nerves I was still feeling.
They soon turned back to me and Paul asked me to unbutton my blouse. They took various shots with my bra on display and I was manoeveured into positions which enhanced my cleavage. The next request was for me to take my bra off and I managed to slip it off without removing my blouse (a bit awkward but not really too difficult). That preserved my modesty for a little longer, but of course the moment soon came when I had to ease my blouse back on my shoulders so that my breasts were on full display.
I hope it doesn't sound vain but I'm secretly quite proud of my breasts. They're 36D and have very full, dark aureoles which Paul says makes them look very suckable. So even though I had some misgivings about letting Rob see them, there was a part of me which was happy to show them off.
It did however feel very different from being on a beach with lots of other topless women present. The damp feeling between my legs was becoming more pronounced, not least because of the appreciative looks I was getting from Robert. It was a completely novel situation and I felt out of my depth.
It wasn't long before I was asked to remove my blouse completely and Carole had to unfasten the halterneck on her dress. We then stood topless facing the men with an arm round each other's waist as the cameras clicked away. Paul asked us to turn and face each, which we did.
"Put your arms round each others waist and stand closer – so your nipples are almost touching," he guided us.
We did that, but in an awkward, self-conscious manner because we were very aware of the lesbian undertones to the pose. I've honestly never had any sexual contact with another woman so this was taking me well outside my comfort zone.
"Move a bit closer," Rob urged us. "So your nipples are touching," he added with a smile.
We pressed against each other; the soft firm weight of Carole's breasts was warm and comforting. There was brief, hesitant contact between our pubic mounds and then Carole took the lead and pressed her most intimate place against mine. It felt weird, I didn't exactly feel attracted to Carole, but I have to be honest and say that it added hugely to the intoxicatingly erotic atmosphere.
"You can kiss if you want," said Paul with a nervous, in fact rather clumsy laugh, and that broke the spell. We leapt apart, both of us declaring that we weren't interested in doing that. For a moment or two there was an awkward silence and Carole and I exchanged the briefest of looks.
Rob stepped in and asked Carole to remove her dress completely and if I was expecting her to hesitate then I was disappointed because she stepped out of it and casually tossed it to one side. Of course the next step was for me to remove my skirt and that made me feel very self-conscious.
We were now both topless and stood there in just knickers, stockings, suspenders and high heels. I felt rather embarrassed because my knickers were distinctly see-through and Rob couldn't have been in any doubt about the forest of dark curls at the top of my legs (I'm quite furry down there). At least I wasn't alone as Carole's white knickers were rather similar and you could clearly see her much sparser blonde pubic hairs (confirmation for Paul that she was indeed a natural blonde).
A few more poses followed, then I got a surprise when Paul suggested to Carole that he take a few shots of her in the dining room. He said a change of background would help, I suspected other motives.
When they had gone the atmosphere changed. Rob turned one of the lights off and said that we could relax a bit now that we were alone. He took a few more shots with me slightly bent over so that my tits hung down loosely. I was very aware that without even being touched my nipples were fully erect and, judging by the bulge in Rob's trousers, they weren't the only thing that was erect.
Rob then said he would like to try something a bit more daring. I warily asked what and he said he would like me to slip my knickers off. I pointed out that the agreement was the girls to keep their knickers on. He said he knew that, but what he had in mind was a couple of shots where I was laid back knickerless, but covering myself with my hands.
I thought about it and then said OK as long as he shut his eyes whilst I took my knickers off. Without a word he shut his eyes and I pulled my knickers down. I lay back on the settee, parted my legs slightly and put both hands down there so that I was modestly covered. I then told him he could open his eyes. He took lots of photos, all the time encouraging me by saying how lovely I looked.
After a while he paused and said that what he would really like was a couple of photos of me with my hands removed. I protested and said that would mean he was taking full frontal shots. Rob simply smiled and said, "I know."
I'm a naturally shy girl, but I was amazed at how the thought turned me on and I ached to expose myself to him. Turning my head to one side (I couldn't look him in the eye!) I slowly removed my hands and parted my legs wider. It was the first time anyone other than my husband had seen my pussy and my stomach was churning with lust and my pussy was wet and tingling.
Rob was taking more photos and saying how sexy I looked. Then he casually said that he didn't realise that I had such a lovely furry pussy. Well that just sent another wave of love juice surging to my cunt.
He asked me to turn over and I knelt on the floor with my elbows resting on the settee and my bum sticking up in the air. As I knelt there an unmistakeable sound came from the next room; Carole was moaning and groaning. I thought I was being forward, but she was fucking my husband. The thought that my husband was fucking my best friend in the next room really got me hot and bothered.
I knew that Rob must be able to hear and I was desperate for him to make the first move. For a few seconds I thought nothing was going to happen, then I moaned with anticipation as I heard him unzip his trousers. A couple of seconds later I was squealing with pleasure as the full length of his prick slid easily into my hot, wet cunt. I must have been very hyped up because I came much more quickly than normal and that took Rob over the edge. I do love the final extra deep thrust that a man gives when he cums and the lovely warm wet feeling as he pumps his sperm into your willing cunt.
We lay there for a while and then Paul and Carole came through. We went back to our respective spouses but we were obviously all still fired up because the kissing and touching started almost immediately. In no time Carole and I were knelt with our elbows on the settee while our husbands took us from behind. This was another first for me – the first time I'd had sex in the same room as another couple.
It was rather embarrassing (but also strangely arousing!) being fucked with Carole gasping and groaning next to me. I glanced across at her and her mouth was open in a perfect O, her eyes were half shut, the eyelids almost seemed to be weighed down with lust. It might have been embarrassing, but I have to be honest and say that it was also very exciting.
Both men came more or less at the same time and laid on the floor afterwards I reflected on another first – the first time I'd had sperm from two men in my pussy. By then it was late and we asked Carole and Rob if they wanted to use the spare bedroom. So they stayed the night. There was no suggestion of any more action as we were all too tired.
It was a weekend so there was no rush to get up on the next morning and we had a late leisurely breakfast. I was getting the odd glance from Rob and I could imagine he was looking at me and thinking "I've had her, last night I fucked her and fired my sperm into her lovely furry pussy."
The atmosphere was still quite fruity and Carole had borrowed a short robe of mine which ended well above her knees. When she bent over at the fridge Rob pulled the hem up and we all got a clear view of her pussy. Of course she was annoyed and rounded on Rob, but he just pulled her onto his lap and what had been a near fight suddenly became serious kissing and groping.
Sat just a few feet away I watched in partial disbelief as Rob wrenched the robe open and began to kiss and lick Carole's breasts. He soon moved on and Paul and I were treated to the sight (and sound) of Rob finger fucking Carole.
Of course it was too much for Paul. He stood up, grabbed my hand and said to Rob and Carole that we would be more comfortable upstairs. I wasn't too surprised when we all went in to our bedroom and Carole and I made no objection when the men looked at each other and said just one word, "Swap." Rob pulled my nightshirt off and bundled me toward the bed.
There were no preliminaries. He forced himself between my legs, moved his hips to find the right position, then gave a single brutal thrust which rammed his prick all the way into my sopping wet cunt. I cried out and arched my back, oblivious of the others. This really was harsh, animal sex. Rob had cum twice the previous night, so he had good staying power and was able to really ram it in to me. I am quite a submissive woman and I like the man to be in charge, especially during sex. The way Rob was just taking me in such a forceful, lust soaked manner was hugely exciting and it wasn't long before I shuddered and moaned as a major orgasm racked through me.
Only then did I become aware of my husband fucking my best friend just a foot away. Last night not much had been said, but now for some reason there was a sudden outbreak of dirty talk. Rob started it by telling me that I had a lovely furry slit and he loved my big tits. Paul immediately picked up on that and told Carole that he loved her tight cunt and she responded by urging him to give it a good fucking. It got very erotic, very quickly.
We lay there as the men pounded into us and I felt Carole reaching across, then her hand found mine and she gripped it feverishly. The connection between us was deep and intense, an extraordinary shared experience.
The room was full of the sounds of sex and then the men came in a powerful, noisy explosion. When he came Rob thrust really deep into me at the same time as he stuck a finger up my backside. Paul occasionally did that as a special treat because he knew I loved to feel him fingering my rosebud. When Rob did it felt like someone had pressed a button and another huge orgasm surged through me, leaving me dizzy and light-headed.
Afterwards we all lay in silence for quite a while – I think we were speechless at the passion that had just been released. But there was one other thing – Rob went to get the cameras and I don't know why, but we allowed them to take some photos with our recently fucked pussies on full display.
Rather surprisingly that was the only time we ever swapped with Rob and Carole. Not long afterwards Paul got a job in another part of the country and we moved away. We did keep in touch for a while, but then lost contact.
Paul made it clear that he would be willing to try swapping with another couple, but I said I would only do it if we found someone who ticked all the right boxes and somehow that never happened. So now, over twenty years later, I've still only been fucked by two men and one of those would probably never have happened if it hadn't been for the camera.
I do occasionally find myself wondering if Rob still has the photos from that night. Part of me worries that another man has very intimate photos of me, but there's another part of me which wonders if he ever looks at the final set of shots, lusts after my firm young breasts and admires my hairy slit with the tell-tale line of his sperm leaking from it.
I bet he does and I bet he jerks himself off thinking about my lush body. He's not alone because more than once I've got my vibrator out, thought back to that night and tried to remember the intense sensations as Rob groaned and fired his sperm into me.
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This story contains details of wife sharing, so please don't read it if that bothers you.
* * * * * * *
A month ago my wife Kim was invited to a friend's 40th birthday celebration. Angela planned to have a girly night at a hotel in a nearby town and Kim and four other women were invited.
Kim was uncertain whether to go or not as she's 49, so she's about ten years older than the rest of them and she had found that previous social events with this group were a bit noisier than she really liked. Not that they were particularly rowdy, but Kim is rather quiet and conservative and doesn't normally drink much.
However I told her she ought to go. It would give her a break from the domestic routine and provide a chance to relax and recharge her batteries. I think what swung the balance was when she found that she would be sharing a room with Angela. Although she knew the other women well (they were all involved in the parent teachers association for our local high school) she was definitely much more friendly with Angela than the others.
The plan was for them to check into the hotel early on the Saturday afternoon, spend a bit of time in the spa and pool, and then go out for a meal in the evening.
Kim isn't vain, but she does like to look nice and she asked my advice about what she should wear on the Saturday evening. They were going to a reasonably smart restaurant, so she had picked out a stylish dress which I thoroughly approved of.
"What do you think about underwear?" she asked, knowing that it's an area I normally take a keen interest in.
"Well you've a choice -- sensible or sexy -- which do you feel like?"
She said she didn't know which was best, so I suggested that as she had plenty of room in her case she might as well take both, then she could put on whatever suited her mood in the evening. She nodded in agreement to that and as well as some sensible, comfy underwear she also packed a lacy black bra and pants set, plus some lovely lace-topped hold-ups which I had bought her recently.
Not surprisingly I had a definite preference for the sexy underwear, but funnily enough I felt that Kim would be more likely to wear them if I left the choice to her and didn't try and tell her what to wear.
I was enjoying helping her pack and the idea of my lovely wife going out in a smart dress and with her best underwear on was distinctly arousing. After we had been married for several years I had rather hesitantly confided in her that I did sometimes fantasize about her having sex with other men.
She was surprised and rather shocked, but fortunately she wasn't actually upset. I should add that Kim was a virgin when I met her and throughout our nearly thirty years of marriage we have always been faithful to each other. Anyway she said nothing was ever going to happen, but the subject did crop up occasionally in our pillow talk and we seemed to settle on it as an agreeable fantasy.
The fact that Kim found it okay as a fantasy made me hope that one day it might actually be realized. Clearly this night out had the potential for something to happen and that was added to by a few bits of information I knew about some of the other women. I knew that Angela occasionally went out to clubs with Denise who was divorced. Bearing in mind that Kim had told me that Angela and her husband hadn't had sex for 18 months I found it hard to believe that there weren't times when things happened on those nights out.
So there was definitely a subtext to this night out and if nothing else I had a pleasant time mentally running through (and picturing!) the possibilities. Nothing was actually said, but I'm sure that Kim had at least an inkling of what I was thinking.
Anyway Kim set off to pick up Angela and one of the other women at lunchtime on the Saturday and as the hotel was only twenty miles away it wasn't long before I got a text saying they had arrived safely. The next I heard was in the early evening when my phone beeped.
All going well. Hotel is great. Off out for meal soon. Luv u. Kim. xxx
I tapped out a reply.
Good. I hope u have a lovely evening. What undies did u choose?
My phone soon beeped again and I smiled at the reply.
Trust u to ask that. I chose the sexy ones. xxx
Nice! Have fun!
After that I settled down to watch a movie. It was perfectly possible, indeed quite likely that I wouldn't hear any more from Kim, but nevertheless I kept my phone handy just in case. In the event it was getting on towards 11pm when it suddenly beeped again.
We're back at the hotel and there's a disco. Is it OK if I dance with someone?
Now that was interesting because Kim clearly wouldn't have bothered texting me unless she wanted to dance. So I replied leaving it up to her, but making it clear that she had my approval (though encouragement might be a better word).
Sure. Have a dance. Text me again if you get chance.
I hoped that Kim would realise that my request for her to text me again was basically me saying that if anything did happen I wanted to be kept informed. After that I settled down to wait. I surfed restlessly through several of the TV channels, but couldn't really watch anything. It was over half an hour before my phone beeped again.
I've danced with Mike a few times and he's trying to touch me up. Do u mind?
That did make my heart beat faster!
That's fine. I want u to enjoy yourself but txt updates if u can.
There was an almost immediate reply.
Thanks. Luv u. xxx
I sat there looking at my phone wondering what my wife was doing at this very moment. When she texted saying that Mike was trying to touch her up, I assumed that meant he had already touched her bum and bust outside of her clothing.
In a way that wasn't great intimacy, except that I knew that it was for Kim. In the last thirty years I was the only man who had kissed her and touched her. Untouched until now by any stranger she must have found the novelty of the situation hugely arousing (doubly so as it included the thrill of the forbidden). I could imagine that she was very wet, squirming beneath Mike's touch, responding to the messages her body was sending her, yet very aware that what she was doing was "wrong".
I was sure that Mike would be keen to explore. His hand would travel up the front of her dress. Kim would say no, probably push his hand away, but it would return and begin to trace a journey up her inner thigh. Still she would say no, but this time there would be no pushing his hand away. She would almost stop breathing when his hand reached her knickers and he would not be able to miss the unmistakeable message which her damp panties proclaimed. His desire would be intense as his fingers explored further. At this exact moment his fingers could be drifting across her lush pubic hair, before sliding down to their ultimate target. Parting her cunt lips and sliding his finger inside her I could imagine Mike thinking that he had to have her, he simply must fuck this lovely married pussy.
I stared at my phone; was that what was happening now? In the event there were another thirty minutes or so before the next message arrived.
Angela wants to take them upstairs. What should I do?
It's your choice but u have my permission. R u wet? Has he felt your pussy?
I am v wet. He has touched my pussy. Luv u. xxxxx
Now my imagination was in feverish overdrive. I had a vivid mental picture of two couples stumbling into a dimly lit bedroom. My wife's dress being removed. A stranger unfastening her bra and then licking and sucking her breasts. Hands removing those lacy black knickers, fingers delving between her legs and exploring her lush wetness. Then Kim on her back, legs spread wide and another man's cock sliding between her cunt lips and drawing an exquisite moan of pleasure from her lips.
After an hour I realised there weren't going to be any more texts so I went to bed. I couldn't resist reading through the messages again and tried to picture what was taking place twenty miles away. Had anything happened -- surely it must have? Perhaps the deed was done or at this exact moment was my wife gasping as another man groaned and pumped his sperm into her lustful pussy.
I jerked myself off and finally fell asleep to a pleasant mental image of my wife laid back satisfied, her pubic hairs matted with a mixture of love honey and cum and her cunt lips still gaping from the passage of her lover's cock. Not long afterwards my phone went for the final time that night and delivered the decisive message.
I've just been fucked. Luv u. xxxxx
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I watched as my wife applied the finishing touches to her lipstick and then turned to me.
"Right, I'm ready now, can you give me a lift?"
We headed downstairs and out to my car. It was then just a fifteen minute drive to the restaurant where Kim was meeting her boss. She worked as assistant credit controller at an engineering firm and her boss was moving to a new job in Scotland. There had already been an evening out with various of the work staff, but Steve intended tonight as a thank you to Kim for all her help during the four years they had worked together.
If you're already jumping to conclusions about the nature of their relationship then forget it. Kim was a virgin when I met her and although she was now 36 and no longer a naïve eighteen year old, she was still rather conservative and I had no reason to doubt that she had been faithful to me (as indeed I had to her).
In fact I often wished she would be more adventurous. She did like sex, no question of that, but she was rather inhibited and anything other than plain vanilla sex was greeted with a degree of suspicion.
After we had been married for several years I initiated a conversation about sexual fantasies and that in turn led to me suggesting that we try swapping with another couple. Kim immediately vetoed that and when I said that a threesome with another man might be interesting she was shocked and said no.
Kim had said that there wasn't anything she fantasised about, but several months later we went to the movies and saw The Accused. It includes a rape scene which I found very harsh and said as much to Kim afterwards. To my surprise my shy, conservative wife said that it had turned her on. Naturally I questioned her about this and she rather haltingly confessed that she did occasionally fantasise about being taken very forcefully by a dark handsome stranger. It wasn't exactly rape she said, but her suspiciously feeble protests would be brushed aside as the stranger took his pleasure. She insisted that it was just a fantasy and that she had no interest in the reality (and I'm sure that was the case), but nevertheless it was an intriguing development.
I think that's what really sparked my interest in watching while Kim had sex with another man. I'd had vague ideas about it floating around in the back of my mind for a while, but after Kim's confession those thoughts became much more focused and I began to see it as a possibility, rather than an unachievable fantasy.
The subject was mentioned from time to time and Kim came to accept that it was a definite turn-on for me. Nevertheless she made it clear that while she wasn't averse to it as a bit of fantasy pillow talk, she wasn't interested in turning it into reality.
So that was the background to tonight and as we drove to the restaurant I think we were both aware that during the fifteen years of our marriage this was the closest we had ever been to Kim going out on a date with another man.
I was sure Kim was conscious of it because she seemed rather nervous and chatted a bit more brightly than she would normally have done. Perhaps that reflected a level of excitement about tonight, and if it did that was fine by me.
I should perhaps add that I'm forty two, so six years older than Kim, while Steve is thirty-nine. I've met him a few times and he's a very pleasant, likeable guy. I know he thinks very highly of Kim, not least because she's very conscientious and good at her job. However Steve has been divorced for at least six years and I was sure there must have been times when he looked at this beautiful woman who was working for him and wondered what it would be like to go to bed with her.
It would be surprising if he didn't because Kim was very attractive. Her looks were much better than average – a beautiful face, long dark curly hair and a lovely figure with superb 36D breasts.
So I was delivering my wife to another man for something that whilst perfectly respectable, did have more than a hint of a "date" about it. There was no question that Kim had dressed the part. Not that she looked even remotely slutty; she'd chosen a very smart blouse and skirt, but for underwear she'd picked a lacy black bra and pants set and some lace-topped stockings which I had bought her and which were only used on special occasions.
We arrived at the restaurant just as the taxi which had brought Steve was leaving. So we shook hands and I was able to have a brief word with him. I repeated what I'd already said to Kim that if he wanted to avoid the hassle of a taxi home then the spare room at our house was available. He thanked me for that and said it probably wouldn't be necessary, but he would bear it in mind.
I gave Kim a peck on the cheek and she confirmed that she would ring later when she wanted picking up. Driving home I couldn't help thinking back to Kim sat at her dressing table smoothing her stockings into place with that wonderful sensuous motion which women often use. What was it about stockings that was such a turn-on? There really is nothing better than sliding your hand across the sheen of silky stockings, onto soft warm flesh and finally a welcoming pair of damp panties.
Would Steve get the opportunity to discover that Kim was wearing stockings? I very much doubted it, but there was a definite pleasure in mulling over the possibility of it happening. Let's face it they were effectively on a date, they were away from their normal work surroundings and dressed in a way that recognised that. The novelty of the situation was bound to register quite strongly with both of them.
Steve would have to be brain-dead not to be aware that he was dining with a very attractive, very bedworthy woman. That much was obvious; I found it more intriguing to consider my wife's behaviour. Without going over the top she had prepared herself quite carefully for tonight; if she was single and it had been a straightforward date then her preparation probably wouldn't have been any different.
Was she sat now enjoying a bit of mild flirtatiousness between herself and Steve, aware perhaps of an unmistakeable moist arousal between her legs?
I must admit I spent a fairly restless evening surfing between different TV channels and never able to concentrate on anything for very long. Eventually the phone rang and Kim asked if I could pick them up.
"Steve would like to take us up on that offer of a bed for tonight. Are you sure that's OK with you?" I was happy to assure her that it was fine by me.
Driving to the restaurant I had to remind myself not to read too much into this. It might sound very hopeful to me, but equally I could be reading far too much into what was simply a matter of convenience.
When I got to the restaurant Kim and Steve came out almost immediately. I held the rear passenger door open hoping they would get in together, but that point was lost on Kim who told Steve to go in the front and she would go in the back. If that was a minor setback the obvious plus point was that they had clearly had a good evening. There was nothing specific, but you couldn't miss the happy, relaxed atmosphere that surrounded them.
The drive home passed fairly quickly. I followed the conversation carefully listening for any hints of attraction between them, but couldn't really detect anything. However it was obvious that Kim had had a bit more to drink than normal. Not that she was drunk, but she did seem a little "over-relaxed". I found out that she had had a glass of wine whilst waiting in the bar area, then they had ordered a bottle of wine with the meal and Kim had drunk most of it.
I reckoned that was probably an ideal amount, enough for her to shed some of her inhibitions, but not so much that she became ill (which I had seen just once before).
Once we were home I opened a bottle of wine and we sat down in the lounge and had a very relaxed conversation. I'd made sure the main lights were off and had left on a fibre-optic lamp whose changing colours gave the room a soft, warm light.
There was some chat about Steve's move and the huge distance between Kent where we were now and his new job in Glasgow, but all the time I was looking for an opportunity to steer the conversation into more intimate areas. I did wonder if I could slip in some mention about Kim wearing stockings, but a suitable opportunity never seemed to arise and it seemed clumsy to just blurt it out.
In the end I realised the obvious thing was to put some music on. So I picked out one of Kim's favourite CDs with a slow, sexy number which I know she loves. True to form when that track came on it immediately had her attention. Neither Kim nor I are anything much as dancers, but she does have a weakness for shuffling round to a smoochy number.
So I asked her to dance and with only a brief hesitation we started shuffling round the floor together. I didn't wait too long before suggesting that Kim ought to have a dance with Steve.
"Have a go with Steve, it might be the last opportunity you get" was how I put it. The ambiguity of my words wasn't lost on Kim because our eyes met briefly and there seemed to be a flicker of recognition about the situation I was trying to coax her into.
Anyway it was now Steve's turn to shuffle round with her and he chose not to take any risks, placing his hands on her hips while she put hers loosely round his back. My mouth felt strangely dry and I could feel my heart beating much faster than normal, but I managed to make the words sound reasonably casual.
"You can kiss her if you like – it might be the last opportunity you get." Steve looked at me quite sharply and I simply winked in reply. There was a moment's puzzlement and then he smiled. He was probably unsure exactly what I had in mind, but clearly he was happy to find out. He leaned in towards Kim and kissed her briefly, but firmly on the lips, then he leaned in and kissed her again, this time a proper, longer kiss.
Kim had stopped shuffling round and stood there rather stiffly, not responding to his kiss, but not doing anything to stop or even discourage him. I thought that was distinctly hopeful. The kissing continued and Kim was starting to respond, but I felt that if this was going to develop in the way I wanted then I would have to provide some encouragement.
I moved in behind Kim and began nuzzling at the back of her neck. That surprised her and she made an attempt to break off from kissing Steve, but he pulled her back to him. My next step was to start fondling her backside. She stiffened when I did that, but fortunately there was nothing more. Her legs were slightly parted so I took the opportunity to aim my caresses more centrally and Kim must have realised that was a clear signal of my intention to target her pussy. It should have been clear that wasn't going to be just a kiss and a cuddle, it was going to be much more intimate.
Having her skirt in the way was a nuisance, so I slid my hand inside and pushed it between her legs. Her panties were very damp and my intention to begin by caressing her through her knickers was swiftly overtaken by a more basic desire. I pulled her knickers aside and slid a finger into her pouting slit.
She broke off from kissing Steve and gasped no. Suddenly there was a lot of movement. Kim was trying to wriggle free, Steve was attempting to carry on kissing her and I was trying to pen her in from the rear.
My hands slid round to the front and I managed to get a couple of buttons on her blouse undone before she realised what I was doing.
"No, no, stop it, that's enough," she wailed, but I pushed and fumbled and another button popped open. Her blouse gaped and Steve must have had a clear view of her breasts enclosed in the flimsy lace of her bra. Her hands pushed mine away, but I came back more determined and held her arms tight against her side.
"Undo her blouse," I told Steve and he hastily fumbled with the few remaining buttons until her blouse was fully open. His hands went straight to her breasts and he squeezed and fondled them. He pulled one bra cup down, lowered his head and began to suck on her nipple.
"Steve, don't," Kim demanded wriggling and pushing. All three of us staggered backwards against one of the chairs. I couldn't stop myself falling onto the chair, but pulled Kim back with me; it was all very messy and in another couple of seconds we were on the floor.
It was relatively simple for me to move behind Kim, pin her arms down and keep her trapped on her back.
"No, Steve, no," she pleaded, but I just nodded to him and he pushed her skirt up round her waist. A pair of skimpy black panties and some beautiful lace-topped stockings were now on display.
"Rip them off," I urged him. Steve grabbed hold of one side with both hands, Kim made a last attempt to stop him, but there was a harsh tearing sound. Then he switched to the other side, another tearing sound and Kim's torn panties were tossed carelessly aside.
Kneeling between Kim's spread thighs Steve unzipped his trousers, hurriedly pulled his undies down, allowing an impressively erect cock to spring into view. There were no preliminaries, he moved between Kim's legs as I continued to hold her down. Then he thrust forward and Kim cried out as after fifteen years of marriage her pussy finally yielded to another man's cock.
"Oh God Kim you are so juicy," he groaned. Kim grimaced and gasped as he drove into her. I relaxed my grip on her shoulders, moved back and sat on the settee.
It was surprisingly difficult to accept the reality of the scene in front of me. My wife laid there, her hair and clothes dishevelled, a bra cup hanging down to reveal one of her breasts and of course her boss between her legs ramming his cock in and out of her married pussy.
"You can't believe how much I've wanted to do this," said Steve. "The number of times I've dreamt about it, fantasised about fucking you."
"What - you mean you've always fancied me."
"Oh God yes. That last day at work was murder, I just wanted to push you face down across my desk, rip your knickers off and ravish you."
I got the definite impression that Kim was surprised and excited by that. Her body began to move against his, it was no longer a case of Kim laid there submissive and immobile, now they became two bodies moving as one. The feeling obviously got to Steve because he said he was going to cum.
"Is it OK if I cum inside you," he gasped. Kim hesitated, so I stepped in.
"Yes, she's safe, fill her cunt with your sperm." The pace of their fucking increased and then they were both gasping and groaning. Kim shuddering her way through an almighty orgasm, Steve groaning as a final brutal thrust took him deep into Kim's core and he emptied his seed into her welcoming cunt. That was it, the decisive moment, my wife's faithful pussy finally receiving a load of sperm from another man.
The deed was done and Steve lay gasping on top of my wife. I had often wondered what the reality would feel like because let's be honest these things often can't live up to your fantasies. I must admit there was a residual feeling of disappointment - this shy perfect girl could never be the same again. There was no going back, another man's cock had slid between her cunt lips and pumped burst after burst of sperm into her.
It's odd that even though Kim was thirty-six I felt that night marked the end of her youth. She was no longer a shy, faithful wife, she was now an experienced woman.
I began to undress. In my fantasies after the other man had fucked her it had then been my turn to have her. Did I still want to do that? To follow where another man had been. Yes I did, it was my duty and privilege to add another load of sperm to the store inside her pussy.
As soon as I was naked Steve moved to one side. Kim lay unmoving, both her breasts were exposed now and her skirt formed a thin belt of material round her waist. But of course most of my attention was focused on her lower half. Somewhat to my surprise she made no attempt to close her legs, but lay there in a careless, almost challenging pose. A trickle of sperm was escaping from her pussy and running down the crack of her backside. Her cunt lips had been spread by the passage of her lover's cock and her bush glistened with the love honey which had eased the entry to her lush slit.
Nothing was said as I moved above Kim. She was stationary, almost motionless with a serious expression on her face. In a sense the decisive action had already occurred – another man's prick had entered the temple she had faithfully preserved for her husband.
However what was about to take place seemed at least as important as what had already occurred and judging by Kim's earnest expression her feelings were similar. There was certainly no sense that me fucking her was secondary or an anti-climax. Our eyes were locked on each other, nothing was said, but there was an intensity of contact which neither of us could break.
My balls were heavy with their load and my cock was generating a heat and sensitivity which I had never felt before. I took a deep breath, aware of just how excited I was. A minor adjustment and my cock was resting against her cunt lips. Very slowly and very gently I penetrated her. I wanted to prolong the moment, to savour the feeling. Her cunt felt different there was no question of that – she was very wet, but the passage of Steve's cock had opened and spread Kim's pussy.
As my cock disappeared slowly into Kim her head fell gently backwards and a long, drawn-out sigh escaped into the room. Our fucking was incredibly gentle, quite unlike any previous occasion. There was no thrusting, no ramming it into her, it was almost like we were moving in slow motion.
Even so the pressure was incredible and I realised that holding back was impossible. I kissed Kim deeply, passionately, my mouth clamped down hard on hers as my cock jerked and jerked inside her firing several bursts of sperm to add to the load Steve had left in her cunt.
We clung to each other and as my cock began the inevitable retreat I knew I would have to move, but was unsure what was going to happen next. Steve made the decision for me, he picked his jacket up, said a quiet goodnight and left the room.
Kim and I followed him soon afterwards. Neither of us seemed to know what to say, I asked her if she was OK and she simply said yes. In bed I leaned across and kissed her goodnight, the warmth and openness with which she returned my kiss was quite a relief. I wanted to talk to her, to ask how it had felt, but sensed this wasn't the right time, perhaps in the morning I thought.
If I expected to stay awake thinking about what had just happened then I was wrong. I feel asleep fairly quickly and woke to find the bedroom curtains illuminated by the morning sun. Kim was asleep alongside me and I had time to assess the events of last night.
Yes I had forced Kim to let Steve have sex with her, but if she had wanted to stop us I was sure she would have made it very clear. She's five foot six and her regular visits to the gym mean she is relatively strong for a woman. Clearly two men could overpower her, but not without much more of a struggle than had taken place. I was sure she wasn't upset with me – that last kiss had been far too warm and loving to be interpreted any other way.
If I'd left it up to Kim last night then I don't think anything would have happened. She's not one to initiate events. I know she prefers a submissive role and likes the man to take a lead. Well I'd certainly taken charge last night and it had definitely worked.
I thought back and had a vivid mental picture of Kim laid there on our lounge floor her legs spread and Steve groaning as he pumped sperm into her pussy. My cock was like an iron bar and I had an overwhelming desire to fuck the beautiful woman asleep next to me.



Would she be up for more sex this morning? Hopefully she would, in fact the old cliché about striking while the iron's hot came to mind.
I only had to wait another few minutes and then Kim woke. She took a minute or two to come round and then asked me whether we were going to get up. I must admit that although I spoke in a casual manner my heart was pounding away when I suggested that she ought to go wake Steve. She seemed puzzled by that.
"Why should I wake him? He's a guest, isn't he allowed to sleep in?"
"Normally yes, but I'm sure he'd love to see you."
"To see me? You mean...?"
"I want you to go through ask him what he would like for breakfast, but you have to go into his bedroom naked."
I'll cut a long story short by saying that she insisted she wouldn't do it, whilst I was equally insistent that she must. In the end she stalked off to the en-suite. She used the loo, but then washed quickly and brushed her teeth. I decided that there must be a reason for ensuring that her breath was fresh, so I ambushed her when she came out and marched her to our bedroom door.
I told her to go to Steve and to be sure to leave his bedroom door open. Close to tears she headed along the corridor, but kept looking back at me. I realised she felt very self-conscious being watched by me, so I went back into our bedroom.
I stood and waited and could hear words being spoken, though it was impossible to tell what was being said. I retraced my steps and stood by the doorway. It was almost silent. I strained to listen and heard a couple of vague noises which could have been anything. But then after a couple of minutes there was an unmistakeable sound - the gasp of a woman whose pussy has just surrendered to the rigid arrogance of an erect cock. The creaking noises made it clear that the bed was taking a pounding. Then there was some conversation followed by a distinct change in the noises. I moved cautiously along the corridor and peered through the crack between the door and the frame.
Steve was laid on his back with Kim squatting above him, she had her back to me and as she pivoted lower the impressive girth of his engorged member sank deep into her cunt. She then raised herself up until most of his cock was visible before sinking back down again.
I watched fascinated as his cock disappeared in and out of my wife. Even in the dim light his shaft glistened with love juices - Kim was obviously in full flow, her pussy producing an abundance of fuck honey. I wondered what she felt like having an unfamiliar cock slide in and out of her pussy.
Of course in that position Kim's thighs were doing all the work and after a couple of minutes she asked to switch. They rolled over with supple energy and my wife spread her legs. Steve mounted her, but my view of her face was blocked so I couldn't see her reaction when his prick slid back into her, but there was no mistaking her sharp intake of breath and the gasp of pleasure.
"Oh God you've got a sweet cunt," Steve gasped.
"And you've got a very nice cock."
"And where is my cock."
"It's in my pussy and it's giving it a good fucking." This dirty talk obviously encouraged Steve because the strength and tempo of his thrusts increased. I had a clear view of his cock ramming into her, his tight balls poised to release another load inside her.
Kim began to gasp and moan and I realised she was about to cum, her legs were held above Steve's back and they began to tremble and shake as an orgasm overwhelmed her. This encouraged Steve and the fervour with which he ploughed into her increased. Then suddenly he pushed his shoulders up, locked his arms and gave a ferocious groan, like a tree being torn from its roots. His body was clenched in a rigid pose and I realised that almost the only part of him moving was his cock, deep inside my wife's body, pumping sperm into her lustful pussy.
When Steve levered himself upright I had a clear view of Kim's face and there was a look of almost contorted anguish on it. Her hair was hopelessly dishevelled, her eyes were screwed tight, but her mouth was open wide, orgasmic gasps escaping her as she milked the last drops of semen from Steve's cock.
Steve held that upright pose for a little longer then collapsed on top of her. My cock was throbbing and I knew that a couple of strokes would take me over the top, but I struggled to control myself and returned to our bedroom.
I don't know how long I waited, it felt like quite a while but probably wasn't. I heard sounds then Kim came into the bedroom. She paused in the doorway and there was a moment where our eyes met and we both acknowledged what had just taken place. Her face was flushed and in a self-conscious gesture one hand half covered her pussy, while the other moved towards her breasts. It was almost as if she was trying to hide her nakedness. As far as I was concerned it just drew attention to the fact that a few minutes ago another man had been sucking and licking her breasts and an unfamiliar cock had pumped sperm into her married pussy.
I threw the covers back and she slid into the bed. She spread her legs and I knelt between them. Her cunt lips were gaping from the passage of her lover's cock and there was a trickle of sperm running down her slit. I leaned forward and my cock slid easily into her. I was pretty hyped up and saw no reason to hold back, Kim had been fucked twice last night and again this morning so I thought she might well appreciate it if I came quickly.
That was no problem – her lush pussy drew me in and it wasn't long before I groaned and my cock jerked, sperm pumping into her and mixing with the load Steve had left a few minutes earlier. I eased myself off her and we lay together.
I asked her what happened in Steve's bedroom and she explained that she went in and Steve was already awake. He might not have been awake long because he didn't react immediately, but just stared at her.
"Then he drew back the bed covers in an obvious invitation. He was naked and I couldn't help it, my eyes were drawn to his cock. It had been inside me last night, but I hadn't really seen it. The only cock I've ever seen is yours, so I was curious to see what Steve's was like. The weird thing was that it was semi-erect and growing visibly while I looked at it. The knowledge that this big, solid masculine thing was growing because of me was a huge turn-on, and I was very aware that it was soon going to be inside me.
Anyway I got in the bed and Steve moved between my legs. There were no preliminaries, we were both very excited, so he slid his cock into me and fucked me."
"Did he make you cum?"
"Yes."
"And he came didn't he?"
"Yes he came, but it felt very different. When you come you tend to give one final huge thrust and then come. Steve kept thrusting all the time, it felt like there was a thrust for each burst of semen he fired into me, and there were quite a few, he seemed to cum for a long time."
That description had got me pretty aroused, but I knew it wasn't the time for more sex. Kim and I got dressed and went downstairs and Steve appeared soon afterwards. I must admit the atmosphere at breakfast was a bit awkward. None of us knew how to acknowledge the intimacy which had taken place and that made us all very self-conscious.
Perhaps that was why Steve left relatively soon after breakfast. I offered him a lift to the station and Kim came out to the car to see him off. Our neighbour was out messing with his car, but the brief hug and peck on the cheek which was exchanged between Kim and Steve gave no clue about the events of last night and this morning.
As we stood exchanging a few final words I noticed our neighbour looking at Kim in a slightly odd way. I checked her out and suddenly realised that a dark stain was spreading accusingly across the crutch of the green canvas trousers she was wearing. She always wipes herself after sex, but sperm can take a while to leak out and this time there must have been so much inside her that it had soaked through her knickers and trousers.
Anyway I couldn't really say anything about it, so Steve and I left for the station. Obviously we did chat in the car, but nothing very specific was said. Steve thanked me for having him and said he hoped it would be OK if he got in touch and let us know his new address once he was settled in Glasgow. I said that would be fine.
When I got back home Kim was emerging from the shower. She'd realised the leak that had occurred and was pretty mortified about what conclusions our neighbour might have drawn, but I told her it really didn't matter. He could think what he liked, but he didn't know what had taken place. In a way it was rather funny – Kim stood there, seemingly perfectly respectable, but with two men's sperm leaking from her pussy.
Anyway I was going to tell her that Steve had asked if he could get in touch and I'd said that was fine. I wondered what her reaction would be to that.
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Airport departure lounges are contradictory places. On the one hand there is a sense of glamour about them – they're your gateway to jet off somewhere exotic. Sadly the reality is a functional, low cost room where you're herded together with your fellow travellers in an area scuffed and stained by the thousands who went before you.
However previous flights I'd taken had always been on holiday with my husband and this was the first time I had ever flown on my own so there was a certain novelty in the situation. I glanced around at my fellow travellers. They were a mixture of singles and couples, no families, so thankfully no noisy, fractious children. A man in a business suit tried to make eye contact with me, but I made a point of looking elsewhere. If he had known the agenda for my weekend away then he would have realised that his chances of picking me up were nil.
My thoughts about the coming weekend were interrupted when a woman in her thirties, so about the same age as me, asked if she could beg a favour. I asked what and she said she had promised to ring her husband from the departure lounge, but her phone had a flat battery. Could she borrow mine for a single brief call? Of course I said yes and after a quick word with her husband she handed the phone back to me.
She introduced herself as Helen and I invited her to sit with me. She explained that it had been a hectic day and she was late setting off for the airport, so it had been a stressful start to her journey. She was on her way to see her brother who was in hospital recuperating after an operation for kidney stones. She told me a bit about her brother who used to live near her in London but had then moved to Glasgow. She was chatty, but very pleasant with it and of course after a couple of minutes she asked me what was taking me to Glasgow - business or pleasure?
I could have lied, but somehow that seemed rather pointless, so I said it was pleasure. I explained that I was seeing a friend, my former boss who moved to Glasgow three months ago. There was no mistaking the puzzled expression when she realised that my "friend" was a man; she had obviously seen my wedding ring and I could almost see the wheels turning in her head. Her next question was put very casually, but was clearly intended to extract some vital information.
"Which hotel are you staying at?"
They say that confession is good for the soul and I had an overwhelming desire to tell the truth. I am basically an honest person, but I don't think a desire to be truthful was my real motivation for confiding in Helen. I suspect that on this occasion I wanted to show off a bit, to stress my transition from dull housewife to glamorous lover.
"I'm not, I'm staying at Steve's flat."
"At his flat? But doesn't your husband mind?"
"No, not at all. He thoroughly approves, in fact when Steve invited me to spend the weekend with him Paul encouraged me to go."
"Isn't he worried something will happen?"
"It's a bit late for that - it already has."
"It already has! You mean...?"
Fortunately there was no one sat near us so I was able to tell Helen how Steve and I became lovers at Paul's instigation. I hadn't the courage to tell Helen exactly what happened. I would never forget that decisive evening and Paul holding me down while Steve ignored my protests and ripped my knickers off. Prior to that Paul had been the only man I'd had sex with, but Steve had fucked me once that evening and again the following morning when Paul had insisted that I go to his bedroom.
I'm quite a conservative person and the thought of taking a lover had never appealed to me. My lack of experience hadn't bothered me and I'd said to Paul that one man was probably very like another. Well that night with Steve had changed things. I wouldn't have done it if Paul hadn't virtually forced me, but I had to admit that I had enjoyed it. The conversation with Helen brought it all back and had quite an arousing effect on me. I thought back to that evening and could almost feel the rigid force of Steve's cock and the blazing heat as he came inside me. The fact that in a few hours I would be in Steve's bed, spreading my legs for him was a hugely exciting thought.
Helen's reaction was an interesting mixture of disapproval and envy. I could understand that and to be honest if the roles had been reversed I think that is how I would have felt. But I've always enjoyed sex and with my husband's encouragement I've found that taking a lover has been a very positive experience. Certainly I didn't feel the guilt which I thought might have bothered me and in fact the relationship between Paul and I has moved on to a much more intimate level since that night when he urged Steve to fuck me.
You won't be surprised to find that Helen sat next to me on the plane and quietly asked me various questions; fortunately the plane was only half full so we were able to chat. It turned out that her own marriage was fine, but it sounded like their sex life was in a rut – weekends only, missionary position – and that's it. It did make me feel a little smug – my case had some smart clothes, a selection of sexy underwear and I was going to spend the weekend being wined, dined and ravished by my lover.
Looking back it seems a bit reckless to discuss intimate details with a stranger, but I felt our paths were unlikely to cross again and anyway I instinctively liked Helen and trusted her. She seemed very interested in the detail and I surprised myself by my willingness to confide in her. She asked me if Steve would use a condom and I said no. Neither of us liked them and I was safe and was happy that Steve was clean. Helen was surprised when I told her that Paul had a definite preference for Steve riding me bareback.
"Really? He doesn't mind if Steve comes inside you?
"Not at all. Paul's exact words were that as far as he's concerned I won't have been fucked properly unless I've got a load of sperm in my pussy."
I think we would have chatted for hours, but London to Glasgow is only a short flight and in no time we were preparing to land. Steve was meeting me at the airport and Helen asked if I minded if we came out together, she said she just had to see what he looked like. As soon as I came through the arrivals gate I saw Steve and waved to him. I introduced him to Helen and explained she had kept me company on the flight. Helen and I said our goodbyes and as I hugged her she whispered "Have fun!" in my ear.
We were soon in Steve's car and heading out of Glasgow. He'd realised that Helen and I had exchanged some girly confidences and seemed to quite like the sexy, flirtatious tone it gave to the weekend.
When we got to his home I had a tour. It was a two bedroom flat and the main bedroom had a king-sized bed and an ensuite bathroom with a large shower cubicle. He'd cleared out a couple of drawers for me, so I unpacked all my things and got a quick shower. Before that I gave Paul a quick ring and told him the journey had been fine.
After I'd showered I slipped a turquoise bra and pants set on and my black robe. Steve was sat in the lounge on the settee. We'd hugged and exchanged a quick kiss before, but now we kissed properly. Inevitably Steve's hand slipped inside my robe and began to feel my breasts, but when he tried to slip a hand inside my knickers I stopped him. I knew it would be better if we saved it for later and Steve agreed though he said it would be difficult to keep his hands off me.
We went out for a meal and got back to Steve's at about 10pm and although we had sex that night, the Saturday night was more memorable, so I hope it's OK if I tell you about that instead.
Saturday morning was rather lazy and then in the afternoon we went to the Kelvingrove gallery and museum and had a stroll around, and yes we did see that famous painting by Salvador Dali.
I said I'd get the first shower, but I hadn't been in very long when Steve opened the door and got in with me. Fortunately it was a nice big shower cubicle so space wasn't a problem. Showering together is something Paul and I do occasionally and I was more than happy to share one with Steve. There's something very sensual about all that hot water and the soapy suds making everything slippery and exciting. Steve rubbed shower gel on my breasts and bush and washed me very thoroughly. Then it was my turn to get a load of shower gel on my hands and wash his cock.
He was already erect, but my attentions gave him a hard-on like an iron bar. I don't know if I'm the same as other women, but I do find an erect cock very arousing. It's so bold and forceful and of course it's erect because of me, so in a sense it's a compliment to me.
Anyway Steve asked me to turn round and put my palms flat against the wall. I did that and knowing full well what he had in mind I spread my legs and stuck my bottom out to make the angle easier for him. His cock rubbed against my cunt lips and then firmly and forcefully he penetrated me. I do like being taken from behind, in fact it's my favourite position and this was very nice. It was almost too nice because I didn't want Steve to cum inside me; being practical I didn't feel like walking round all evening with sperm leaking out of me. So I suggested to Steve that he should save himself for later and he was happy to do that.
Once I was out of the shower and part way through getting dressed I remembered my promise to text Paul and keep him up to date, so I reached for my phone and tapped out a message:
Hi. I've just been fucked in the shower. Off to the restaurant soon. Luv u. xxxxx
Putting my phone back down on the unit I glanced at Steve and he smiled, knowing full well what sort of message I had just sent.
We had a table booked at an Italian restaurant and we got a taxi there. It was a lovely place with the sort of cosy, intimate atmosphere that perfectly suited our weekend. I sent another text to Paul telling him we had just arrived at the restaurant. My phone beeped a few seconds later and it was a text from Paul asking what I had chosen to wear. He does take an interest in my clothes and a special interest in my choice of lingerie. I quite like that, I know some of my friends have husbands who don't care and that always seems rather depressing to me. Anyway I replied to Paul.
Navy blue dress, turquoise bra and pants, white lace-topped hold-ups.
I didn't have too long to wait before another text arrived.
Why don't you remove your knickers and pass them to Steve. I'm sure it would excite him.
I had to suppress a smile when I read that. I should explain that going knickerless in public was something that I had done a few times at Paul's request. It certainly turned him on and I must admit that I got a bit of a kick out of it as well.
Nevertheless I dismissed it as too forward for this occasion. However as the meal wore on the temptation to surprise Steve became irresistible. At the end of the main course I excused myself and went to the loo. Sat in the cubicle I removed my lacy turquoise knickers, screwed them up in my hand and returned to our table. I waited a minute or two then asked Steve to reach his hand out under the table. He gave me a puzzled look.
"I'm going to pass you something. You mustn't look. I want to see if you can tell what it is without looking."
Steve said OK and reached under the table. I reminded him there was no looking and discretely handed him my knickers. It didn't take long before a smile spread across his face.
"I've got your knickers haven't I? Aren't you a naughty girl? Do you often go round knickerless?"
"No, only very occasionally. Paul finds it very exciting. What about you?"
"I think it's very, very sexy. How does it make you feel?"
"Quite fruity, but also a bit vulnerable as well."
"Vulnerable? In what way?"
"Well anything could happen. A gust of wind might come along and expose my pussy to a complete stranger." I lowered my voice further. "They could take advantage of me – all they would have to do was stick their hand up my dress and they would have access to my most intimate place."
"That's true," said Steve with a quiet smile. I glanced round at the other couples in the restaurant. They probably assumed we were just another married couple; what would they think if they knew I was a married woman who had just passed her knickers to her lover? Perhaps they wouldn't care and were more concerned with their own thoughts and secrets. My love juices were in full flow and I was worried they would soak through my dress and leave a stain on the seat. I wanted to leave, head back to Steve's flat and fuck, so when Steve asked if I wanted a dessert or coffee I said no and suggested that we leave. Whilst he paid the bill I sent another text to Paul:
Just leaving the restaurant. My knickers are in Steves pocket. Luv u. xxxxx
We went out onto the street and Steve called a taxi. He told the driver the address and then surprised me by telling him that he would get a bigger tip than normal if he kept his eyes on the road and not on the back seat.
"No problem," said the driver with more than a trace of a laddish grin. When he said that he glanced briefly at his rear view mirror and just for a second our eyes made contact. He was Asian (as so many of the taxi drivers are) and quite young, perhaps about twenty-five, and reasonably good looking.
As soon as the taxi pulled away from the kerb, Steve moved closer to me, but fortunately he didn't make any real moves until we were on the M8 headed north for the Erskine bridge. However once we were on the motorway he leaned across and kissed me and what had been subtle stroking of the underside of one of my breasts became blatant fondling. As we sped along the motorway Steve slid his hand up the inside of my thigh.
I wriggled and squirmed and tried to keep my legs together, but Steve wouldn't be denied and his hand settled on my pussy. He slid one finger into my pouting slit and it was soon joined by a second. I surrendered to the sensations and let Steve overwhelm me. I felt ashamed and excited. Ashamed because a complete stranger was watching while Steve finger fucked me, but excited for exactly the same reason. Other people may indulge in public or semi-public displays, but not me. This was way outside my experience and I felt powerless and completely out of my depth.
My head was tilted back against the headrest and my eyes were more or less closed. Steve smothered my throat in kisses while still fingering me and I have to confess that although my eyes may have looked closed I kept them slightly open, and it was clear that the driver was sneaking glances at us. I was in one corner of the back seat so I'm not sure he could actually see anything, but it must have been very obvious what Steve was doing.
I was worried that Steve was going to try and take things a stage further, but we soon came off the motorway and Steve calmed down. The taxi dropped us outside Steve's flat and the driver accepted his tip with a cheerful thank you. No sooner were we in the lift than Steve's hand was between my thighs again. He dipped a finger into my pussy, then removed it and slid it into my mouth. I wasn't too surprised by that because Paul has done it, nor was I surprised when Steve asked what I could taste. I gave a simple one-word answer.
"Cunt."
It might make more extrovert couples laugh but it was several years before Paul and I started using the C word in our bedroom talk and even now it is still a semi-forbidden word whose use thrills and excites me.
Steve lives on the top (fifth) floor so we were soon out of the lift and into his flat. We didn't make it to the bedroom. Somehow we ended up in his kitchen and Steve pressed me face down across the table and pushed my dress up round my waist.
There was no subtlety, he just rammed his cock into me and gave me a hard, fast fucking. That might sound a bit brutal, but I actually quite like being taken that way. Anyway it didn't last long, Steve was obviously very aroused because he soon gave a deep groan and I felt his cock jerk inside me and that lovely warm, wet feeling when a man pumps his sperm into you.
After that we got a drink then went to bed and rolled around energetically for quite a while. This time Steve had a lot more staying power and he made me cum twice before he finally pumped another load into me. By then I was pretty exhausted, but I did remember my promise to update Paul and tapped out a final message.
Steve finger fucked me in the taxi and he's cum in my pussy twice. Luv u. xxxxx
It was nearly midnight by then and I thought that Paul might well be asleep, so I turned my phone off and fell straight asleep.
I woke a bit later than usual and Steve and I got a leisurely breakfast. I switched my phone back on and it beeped with the arrival of a text from Paul.
You luscious slut! Can't wait for your sweet married pussy to return. I must fuck you tonight. Please say yes. Lots of Luv. xxxxx
That made me smile so I told him he'd better be on time to meet me or he was getting nothing. I sent him another text a few hours later from the airport saying that his luscious slut and her sweet married pussy were about to board the plane.
You won't be surprised to hear that he was on time and had even brought a bunch of red roses for me. When we got home he wanted to know all the details, but I told him to wait until we were in bed together.
So later that night I gave Paul a detailed account of what had happened and how I felt as my cunt lips were parted by another man's prick. I described the sensations as Steve rammed his cock into me and then the decisive moment when he stiffened, gave an almighty groan and I felt his cock jerk inside me and the wonderful feeling as he pumped sperm into my married pussy. It was a huge turn-on describing this and it obviously excited Paul and it wasn't long before he added his load to the sperm Steve had left inside me.
Laid together afterwards I asked Paul if he felt any doubts or unhappiness about my weekend away. He assured me that he didn't. I cupped his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze.
"You're sure don't have any regrets?" I asked him.
"No definitely not. Funnily enough I feel closer to you, more intimate with you. We're sharing in a way that a lot of couples wouldn't be secure enough to do."
"You really don't mind that I've slept with Steve?" Paul's cock stirred at that, so I hardly needed his assurance that he definitely didn't mind. I snuggled up closer and even though I already knew the answer I whispered into his ear.
"Does the thought of his cock sliding into my pussy turn you on?" Paul's reply was to push me onto my back and move between my legs. I gasped as he slid into me.
"You luscious slut. You are so sexy. Next time I want to watch as Steve fucks you."
"Oh there's going to be another time is there?"
"Definitely yes," said Paul ramming it into me.
"Tell me what you want. Do you want him to cum in your slut's pussy?"
"Yes, yes," Paul gasped. "I want him to release his load inside you. You won't have been fucked properly if you don't have a load of his sperm in your pussy."
That took me back to my conversation with Helen and I began to shudder and shake as a massive orgasm swept through me and then Paul was gasping and groaning as he added another load of sperm to the store already inside me.
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This story contains details of wife sharing/adultery, so you should only read it if that turns you on.
With special thanks to Kay who told me what actually happened and then shared with me what she wished had happened.
* * * * * * * * * *
It probably helps if I tell you a bit about myself first. I'm forty-four and Ken and I have been married for twenty-four years. I'm a brunette, five feet four inches tall, 116 pounds and with a 36C bust.
I met Ken at college when I was eighteen; I hadn't actually had many boyfriends and was still a virgin. We'd been going out for two months before things started to get serious. We got very passionate one evening and almost before I realised it Ken had removed my panties and was unzipping himself and trying to move between my legs.
I was hugely tempted to let him, but was even more worried about becoming pregnant and managed to stop him. He apologised and said he got carried away, but a week later we were alone in my room and inevitably things got very passionate again.
Ken whispered in my ear that he had a condom and then began to remove my panties. I made no attempt to stop him and seconds later his cock slid into my very wet pussy. I was really impressed with the strength (hardness) of his cock. My worries about the first time being painful proved unnecessary; his cock felt lovely inside me and I realised I was going to enjoy sex.
After that we had sex regularly and were married nearly two years later. Of course we've had our ups and downs, but overall our marriage has been fine. However for several years now I have wondered what it would be like to have sex with another man. At first I felt guilty about these thoughts and almost tried to pretend that I wasn't having them. Then I realised it was just natural curiosity and nothing to be ashamed of.
I'm rather shy and conservative, perhaps if I'd been more extrovert I might have told Ken about these feelings. In truth there were a couple of occasions in bed when I made hints about this and Ken seemed to understand what I was suggesting. However we were too inhibited to discuss these feelings and it became an unspoken subject.
It might well have stayed that way, but for a development at work. I'm a legal secretary and as you can guess it's quite a formal and correct work atmosphere and I always dress in sensible business clothes.
One of our staff, Dave, is part of the group which includes my husband who play golf most weekends. Very occasionally I see him socially. There had been a barbeque and as it was a very hot day I wore an off the shoulder sun dress. I was bending over one of the tables sorting out drinks and when I looked up it was obvious that Dave had been enjoying a good look down the front of my dress. I blushed and turned away.
When my embarrassment had subsided I was left with a definite feeling of excitement. I know I don't have a killer bust, but I'm not flat chested and I have to be honest and say I was flattered to find another man looking at me in a sexual way, even though I am distinctly middle aged.
That mild sexual charge was still with me when we returned home and I made it clear to Ken that I wanted to have sex. As he was fucking me I told him how I'd caught Dave sneaking a look at my tits. I didn't want Ken to get the wrong impression so I was careful to stress that I hadn't done it deliberately. He didn't seem to mind and said that given the opportunity any man would enjoy having a look at my tits. Nothing more was said because Ken picked up the pace of his fucking and seconds later he came very noisily.
At work on Monday I said hello to Dave just as normal and no one could have detected any change in our relationship. But his eyes held mine for a fraction longer than was necessary and hinted that I was no longer just a work colleague and the wife of a golfing friend.
It was approaching lunchtime when I went down to the supply room. I hadn't been in there very long when Dave entered. It's normally a pretty quiet room and his sudden appearance seemed to be more than a coincidence. That was confirmed when he apologised for the weekend. He said looking down my dress hadn't been deliberate and I looked so attractive that any normal man would have done what he did. While he said this he moved closer to me than was really necessary and I became aware that my heart was beating rather fast.
"I hope I didn't offend you," he concluded. I said that he hadn't. "Good," he murmured and moved in and kissed me. At first I stood very stiffly, but then his left hand moved to my breast and began to squeeze and fondle it. I did nothing to stop him, his kissing became more passionate and without thinking about it I found myself responding.
That must have encouraged him because his hand moved to my hip and his thumb began to caress the area just above my bush. It was very obvious what his next target was going to be and as I was wearing a knee length black skirt access wouldn't be a problem, if I wanted to allow it.
That was the big question - did I want allow him intimate access? My stomach was churning and I felt very aroused, but also very confused. At last something exciting was happening to me, but at the same time I felt very guilty. I heard a noise and jumped away from Dave with a start.
"Someone's coming," I said and hurried out of the room (though it turned out that there wasn't anyone). I didn't return to my desk because I thought people might notice how flustered I was, so instead I headed for the rest room. Sat on the stall I touched the gusset of my panties -- it was very damp and confirmed just how aroused I was.
After that Dave minimised any contact with me. He didn't snub me and wasn't rude, but it was clear he was avoiding making eye contact with me. I felt both relieved and disappointed by that. If I'm honest the disappointment was uppermost and I did find myself imagining a scenario where Dave had pushed me face down across the table in the supply room and mounted me from behind. I am naturally rather submissive and I like the idea of a dominant male who is happy to take his pleasure.
Anyway the moment seemed to have passed, but I definitely found myself thinking about what might have been.
Two weeks later the whole office had to stay late to complete a major case we'd been working on for several weeks. It was 8pm when I found myself taking the elevator down and as luck would have it I shared it with Dave.
A thundershower was crossing the city and at the main entrance we looked out on a car park raked by torrential rain.
"Are you okay getting home in this?" Dave asked.
"Well it's going to be interesting. I would have asked Ken to meet my train, but he's not due back until later." Our eyes met and Dave held my gaze.
"Well if Ken's not going to be back until later I can offer to fill the gap and give you a lift home."
"If you're sure you don't mind. It will probably save me from getting soaked."
So we scurried across the car park and into Dave's car. The windows steamed up straight away and there was an awkward silence when Dave leaned across me to wipe the passenger window.
It's a fast road back home and it wasn't long before Dave was pulling onto the puddle filled drive in front of our house. All the way home this was the moment I had been agonising about.
"I'll see you safely into the house if you want," Dave offered. We looked at each other and although on the face of it his offer was perfectly reasonable, there was an obvious subtext. It was still light, I was a grown woman and was used to entering the house alone. There was no need to accept Dave's offer, but if I did we both knew what it meant.
"OK," I said. "That would make me feel safer."
We entered the house and Dave helped me slip my coat off. He hung it up and turned back to me. My heart was pounding as he moved closer to me and with his eyes fixed on mine he began to unbutton my blouse. Once all the buttons were undone he pulled my blouse out of the waistband of my skirt and, using both hands to push my breasts together, he buried his face in my cleavage. After a moment he surfaced and began to kiss me.
One hand was squeezing my backside and the other started rubbing my pussy through my skirt. Next his hand slid up inside my skirt and he can't have missed the message which my damp panties proclaimed.
His hand slid inside my panties, he was distracted briefly by my bush then probed between my legs. First one finger slid into me, then a second. I was very excited, but stopped him when he started to pull my panties down.
"Not here."
"Where?"
"Upstairs."
So I led Dave upstairs and to our marital bed. He pushed my blouse off my shoulders and then unzipped my skirt. Now I was stood in just my lacy white bra and pants set. Dave moved me across so I was stood in front of our dressing table mirror and began to cuddle me from behind. One hand fondled my breasts while the other slid inside my panties. The lacy front panel meant I had a clear view of his hand working between my legs. It was surprisingly arousing watching myself being caressed by Dave (a bit like having your own private porn movie). I could feel his erection pressing against my backside and it was very obvious that we were well past the point of no return and his cock would soon be inside me.
He unclipped my bra and I shrugged it off. Then he tugged at my panties and seconds later they were tossed carelessly to one side. I climbed inbetween the sheets and watched as Dave undressed. He was probably in his mid forties and was still in decent shape (no beer belly thankfully or he wouldn't have got this far). He took a condom from his wallet and placed it on the bedside cabinet. Blushing slightly and unable to look him in the eye I explained that he wouldn't need to use a condom, I was safe and I wanted to feel him cum inside me.
He pulled his shorts down and a pleasingly erect cock sprang into view. I don't know if I'm typical, but I do like to see an erect cock. They're so strong and aggressive looking and of course the knowledge that they're like that because you've excited them is a real turn-on. His ball sac was tight and I realised my pussy was going to receive a full load of sperm.
He climbed into the bed and moved between my legs. There were no preliminaries, we were both very excited and knew what we wanted. The rubbery tip of his penis bumped against my inner thigh and Dave shifted position slightly to correct his aim. His penis brushed against my pussy sending a delicious shiver of excitement through me. Then it nuzzled against my cunt lips and I suddenly felt light-headed, almost faint.
Please remember that I had only ever had sex with one man before this so it was a pretty momentous event for me. Dave leaned forward, my cunt lips parted and his cock slid into me. That was it - after twenty four years my married pussy had finally yielded to another man's cock. I gasped at that first thrust, then gasped again as a second thrust took Dave deep into my core.
I'll be honest and say that Dave had an average sized cock and not some monster which ravaged my inexperienced pussy. Physically he may not have been very different from Ken, but I could easily tell it wasn't Ken fucking me. The whole feeling was quite different, mainly because Dave was very forceful, pinning me down on the bed and ramming it into me in a very direct, very masculine way.
We hadn't really been fucking for very long when I thought he might be going to cum. I wasn't wrong and when he did he completely overwhelmed me with the force of his passion.
It all happened very quickly -- there was a final brutal thrust, he stuck a finger up my backside, clamped his mouth over mine and kissed me incredibly deeply. Every possible sexual opening was taken and I've never felt so totally possessed before; suddenly I was arching my back and shuddering as a series of orgasmic waves swept through me.
Dave collapsed on top of me and I lay there in something approaching a daze. I hadn't expected him to be such a combative lover -- it was as though he'd felt the need to pound me into submission. I couldn't deny the intensity of it, but I wasn't sure how I would cope with it as your normal, week in, week out style of lovemaking.
Of course I realised the clock was ticking and after a while I told Dave that he would have to go. He made a token protest, but I think he was perfectly content with what he'd had.
I slipped on a nightdress and a robe and saw him to the door. Before I opened the door he kissed me again, slipped his hand inside my robe and squeezed my breasts.
"You were wonderful," he said. "I loved being inside you. Ken's a lucky man."
I blushed at that and opened the door for him. I returned to the lounge and watched as the lights of Dave's car disappeared into the gathering gloom.
Was my husband a lucky man? We had a happy marriage, but I had spread my legs for another man and had a load of his sperm in my pussy. It might sound strange but I felt a need to share everything with my husband. Not simply to confess, but to involve him and make him part of it.
I knew it might go disastrously wrong, but somehow I had this idea that it would take us to a different level of intimacy, one that not many couples reach.
The event Ken was attending was due to finish at 10pm and true to form a text arrived just after the hour saying he was leaving shortly. We have sent each other sexy text messages in the past, but my reply was much more direct than usual.
Hurry home. I need your cock inside me. xxxxx
Seconds later my phone beeped as his reply arrived.
BURMA
I had to laugh at that. There was a comedy we'd seen a couple of months back where a husband sent his wife a message containing just that single word. Apparently it stood for Be Upstairs Ready My Angel; not one I'd heard of before.
Anyway I went upstairs, slipped my clothes off and got in bed. Of course I was very aware that a short while ago I had been laid back in this bed gasping and groaning as Dave rammed his cock into my adulterous pussy. Now I was going to seduce my husband into accepting what had happened.
About fifteen minutes later I heard his car pull onto our drive. The house door opened, then closed, there was the sound of his key in the lock and then he rushed upstairs. He grinned with delight when he saw me in bed and began to undress with indecent haste.
His cock was erect and swung lewdly in front of him as he climbed on the bed. He grabbed hold of me, kissed me and slid his hand between my legs. He must have expected the normal moist arousal of a married pussy; instead he got slick wetness and cunt lips which were still gaping from the passage of another man's cock. That stopped him in his tracks.
"You're so wet," he said, his eyes puzzled. I wriggled to one side to get him right between my legs, then grabbed his cock and guided it towards my pussy.
"I know, but please fuck me, just fuck me."
"But...what...you?" he stuttered. I pulled him to me and his cock slid into me, making us both gasp.
"Yes, I've been fucked. I'll explain later, but now just fuck me. I need you to cum inside me."
The results were explosive. A burst of intense fucking then the familiar stiffening and swell of his cock and the lovely warm, wet feeling as he released his load inside me.
Laid together afterwards I described what had happened. It wasn't a long or very detailed account because Ken became erect and had to have me again. It had been a long time since he'd cum twice in one session and was a clear sign of how much this had excited him.
The next week or so was a sexual blur because we made love daily. Inevitably it involved me retelling what had happened with Dave and we discovered the pleasure of some dirty talk. Ken referred to me as his slut (and very obviously got a kick out of that), so I told him to fuck his slut.
Previously we had never used the C word, but now Ken told me what a lovely, fuckable cunt I had and for my part I urged him to fill my cunt with his sperm.
Of course we talked about where this was all going to lead and we both agreed that there wouldn't be anything further with Dave.
A week later Dave again intercepted me in the supply room and clearly hoped to arrange another liaison. As gently as possible I explained that what had happened was a one-off and wasn't going to be repeated. I said that a relationship at work was too dangerous, neither of us wanted to be looking for a new job and we should leave it at that. He was disappointed, but could see the sense in what I said.
I guess if there is another barbeque we perhaps ought to find an excuse for not attending. I'm not sure how comfortable Ken would be seeing Dave and thinking he's fucked my wife, his cock has fired a load of sperm into my wife's pussy. We haven't discussed that, though I think our new found intimacy can cope with it if need be.
Ken and I do have a weekend away planned. We went shopping together and I got a new dress and some new lingerie. Exactly what will happen on that weekend we haven't decided.
Ken has asked me if I want to take a lover again and I said that as long as he was comfortable with it then yes I was interested. I wouldn't want it to be a regular thing, but the idea of being discretely promiscuous and occasionally indulging myself in a special treat does appeal to me.
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I'm only 25 and I don't want to sound like some frumpy old woman, but after the first couple of years of a marriage you do settle into a routine. I got married when I was 20 and the first year or two were exciting - pretty much a honeymoon period. After that, without even realising it, we settled into a routine.
As far as I was concerned our sex life was great, but after a few years I realised that my husband Paul's tastes were a bit more adventurous than mine. I don't mean that he wanted to do anything weird, but he started to ask me to dress a bit more sexily, act a bit more daringly.
I should explain that I'm a rather private person and in truth I'm pretty strait-laced. In fact Paul often teased me saying that I was the stereotypical junior school teacher. I always dressed in "sensible" clothes, didn't drink much, seldom swore; you should be starting to get the picture.
If there was one date when things changed I think it was the time we went for a meal at a friend's house. Paul had bought me some new lingerie which I wore and on the way to their house he talked me into undoing an extra button on my blouse. Not that I was showing anything more than a hint of cleavage.
"If you wanted you could go a step further," he said as we approached our friend's house.
"What do you mean?"
"Well I thought it might be fun if you left your knickers off when you went to the loo. I like the thought of my prim and proper junior school teacher sat there with no knickers."
"Are you joking? What would be the point of that?"
"No point," he agreed laughing. "I just thought it would be sexy, a bit of fun."
We were pulling up on the driveway, so nothing more was said and I didn't have any intention of doing what he'd suggested.
There were three couples and the evening went very well. Everyone seemed on good form and it was one of those occasions when the conversation flowed without anyone making any real effort. It wasn't the only thing that flowed, I had a bit more wine to drink than normal, which perhaps explained why I acted on impulse later.
I was sat on the loo when I remembered what Paul had asked me. With a nervous giggle I slipped my knickers off and tucked them into my handbag. It did feel odd returning to the table and sitting there, outwardly respectable, but with a bare pussy. Still my skirt went to just below my knee so there wasn't much chance of anyone seeing something they shouldn't.
We left the house without Paul suspecting anything and to be honest I think he had forgotten his earlier request; probably he'd assumed I wasn't up for it.
We'd left the motorway and were on the back road which leads to our village when he put his hand on my knee and started to stroke the inside of my thigh. Rather predictably his hand began to drift higher. At this stage I might normally have pushed his hand away and told him to concentrate on his driving, but tonight I didn't.
I felt oddly excited, my stomach was churning and I realised I wanted his hand to go higher, to discover that his "prim and proper" wife had a sexy side after all. Almost without realising it my legs parted slightly. I loved it when his fingertips brushed against my naked cunt.
"You've taken your knickers off!"
I smiled and parted my legs wider. Abruptly he pulled the car onto the verge. He hurriedly undid his seatbelt, then mine, reached past me and raked my seat back into a reclining position. He pushed my skirt up round my waist and moved above me. I parted my legs wide, then cried out as he rammed his prick into me. His very stiff cock pounded into my very wet cunt, then the inside of our car was suddenly illuminated by a passing car. It must have been obvious what we were doing because the driver gave a lusty blast of his horn before accelerating away.
As the lights and noise faded Paul groaned and swore, then fired his sperm deep inside me. We tidied ourselves up and drove home, where Paul whisked me straight upstairs and fucked me properly, making me cum twice before he pumped another load of sperm into my pussy.
The following morning he was full of himself. His hands were all over me and he was telling me how sexy I was. He told me I'd have to go without knickers again soon and I wasn't entirely averse to the idea.
Two weeks later it was his birthday and we'd arranged to go out for a meal to a Thai restaurant. Paul asked if he could choose my clothes, I said yes and he laid out a very summery dress. It left my shoulders bare and in truth I'd only worn it once because I felt it was too revealing.
Still it was his birthday, so I went along with it. I picked out a white strapless bra and a pair of lacy white knickers. Paul was waiting downstairs, so I went into the lounge and did a twirl for him.
"Do you like what you see?"
"You look beautiful, but what have you got on underneath?"
"Bra and pants," I said puzzled.
"I didn't put any underwear out because I don't want you to wear any. I thought that as a birthday treat you'd go out in just a dress, those heels and nothing else."
"But with this dress everyone would be able to tell I was braless!"
"I know and that's part of the appeal." He stood up and came across to me. "You're a gorgeous woman and tonight I want you looking at your sexy best. I'm fed up with you being shy about your appearance, tonight we're going to celebrate it."
He pulled the top of my dress down, unfastened my bra and tossed it to one side, then pulled my dress back into place.
"Paul, I can't go out like this, it's too obvious."
He reached under my dress, pulled my knickers down and removed them. Ignoring my protests, he picked up his keys and led me out to the car.
Part of me was annoyed to be treated in this domineering fashion, but I do rather like a man to take charge and be in command of things and in truth I was getting a buzz out of the situation.
Sat in the car I was aware that even though it was a warm summer's evening my nipples were very erect and I hoped I would calm down before we reached the restaurant.
I felt very self-conscious when we walked into the restaurant. Stood waiting to be seated I kept my arms folded across my chest, but I could hardly do that as we followed the waiter across the restaurant and I can honestly say that I felt like my nipples were boring a hole in my dress. I know I was blushing and I kept my head down and avoided eye contact with anyone.
"Relax," said Paul, once we were sat down. "No one's looking at you, it's nothing like as obvious as you seem to think."
Perhaps he was right, but even so I was glad that we had a quiet corner table. Later in the meal when I had relaxed a bit I asked him why he had been so insistent -- did it really turn him on that much?
"Look you know I love you, but you have to admit you're a bit strait-laced. Most of the time I don't mind, it's just part of you, but there's the odd occasion like tonight when I do wish you would lighten up a bit. You're a gorgeous woman, you should be proud of it, instead of acting like it's something to be embarrassed about. You've got lovely long dark hair, a beautiful face and a wonderful figure. Most women would die for your looks and figure, and I know I'm biased but I do think you've got absolutely world class tits."
I didn't reply to any of that, but I did feel flattered and without being vain I knew what he meant about my tits. Several of my girlfriends had said they wished they had breasts like mine, not big and gross, but nice and curved and definitely not flat chested (I'm a 36D).
I popped to the loo part way through the meal and I tried to be less self-conscious about my braless condition. Even so it did feel as though my tits were moving about very obviously and one older guy sat with his wife seemed to have noticed my lack of support.
When I returned to the table I looked to see if he really had noticed anything. Our eyes met briefly and a knowing smile flickered across his lips. I hurriedly looked away and continued back to my husband.
It felt odd -- another man had been staring at my tits. Alright he couldn't actually see anything and I'm not completely naïve, I know men like to look at women, but for once I had invited those looks. I'd dressed in a way which said look at me, look at my body, lust after my body.
It felt wrong, but there was an undeniable buzz from it. I wondered what that man would think if he knew that I didn't have any knickers on. I felt very vulnerable and very accessible. One tug at the top of my dress and my tits would be exposed. Stick a hand up my dress and you would have easy access to my pussy. Was he sat there perfectly respectably with his wife, but secretly imagining himself sucking one of my breasts and then parting my legs and sliding the angry head of his thick, heavily veined cock between my cunt lips. I squirmed in my seat.
Sexually I was very inexperienced and I was a virgin when I met Paul.I wouldn't say that I'd had a particularly strict upbringing, but my parents were very inhibited, at least as far as sex was concerned, and I guess they passed that on to me. Enjoying your sexuality, indeed revelling in it, wasn't something I was used to, but I was starting to see the attraction.
We weren't eating late, but I hoped that Paul didn't suggest going for a drink after we left the restaurant. I had visions of my man sat on the settee whilst I straddled him, pulled my dress up round my waist and guided his erect cock into my welcoming pussy. Then I would pull the top of my dress down and offer him my "world class" tits.
It came as a bit of a surprise when I realised that what I planned would be the first time I would have initiated any lovemaking that was at all out of the ordinary. That made me all the more determined to take the leading role for once. I could feel a pleasant tingle of anticipation and if I had been wearing any knickers they would have been distinctly damp.
We finished our meal and Paul settled the bill. As we headed out of the restaurant we almost bumped into the man who had been looking at me earlier. He wasn't blatant about it, but he did check out my breasts again.
The car park is in two sections and the restaurant was quite busy so we were parked in the farthest one. It was a lovely summer's evening with the sun close to the horizon, though this area was shaded by a tall privet hedge.
When we reached our car Paul didn't unlock it, instead he backed me up against it and started to kiss me. That was fine by me, but then he started to squeeze one of my breasts, I broke off the kiss and whispered in what I hoped was a seductive voice that we ought to head for home.
Instead he returned to kissing me and squeezing my breasts. He seemed very excited and I guessed the fact that I was braless (and very obviously so) in public had really turned him on.
Then I gasped as he pulled the top of my dress down so that my breasts were fully exposed. His head went down and he sucked fervently on my left breast whilst squeezing the other one.
"No, not here. Let's go home."
My pleas had the opposite effect -- he pulled the hem of my dress up so that it was bunched around my waist. I was stunned and speechless. The top of my dress had been pulled down and the bottom had been pulled up so my dress was just a band of material round my waist; I was effectively naked in a public car park!
"Paul, not here. Anyone could come, some parents I know from school might come."
It made no difference. I heard and could tell he was unzipping his trousers, then he thrust upwards, narrowly missing my pussy. Another thrust and another miss. Then my breath was taken away as his cock speared into me. Paul groaned and started to fuck me, pumping in and out of my wetness. He kissed me deeply, his prick ramming in and out of me, then stiffened and gave a final extra deep thrust. I felt his prick jerk and jerk inside me, then that lovely warm, wet sensation when a man fills you with his cum.
I came back to reality and focused on the other side of the car park. That older couple were stood by their car watching us. I made eye contact with the woman and she hastily opened the door and got into the car. The man stayed there a few seconds longer, a quiet smile on his lips. Then he mouthed a thank you and got into the car.
I pulled my dress into place and we both got into our car. We waited a short while to let the other couple leave first, then headed for home. Paul seemed perfectly happy, but I couldn't decide whether I was excited or deeply embarrassed, or (more likely) a bit of both.
Close to our house there is a long straight stretch through a patch of woodland. At the start of that Paul told me to put my feet up on the dashboard. I did that and his hand slid up the inside of my thighs. He slid a finger into me and proceeded to finger fuck my very wet pussy. I tensed as a car came the other way, but kept my feet in place. Then it was past and we were approaching our village.
I decided my plan to straddle Paul on the settee could wait for another day. In the event he locked the door behind us and guided me towards the stairs. I didn't actually make it upstairs because he pushed me down on the stairs, rucked my dress up round my waist (again) and took me from behind.
I love being taken doggy fashion, it's my favourite position and at last I was free to gasp and groan as Paul's cock seemed to drive the very breath out of me. He asked me if I liked being fucked from behind and I told him I loved it.
"What do you love?"
"I love your big fat cock fucking me from behind. He feels massive and I love being fucked by him."
I could feel the first waves of an imminent orgasm, so I urged him to go faster, then I came very noisily. Paul speeded up, then it was his turn to groan and swear as he pumped his sperm deep inside me.
Since that day there have been several occasions when I've left my panties off. Paul loves it and I must admit it gives me a thrill. I feel semi naked and like the idea that anything could happen - a gust of wind could come along and expose my pussy to a complete stranger. I actually think Paul would enjoy my embarrassment and I have to be honest and say that although the "old" me would be mortified by such an experience, there is a "new" part of me that would be turned on by it.
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This story contains details of wife sharing, so you should only read it if that turns you on.
* * * * * * *
My wife was stood at the quayside, strongly backlit by the low afternoon sun. The light summer dress she was wearing had become almost transparent and the shape of her legs (and the promise of the gap between them) was clearly visible.
I'm sure I'm not the only man who finds that effect incredibly sexy. It's not as if you can really see much; certainly there's less on view than if the woman was in a swimsuit. She's fully dressed, perfectly respectable, but you have this almost x-ray view of what is beneath her dress. That's what's so appealing – the fact that you're seeing something you're not meant to.
I realised that a few other men were enjoying the sight. There was no intent on Kim's part, it was perfectly innocent, but men were looking at her.
I couldn't blame them. She's five foot six and 136 pounds with a neat waist, shapely legs, a 36D bust and long dark hair. She has just turned forty, but people often think Kim is in her thirties; well on this view she could easily have been in her twenties.
I knew then that I did want to turn my fantasies about sharing my wife into reality. I was turned on partly by what I'd seen, but even more by the fact that other men had been looking at my wife (lusting after her if we are being honest).
I wanted to see her taking another man's cock. Perhaps she'd be on her back, legs spread wide or on all fours being taken from behind. Either way an unfamiliar cock would be sliding between her cunt lips, fucking her and then filling her lovely married pussy with sperm.
I wandered over and told her how gorgeous she looked from the rear. She got a bit flustered when I said how see-through her dress had looked, but I loved the sexy undertone it gave to the evening.
Kim was a virgin when I met her and her sexual experience was very limited. After we'd been married several years I very cautiously suggested that she might want to widen her experience. She was shocked, but not actually upset, by my suggestion.
She said it wasn't going to happen, but nevertheless it became a regular item of pillow talk for us. There was a glimmer of hope when she did admit that if the ideal circumstances came along then she might just be tempted, but she did stress that it would have to be someone who was seriously attractive.
It was October and at short notice we had rented a villa in Mallorca for a week. I couldn't resist teasing Kim about having a holiday fling and she joked about keeping her eyes open for a latin lover. Antonio Banderas would do fine was her comment.
On the fourth night we had driven the short distance to Puerto Pollensa and went to one of the bars on the seafront. We then took that wander through the harbour area before deciding to eat at a nearby restaurant.
It was a small restaurant and we had a table close to the pavement and were able to watch the world passing us by. We were about half way through the meal when one of the street traders came along. We'd seen a few of them trying to sell their wares and this young lad spotted us and headed in our direction.
Kim muttered something about getting rid of him, but we had time on our hands and I actually thought some of the bracelets he had with him looked quite nice. They were relatively cheap, but that was part of the appeal – a colourful holiday purchase of a type that you wouldn't normally make back home.
I picked one out and suggested that Kim ought to try it on. The young lad slipped it on to her wrist and then adjusted the fit. It looked good, but there were a couple more I liked the look of and I suggested to Kim that she ought to try them on.
The young lad spoke excellent English and introduced himself as Xabi. He chatted away in a very relaxed, natural manner as he helped Kim to try the bracelets on. Obviously he was in full sales mode, but it was clear he was paying a lot of attention to Kim. There were lots of smiles and his hands lingered on her arms just a fraction longer than was necessary. I realised that Kim was getting slightly flustered by the attention he was paying her.
However he was careful not to exclude me. I got several remarks and reassuring smiles and I had to admire his very polished and confident sales manner. Certainly I knew that Kim would be disappointed if I didn't offer to buy one or two items from him, so in that sense he had made a conquest.
It was the back end of the season and I realised that he must have had a lot of practise and refined his technique. He'd probably chatted to hundreds, if not thousands, of couples like us and with his natural charm and good looks I was sure he must have made a lot of sales.
Call me a bit slow if you like, but it suddenly dawned on me that he must have charmed the knickers off a lot of women. I could imagine him picking up women very easily in the bars and clubs once he'd finished his sales for the day.
I was intrigued by the way he was acting towards Kim. Perhaps it was simply sales technique, but I couldn't help but wonder if he did actually fancy her. She was clearly old enough to be his mother, but Kim is naturally good looking and has kept in very good shape and people often don't believe that she is in her forties.
My rapidly forming suspicions were suddenly replaced by a near certainty that over the course of the summer Xabi had probably fucked a number of mature women and in quite a few cases it would have been with the direct encouragement and involvement of their husbands.
My cock had already been semi-erect due to the flirtatious atmosphere, now it became very hard, almost uncomfortably so. My wife was being chatted up by a young stud and she was clearly enjoying the experience. With a careful nudge in the right direction I could see this situation developing to everyone's advantage.
So I asked Xabi if he would like to have a glass of wine with us. He spread his hands and shrugged.
"That would be very good, but it's not possible. I am taking my uncle to the airport and I have to go very soon, I cannot be late."
That was disappointing. I ended up buying two bracelets for Kim, then Xabi stood up and said goodbye. He shook my hand and gave Kim a peck on the cheek and said he hoped he would see us again.
As soon as we sat back down Kim asked me why I'd asked him to have a glass of wine with us.
"I just thought it would make a change, be something different, and anyway he seemed a very nice lad."
Kim didn't disagree with that which confirmed my suspicion that she would have been happy to chat with him for a while longer. It was a shame he'd had to go, but I felt the definite sexual undercurrent needed teasing out into the open. I was confident that it would lead to some sexy chat which would have the desired effect on Kim and in turn lead to some very good sex later.
"Anyway I loved the way he was flirting with you and how flustered you were getting. How does it feel knowing that a very attractive young man had the hots for you?" Kim's reply was exactly what I expected.
"Don't be stupid, I'm old enough to be his mother."
"That's true, but it didn't stop him fancying you."
The conversation continued in this vein for a while. I think Kim actually had very mixed feelings. Part of her genuinely believed that she was too old for Xabi to be interested, another part of her hoped that she was still attractive enough for him to be interested.
It wasn't too much longer before we headed back to the car. As soon as we were on the road out of town I moved my free hand and rested it on the inside of Kim's thigh. She parted her legs slightly which was a very encouraging sign, so I explored higher up and was pleased, but not altogether surprised, to find that her panties were damp. I tried to pull her knickers to one side, but must have caught a stray hair and she winced.
"Wait," she said. "We're nearly back." That made sense so once we were parked outside the villa I reached across, kissed Kim passionately and pushed my hand between her legs. She wriggled a bit at that, because I think she would have preferred to go into the villa, but like a couple of randy teenagers we made out in the car.
Still we weren't teenagers and after a couple of minutes we headed indoors. If we'd have been younger and more hyped up we'd never have made it upstairs. As it was we locked the villa up (all very sensible!) before I whisked Kim up to the bedroom. It took a few seconds to remove her sundress and knickers, and then I hurriedly undressed. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs as I moved above her.
There were no preliminaries I just slid my cock into her sopping wet cunt and we fucked like the proverbial randy rabbits. It seemed pretty obvious to me that the only thing which could have triggered this outburst of passion was the episode with Xabi.
We both like to say things during sex, so it wasn't much of a departure from the norm when Kim told me how lovely my cock felt. I know I was imagining a situation where it was Xabi's cock in my wife's pussy and I knew there was a good chance that she was thinking the same.
So I asked her if she could pretend it was Xabi's cock inside her. She didn't say anything, but gasped sharply and then began to buck and rear beneath me. Her hips jerked violently and she shuddered repeatedly as orgasmic waves swept through her. That outburst left me defenceless and my cock jerked and twitched, firing sperm deep into her pussy.
We lay together in a slightly dazed fashion for a while; I think we were both surprised by the sheer passion we had shown. Eventually we tidied ourselves up and although I wanted to talk, Kim said she just didn't have the energy.
The following morning we had breakfast out on the sun terrace as usual. At nine o'clock in the morning it was already hot. We'd both had fruit juice and some cereal and were sat with a coffee; it seemed a good time to ask the obvious question.
"Did you enjoy last night?" As soon as I'd said it I realised it was a slightly ambiguous question – did I mean Xabi's attentions or the sex we had. Kim must have felt the same because there was a definite pause before she answered.
"Yes, I did. It was nice, very nice."
"I don't mean to be pushy, but the thought of having Xabi's cock inside you was a huge turn-on wasn't it. It was like I'd pressed a button. I mentioned his name and wham, you came." Kim gave me a wry smile.
"I was waiting for you to say something like that. Does it turn you on that much?" It was a straightforward question about the intimacy at the core of our relationship. I saw no reason not to give a truthful answer.
"Yes it does, but what about you, how do you feel?" I asked her.
"Yes it turned me on, I can't deny that." She hesitated. "But please don't get carried away, I'm not sure I want to do anything about it - I am old enough to be his mother. Let's say we found Xabi again and I suggested that he could sleep with me. How would I feel if he laughed and rejected me?" I shrugged and looked at Kim.
"Personally I don't think that's likely, but I'm not here to pressure you into doing anything. Last night was fun. We're near the end of the holiday and if the circumstances are right and something happened then great, but if it doesn't then so what, we've had a great week anyway."
We pretty much left it at that and the subject wasn't mentioned for the rest of the day. That evening we went inland to a restaurant that had been recommended by another couple. We had a good evening but nothing of note happened.
The following day was our last full day and I was aware that if anything was going to happen it would have to be tonight. I wasn't obsessed with the idea of making something happen, but I was definitely in the mood for some sexy fun and I had a feeling that Kim was as well (or rather she might be if I could just conjure up the right combination of circumstances).
That night we went back to Puerto Pollensa and after a drink at one of the bars, I suggested we head for the same restaurant as the other evening. I know I was hoping that would increase our chances of seeing Xabi again and I wondered if Kim was thinking along the same lines.
I didn't ask her because I thought she was in a bit of an ambiguous mood and I knew she wouldn't want me to go on endlessly about what might, or might not, happen. Not for the first time I thought that there is a lot of pleasure to be extracted from plotting the downfall of your wife's knickers.
We were into our main course when I saw Xabi stood talking outside a café further down the street. I pointed him out to Kim and she smiled, but didn't say anything.
He worked his way down the street and when he got closer he recognised us as people who had bought from him in the past. He came over, I shook hands with him and he gave Kim a peck on each cheek. He told us he had many different bracelets today and would we like to look at them. I said yes and asked him if he wanted to join us for a glass of wine. He said yes and sat down.
Strictly speaking street traders like Xabi were illegal, but I'd been told they were tolerated if they didn't make a nuisance of themselves. The feeling was that they introduced a dash of colour to the local scene and certainly our waiter gave Xabi a friendly greeting when he brought the extra glass we had requested.
Kim tried on various bracelets and although she put one of them on the side as a possible purchase I could tell there was nothing she found particularly compelling. So I casually asked Xabi if he had any ankle chains. Kim gave me a sharp look and Xabi seemed slightly thrown for a moment. He said he didn't have any on him, but if we were willing to wait for a minute he would bring some for us to look at. I said that was fine.
As soon as he was gone Kim asked me what my game was.
"I just thought an ankle chain might be nice; you've only got one and it would be nice to have a choice."
A couple of years ago on holiday in Morocco Kim bought a silver ankle chain in a bazaar. A few weeks later when we were back home I suggested she wear it for a meal out we were having. She thought that was a good idea and proceeded to fasten it on her left ankle. I suggested that her right ankle was better. She looked a bit blank at that and I had to explain that for most people it's just jewellery and there's no significance in whether you wear it on your left or your right ankle.
However for some people left ankle means married and exclusive, right ankle means married and available (a hotwife). She refused to wear it after that, saying that we could easily meet someone we know and they might assume she was available. I pointed out that a lot of women wear them without being aware of that bit of symbolism, but she was quite definite that she wasn't going to wear it. She ended up wearing it indoors a few times when we were role playing, but that was all.
She said she didn't need a second one, but her protests lacked any edge and weren't terribly convincing; I had a definite feeling that there was a part of her which was happy to play along.
Xabi took a bit longer than he'd said, but five minutes later we were looking at a small, but interesting selection of gold and silver chains. I said silver was no good as Kim already had one and not surprisingly that met with her approval.
There were a couple Kim liked and I suggested she try them on. She reached across to pick one up and, with my heart beating much faster than normal, I suggested she let Xabi fit it on her right ankle. I knew this was the crunch moment, if she said no then that was likely to be the end of it.
"No, not here it's too public." That surprised and pleased me. She was saying no, but in a very limited way. It wasn't OK here, but somewhere else would be fine. I was about to suggest trying them on at the villa, but got another surprise when Xabi spoke.
"It will soon be sunset, I know a very quiet, private beach where the sunset is beautiful. It is only a short drive."
I said that sounded fine to me and looked at Kim. She didn't actually say anything, but gave the slightest of nods to signal her consent. I motioned to the waiter and while I sorted out the bill Kim nipped to the loo.
A few minutes later we were heading south on the coast road. Xabi soon guided us off onto an inconsequential track between some pine trees. A bumpy sixty seconds later and we were yards from the sea. We'd left a rug on the back seat of the car so that it was handy for general use and I grabbed that.
We walked south along the beach to a slight point which gave us a better vantage point to watch the sun disappear into the sea. It was a beautiful sight, but I'm not sure that any of us were concentrating on it. Once the sun had gone I felt it was time to move on to the main reason why we were there.
I said we ought to try the ankle chains on before the light failed and Xabi said round this corner hidden between the trees and a few rocks was the best place. I spread the rug out on the sand and motioned for Kim to sit down.
Xabi knelt at her feet and fastened the chain which had been our second choice round her right ankle. It looked fine, but I felt the other one would be better. Xabi swapped them over and Kim wiggled and flexed her toes and asked me what I thought of it.
"Beautiful, that's definitely the best one. We'll take it. I can't see your legs properly, why don't you pull the hem of your dress up."
The dress Kim was wearing was knee length, so I could see a fair bit of her legs, but I wanted to see more – and I wanted Xabi to see more. She pulled the hem of her dress up. Xabi must have had a clear view of her panties, but I told her to raise it further and she pulled it higher up her thighs.
Xabi moved so that he was kneeling between her legs and ran his hands along the insides of her thighs. Kim gasped and we both got a surprise when he began to tug at her panties. She raised her bottom slightly and seconds later a pair of lacy white panties were tossed to one side.
Without any hesitation Xabi buried his head between her legs and began to eat her pussy. It was abrupt, very direct and very sexy. In the soft evening light my wife gasped and moaned while Xabi licked and teased her most private place. Kim does like being pleasured orally, but she invariably sees it as foreplay, part of the build up to the main event. So I wasn't too surprised when she pushed at Xabi's shoulders forcing him to disengage.
"Enough. Fuck me now. Please."
Xabi hurriedly undressed while Kim pulled her dress over her head and off. He pulled his briefs down and a very erect cock sprang into view. If I had to use a word to describe his cock it would be stubby. He wasn't particularly long, a strictly average six inches at best, but his cock was quite thick.
Kim laid back and spread her legs and Xabi moved above her. I made sure I had a clear view of the action and could see Xabi manoeveuring himself so that his cock was resting against Kim's pussy.
He leaned forward and a spasm passed through me as my wife's cunt lips parted and she surrendered to the rigid arrogance of Xabi's erect penis. I watched as Xabi built up a steady rhythm, his cock thrusting in and out of Kim and making her gasp and moan. They kissed greedily, like lovers, not strangers. Then Xabi increased the pace of his thrusts and I realised he was approaching orgasm. Kim obviously knew because she looked at me and her eyes held mine as the pace increased. His cock went faster and faster. Kim's mouth was open and she gasped with each thrust, but her eyes still held mine.
Suddenly Xabi went rigid, Kim dug her nails into his backside, holding him deep inside her, her wedding ring glistening in the dull light. She continued to stare at me with calm intensity, I felt as though she was urging me to share that moment with her as fully as possible. The moment when another man's cock pulsed inside her and pumped sperm into her sweet married pussy.



They lay locked together for a while and then Xabi slowly rose off her. I began to undress, keen to add my sperm to the load already inside Kim, but she surprised me by saying no and asking me to save it for later. I was disappointed at that, but it was her call, so I watched as they dressed and brushed sand off themselves and then we headed back to the car.
Xabi asked if we could drop him back at the harbour and we were happy to do that. We pulled into the parking area which was busy though with a few free spaces. He jumped out and we shook hands through the open window. Then he went round to Kim's side and I was interested to see how he was going to say goodbye to her.
I got a bit of a surprise when he opened the door and leaned in and kissed Kim. And it wasn't some polite peck on the cheek, it was on the lips and delivered with enthusiasm.
I get even more of a surprise when Kim took his hand and placed it on her breast. He began to squeeze and knead her whilst their kissing became more passionate.
I suddenly realised a couple of middle-aged tourists were watching avidly. All the woman's attention was on Kim and she seemed fascinated. The man saw me looking at him and our gaze met briefly. He was in his forties or perhaps early fifties, slim and with casual, but stylish clothing. A look and some recognition passed between us and it was clear he had interpreted the scene correctly. The middle-aged married woman saying goodbye to her young lover having just taken his sperm into her pussy. The husband watching and fully complicit in what had happened.
Finally the kiss ended, both Kim and Xabi said goodbye, the car door closed and we drove away. I was so surprised by Kim's assertive, almost wanton, behaviour that I asked her if she was OK. She said she felt great and could we stop and get some champagne.
"I feel like celebrating. I don't know why, but I'm on a high, I guess I must have a lot of adrenalin pumping round my system."
I was hardly going to argue with that, so we stopped on the way back to the villa and bought a bottle of champagne. To be perfectly honest I think champagne is overrated, but Kim likes it so who am I to argue.
It seemed to me a safe assumption that her elation was because she had gone ahead with something which she regarded as risky and outrageous, but it had worked perfectly.
We got back to the villa without mishap and took the champagne and a couple of glasses out onto the patio. I loosened the cork and invited Kim to open it. She pressed at the base of the cork and with a loud pop it sailed off over the wall and into the night.
Champagne fizzed out onto the floor, but we filled our glasses and I proposed a toast to Kim and her sweet married pussy and she responded with a toast to my wicked fantasies. We sat on the patio with the stars overhead and a chorus of cicadas vibrating the still air.
"Well," said Kim. "How does it feel knowing that my panties are wet because another mans' sperm is leaking out of my pussy."
"It feels absolutely fine, not least because I'm going to take you upstairs shortly, spread your legs and add my sperm to the load already inside you."
"Oh are you?" said Kim, arching her eyebrows. "What if I say no?"
"I'm sure you won't deny me the perfect end to a perfect evening." I grinned at her and she smiled back, then rose to her feet, came across and straddled me. She rubbed herself against me and said that no she wouldn't deny me that, she wanted me to cum inside her.
I asked her how it had felt and she said it had been very nice. The whole situation had been so outrageous (the young lover, sunset on the beach, husband watching) that she had got very excited.
"It was weird lying there being fucked by Xabi while you watched, but it was very, very exciting." I commented that she had seemed very intense and she said that was right.
"Intense is the perfect word. I could feel his cock deep inside me and I knew he was close to cumming and I wanted to involve you, to make a connection with you. Not a physical one, but a mental one, to give you some sense of what I was feeling – to fuck your mind if I can put it that way."
"You can put it any way you like," I said kissing her tenderly.
Ten minutes later Kim was laid on the bed watching as I undressed. My cock swung stiffly as I climbed onto the bed and approached her. I stroked between her legs and enjoyed the wet feel of her panties and then Kim pulled the top of her dress down and exposed her breasts.
I grabbed hold of her knickers and she lifted her bottom off the bed to make it easier for me. Her recently fucked pussy was barely visible in the dim light. I moved against her and felt the moist heat as her cunt lips parted in response to the urgent probing of my penis.
I savoured the slippery warmth and my cock slid smoothly into her. No thrusts were needed, there was just a graceful descent into her depths.
"Is that nice?" Kim whispered, but all I could manage was a choked yes in reply.
"You know that Xabi's cock was in there don't you. You watched him fuck me. He came in me. I felt his cock jerking inside me and the lovely warm, wet feeling when he flooded me with sperm. Did you enjoy watching him cumming in me?" She pulled me in tight and wrapped her legs round me. "Go on, fill my pussy with sperm. Add your cum to the load that's already inside me."
I wanted to fuck her longer but couldn't hold out against those words. I gave one final thrust into her very depths and then groaned as I fired burst after burst of sperm into my wife's lustful cunt.
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This story is about wife sharing so you shouldn't read it if that bothers or offends you. In fact it's as much about the psychological side of wife sharing as it is about the physical side. With special thanks to Amy who gave me an insight into the reality (and benefits) of being a shared wife.
"Would you like him to ride you bareback and cum in your pussy?" I asked my wife, she gasped and babbled yes in reply. I thrust deeper. "What would you like?" Kim moaned and then whispered her delicious reply.
"I'd like him to ride me bareback and cum in my pussy." I couldn't hold out against the impact of those words and my prick jerked and fired several bursts of sperm into her.
My wife and I were spicing up an otherwise routine Saturday night session with some fantasy talk about a situation where she allowed another man to fuck her. Kim is forty-five and I'm the only man she has slept with. We had been married for several years when I rather hesitantly confided in her that I often fantasised about her having sex with another man.
She's rather shy and conservative so I wasn't surprised that she was shocked, though fortunately she wasn't actually upset. However she did say that there was no way it was going to happen. Nevertheless it did become a fairly regular item of pillow talk for us.
It was a subject that never failed to get me hard and getting my wife to talk about a situation where she spread her legs for a handsome stranger invariably got her wet. In fact she did admit that if she was younger (in her thirties, rather than forties) and the ideal opportunity arose then she might just be tempted.
That did seem to hold out some hope for me, so I didn't entirely abandon my belief that one day something might happen. Certainly I couldn't understand Kim's insistence that she was too old to be attractive.
She has a beautiful face, long dark curly hair, a slightly dark skin and a lovely 36D bust which combine to give her the sort of physical presence that a lot of Latin women have (not that there is anything remotely Latin in her families background). Regular sessions at the gym have kept her figure very trim and she could easily pass for being in her thirties.
So we'd settled into a situation where involving a third party was an acceptable fantasy, but seemed unlikely to become reality. I was actually proud of the fact that Kim and I had been able to talk quite freely and sensibly about my interest in sharing her. I thought it demonstrated a degree of intimacy and trust which many couples lack.
Once or twice a year we try to get away for a weekend. In March last year we decided to head back to South-East England and revisit the area where we lived for a while nearly twenty years ago.
We drove down on the Friday, checked into our hotel in the late afternoon and went out for a meal in one of the local restaurants that evening. These weekends away have settled into a bit of a pattern where Friday is a quiet, relaxing evening, but on the Saturday night Kim dresses in a sexy (but not sluttish) manner and we have some pretty energetic sex when we return to the hotel.
On the last occasion Kim went out in a knee length red dress, high heels, stockings and suspenders, but no knickers. When we got back to the hotel I asked her to display her charms in the elevator, she indulged me and I took a couple of photographs.
I took a couple more in the corridor outside our room, but we had to scurry inside when some people came round the corner. After a minute or two Kim surprised me by suggesting that the coast was probably clear and we could go back and complete the photographs we'd started taking. Kim may be shy and reserved, but there is an exhibitionist streak in her, though she normally keeps it well hidden. She does allow me to take intimate photos of her, but insists that she only does it for my sake; I suspect the truth is rather different, as she always gets very wet.
Anyway we went back outside and Kim teasingly lifted the hem of her dress and displayed her wonderfully furry pussy. So you'll understand why I made sure to take the camera on the latest trip and hoped that it would see some use on the Saturday night.
On the Saturday morning we parked at a convenient spot and headed down the walkway towards our old house. It was nothing special just an ordinary three bedroomed semi-detached, but it had served us well and we'd been happy there.
We didn't plan to knock on the door and introduce ourselves to the residents. It was just a case of having a quick look to see how much it had changed and then on to the local shopping centre to see if the gem of a café was still in business.
However we were stood looking at the frontage when a man said excuse me and we stepped to one side to allow him to get onto the path to the house. He was obviously the owner and, puzzled by the couple studying his house, he smiled and asked if he could help us.
I explained that we used to live here, but had moved away seventeen years ago and had decided to return and see how much the area had changed. He said we could have a look inside if we wanted, but we declined, saying that wasn't our intention. However he insisted that it wasn't a problem and that we were very welcome to have a look. So we agreed and of course once we were inside he made us a coffee.
He introduced himself as Mike and told us that he'd come back slightly early from a business course and hadn't expected to be home until this evening. I guessed he was in his early thirties, good-looking and with an out-going personality.
It became clear that he lived here alone, which did lead to me wondering whether he was gay. I soon decided he wasn't because of the attention he was paying to Kim. There was nothing too overt about it, but men do brighten up in the presence of an attractive woman and Kim was having that effect on Mike.
We asked him about the neighbours and it turned out that the couple in the house on the right had split up; apparently she had gone off with someone else. He said that the couple on the left had been there for many years and he described them as very stable. Kim and I both smiled at that and he gave us a quizzical look.
"About a year after we moved in she got herself a new husband," Kim explained. "I was told that they'd been having regular wife swapping sessions with another couple and decided to make the swap permanent."
"Really", said Mike. "I've only been here a couple of years and I hadn't heard that. Perhaps it's a good job you moved, if relationships around here are so unstable," he said in a light-hearted tone. "No, I'm sure you're fine, but with such an attractive wife you can't be too careful."
He was looking at me when he said that, but there was just a hint of flirtatiousness about it. It was clearly aimed at Kim and I could see her appreciation of the compliment. She'd already been a bit chattier with him than I expected, but now she preened herself ever so slightly and became even more responsive to his comments. The vague idea which had been lurking at the back of my mind crystallised and became more solid.
We chatted a bit longer and then we said it was time for us to go. Mike said he would have invited us to stay for lunch, but he'd been away and the cupboards were bare. I got the impression he would genuinely have liked us to stay, there did seem to have been a connection between us and the conversation had flowed without any real effort.
Anyway we thanked him for his hospitality and said our goodbyes. It was only a short walk across to the shopping centre, but my mind was working overtime. When we got there it was clear the café had changed hands and the empty seats warned us not to expect too much.
We each got a sandwich and a coffee and sat at a table by the window. I asked Kim what she thought of Mike.
"He seemed very pleasant," she replied. "A nice guy."
"Seriously attractive?"
She smiled and gave me a wry look. I should explain that she once made a jokey remark about only sleeping with another man if he was seriously attractive. Ever since then the fantasy stories we made up to entertain ourselves invariably featured men who were "seriously attractive".
"I know what you're thinking and the answer is no. Mike was pleasant, but not that pleasant."
That was pretty much the reply I was expecting. I knew that for such an intimate matter the chances of Kim turning round and simply saying yes were very low. I would need to try and persuade her. There would be one opportunity to do that and if she still said no, then the answer really was no. Push her too far and she would simply dig her heels in.
So I said that I wished she'd think about it.
"This could be the ideal opportunity. If we try something and it works for all concerned then fine, but if it doesn't work then we're out of here anyway and will never see Mike again. Life isn't a dress rehearsal, sometimes it's better to take a risk and try something, rather than spending the rest of your life wondering about what might have been"
I think Kim could see some sense in that, but she couldn't see how we were going to raise the subject with Mike. I said I'd be happy to go back and have a chat with him. She looked relieved at being spared the potential awkwardness of that moment.
"What if he says no?"
"I don't think there is much danger of that, but if he does then so be it, it obviously wasn't meant to happen." She nodded in response to that and her next question caused my heart to miss a beat.
"Where were you thinking it would take place?" I knew then that she was willing to be persuaded, I just needed to be careful and pick the right answers to any more questions.
"Well I guess his house might be possible, but the obvious choice is our hotel room."
"I don't know, it's not really me. Give me a minute to think about it." She stared out of the window and took a couple of sips of her coffee. I could feel my heart hammering away, in fact it was so loud I wondered if Kim could hear it. After what seemed like an age she turned back to me.
"If I do this you owe me big time." I gulped and nodded. "It's going to be in our hotel room and I know you've always said you wanted to watch, but I'll have to be alone with him, I can't do it in front of an audience."
That was a disappointment because I did want to be there, but Kim was very clear that she couldn't cope with that so I had to concede the point. We talked some more about details and agreed that Mike would have to use a condom. That was despite the fact that neither of us likes them and I've always felt that a woman hasn't been fucked properly unless she's got a load of cum in her pussy.
To be honest I've read a few articles about sperm competition and like most men who are into wife sharing the thought of fucking my wife when she's already got another man's cum inside her is a definite turn-on.
I saw a poll on a wife sharing website and of the various possible conclusions by far and away the most popular was for the other man to ride the wife bareback and cum in her pussy. That phrase had really stuck in my mind and I'd used it a couple of times with Kim. So I was disappointed that it wasn't going to be the outcome here, but a condom did seem an essential precaution.
About five minutes later I was walking briskly back along the path, mentally rehearsing what I was going to say to Mike. I must admit I was nervous and it did seem a bit odd that I was about to ask a virtual stranger if he would do me a favour and have sex with my wife. Still there was a definite exhilaration in the fact that our satisfactory, but rather routine sex life might be about to change.
I knocked on Mike's door and waited. There was no reply and after three attempts my heart sunk. Presumably he'd gone out; all that build-up for nothing. I turned and headed back along the path, wondering what Kim would say; would she be pleased, disappointed or a bit of both?
Just as I reached the gate I heard the sound of a door opening and turned to see Mike.
"Sorry, it's been a busy few days, so I sat back closed my eyes and of course nodded off."
I apologised for waking him and explained there was something I wanted to ask and would it be alright if I stepped inside for a minute. He said yes and we went through into the lounge.
I said that Kim and I had been chatting and felt there had been something of a connection between the three of us. I'd got the impression that he thought Kim was attractive and I understood that and didn't have a problem with it. However Kim also found him attractive and for a long time we'd had this fantasy about including a third person in our lovemaking. We both felt this was the ideal opportunity so I was asking him if he would be interested. Mike did look a bit surprised, but he wasn't thrown by what I'd said.
"Well you're certainly right that I find Kim attractive, so I'm definitely interested, but can you be more specific about what you have in mind."
So I explained that Kim had been a virgin when we met and I was the only man she had ever slept with. We wanted Mike to come to our hotel in the evening. I would leave him alone in the room with Kim and she would ring me when they had finished.
"Just let me be clear on this point – I'll be alone with Kim, it won't be the three of us together."
I confirmed that was exactly what we had in mind and Mike said that would be perfect for him. We chatted some more and I outlined the ground rules which were fairly simple:-
If Kim said stop then it meant stop.
No force or violence.
Condom to be used
Kim to be treated with respect, but some dirty talk is fine (Kim still gets a thrill out of the occasional reference to her pussy as her cunt, just don't overdo it).
No anal sex.
Mike said that was all fine, but he did explain that the course he'd been on was in connection with a new job and he'd taken the standard company medical. He had the option to pay a nominal fee and get a blood sample checked for a range of extras including STDs. He'd done that and he fetched the paperwork which showed a clean bill of health.
He assured me that he was happy to use a condom, but thought we might like the extra piece of mind which the tests offered. I asked if he had a printer and scanner and could let me have a copy of that, so Kim could see it. He hesitated for a second, then said OK and ran off a copy for me.
* * * * * * * * *
"I can't believe I'm going through with this. I must be mad letting you talk me into it." Kim was sat at the dressing table tinkering with her make-up. We'd been out for a meal at a nearby Thai restaurant, had come back to our room and had a glass of wine and were waiting for Mike to arrive.
The arrangement was that I would meet him in the bar at 9pm and he would then go up to our room and spend some time alone with Kim. I must admit that I could hardly believe we were going through with it. I looked at Kim. She was wearing a figure hugging red dress which I was particularly fond of, a flimsy black bra and pants set, some lovely lace-topped hold-ups and high heels. I glanced at my watch.
"It's nearly time, I'd better head downstairs." Kim stood up and I looked at her. "Are you nervous?"
"Very," she replied.
"Aroused?" She nodded and gave a shy smile. I caressed the front of her dress and went to slide my hand between her legs, but she backed away.
"You'll get your chance later, now hurry downstairs or you'll be late." I slipped my jacket on and headed out of the door. We were on the third floor so I caught an elevator down to the lobby.
It had just turned five to nine and Mike was already waiting for me in the bar. We shook hands and moved over to one of the corner tables. I explained that I'd shown the test results to Kim and she'd surprised me by saying that a condom wasn't necessary.
"That's fine by me," said Mike. "But is Kim sure?"
"Yes. She doesn't like the feel of condoms, she says they spoil things. Her exact words were - Bareback is fine. I want to be able to feel him cum inside me." It did feel a bit odd giving another man permission to cum inside my wife.
I looked again at Mike. He was fractionally taller than me and had short dark hair, a handsome face and striking blue eyes.
In some ways he was a bit similar to myself and the thought struck me that perhaps that was why we had chosen him – he was a stranger, but a reassuringly familiar one. He was thirty-two and I've heard women say that the early thirties are a good age for a man, they've lost the impatience of youth, but aren't really middle-aged.
There was no question it felt very real now. In a few minutes this man would be laid between my wife's legs, sliding his cock into her sweet married pussy.
The clock had ticked past nine o'clock and I knew that if she was kept waiting Kim would start to worry that something was wrong. So I didn't detain Mike any longer, but sent him on his way.
I headed across to the bar, ordered a drink and found a table with a clear view of a TV showing a sports channel. I knew I wouldn't be able to concentrate on the TV, but I thought it might help to pass the time.
I sat and took a sip of my wine. My eyes were on the TV screen, but my thoughts were focused on the events in our room. Perhaps there had been some slightly awkward conversation before Mike took Kim in his arms and started to kiss her. She would react cautiously at first, but as he caressed her bum and bust she would be sure to respond. Their kissing would become more passionate, his tongue entering her mouth in anticipation of the intercourse which would surely follow.
Perhaps he would caress the front of her dress, running his hand across her pubic mound and giving clear warning that he was about to touch her intimately. His hand would slide up the inside of her thigh. There would be that marvellous journey from the silky sheen of stockings, across soft warm flesh and onto panties damp with the juices of Kim's arousal.
I could imagine Kim parting her legs to allow the progress of this sexual pilgrim. His hand would slide inside her panties and across the dense nest of pubic hair. The tip of his finger would probe the moist folds at the entrance to her most secret place. Kim would stifle a moan and spread her legs wider in an unspoken request for him to explore further.
I glanced round the bar. It was moderately busy, mostly with couples. I wondered how shocked they would be if they knew that, while I sat in the bar, my wife was upstairs being serviced by a stranger. Who knows what they would think; perhaps some of the couples I assumed were married were actually deceiving their partners and having an adulterous weekend.
I read somewhere that everyone has three lives – a public life, a private life and a secret life. Your secret life can largely be played out in your head – daydreams, sexual fantasies and the like. But it occurred to me that this weekend Kim and I were sharing our secret lives. I found it encouraging that we had been able to share our sexual fantasies and explore the boundaries. It's clear that there are a lot of couples who can't do that and as a result are always holding something back from their partner and never achieving the real intimacy which is possible.
I glanced at my watch and saw that nearly half an hour had passed. None of us could say in advance how long this session was going to last. When Kim and I were younger sex often took two or three hours, nowadays (I'm fifty one) it tends to max out at about an hour.
Would Kim and Mike take more or less time than that? I hadn't a clue. Perhaps at this exact moment Kim was gasping as Mike gave a final brutal thrust and pumped his sperm into her sweet married pussy.
In the event it was a bit over an hour later when my phone beeped with the arrival of an incoming text. Kim knows I have a liking for sexy texts and this time she had decided to treat me.



I've just been fucked and have Mike's cum in my pussy. He is leaving now. Luv u. xxxxx
Just reading those words gave me a rock hard erection. I waited for Mike to appear and we had a brief word before he left. Not surprisingly he seemed very happy.
"You'll have to speak to Kim, but as far as I was concerned it was wonderful. I hope she enjoyed it as much as I did. She's a gorgeous woman, you're very lucky to have her."
I said goodbye to Mike and then headed up in the elevator. I was pleased with what Mike had said because I really did want this to have been an exciting and fulfilling experience for Kim.
I soon got to our room and opened the door with my key card. The room was lit by a single lamp and Kim was sat up in the bed with the characteristic soft, blurred expression of a woman who has just had sex. We stood looking at each other for a moment.
"Well...?" I asked.
"Well what?" she teased.
"You know what I mean," I said with an amused smile.
"I've had a good time if that's what you mean."
"And what did having a good time involve?" In reply Kim pulled the sheets to one side and spread her legs giving me a clear view of her pussy. Her cunt lips were still gaping from the passage of Mike's cock and her pussy hairs were matted with a mixture of Mike's cum and her fuck honey. I began to undress.
"Is it alright if I make love to you?"
"Yes I'd like that, I want you to make love to me." I undressed hurriedly and moved between Kim's legs. My cock slid smoothly into her and I savoured the exquisite feel of her recently fucked cunt.
"How does it feel to be an experienced woman?"
"Nice, very nice. I thought I might regret it and feel awful, but I don't."
I began to thrust into her but the excitement was too much and I groaned, kissed Kim passionately and added my load to the store already inside her pussy. I have to say that it wasn't so much the feel of Kim's lush slit which made me cum, rather the knowledge that only a few minutes ago another man had emptied his balls inside my wife's sweet married pussy.
We lay together without speaking for a while, then I asked Kim to tell me how it had been. She said at first it had been a bit awkward, but then it all happened very quickly.
"Somehow I ended up backed up against a low unit. Mike's hand slid up the front of my dress and he pulled my knickers to one side and started to finger my pussy. I was very wet and he must have realised how turned on I was because he unzipped his trousers, took his cock out and rubbed it against my pussy lips. Then it was one single smooth thrust and he was inside me."
"How did it feel having another man's cock inside you?"
"I almost fainted the sensation was so intense. I mean it's been all those years and you're the only man who has ever fucked me, and now here I was wedged up against the wall in a hotel bedroom with my legs spread and my knickers pulled to one side to allow a stranger's cock to penetrate me. We fucked like that for a while then without any warning Mike gave a massive groan and I felt his prick jerk and jerk inside me, maybe six or seven times and that lovely warm, wet feeling when a man fills you with cum.
We stayed jammed up against the wall for a while and to be honest I wasn't sure what was going to happen next. I did wonder whether he'd finished and was going to leave. But then he undressed me and we got into the bed.
We lay there in a friendly, companionable way for a while, but the temptation to touch his cock was irresistible. Yours is the only one I know and I wondered what Mike's felt like. So I slid my hand down and caressed him. At first he was soft, so I cupped his balls and gave them a squeeze because I know you like that. It definitely worked for him as well because almost straight away he started to grow. So I took hold of the shaft and began to pump it.
I hadn't been doing that long when he pushed me onto my back, got between my legs and slid his cock into me again. At first he fucked me with slow, deep strokes and I could really feel his cock inside me, then he picked up speed and I couldn't help it, I came and he urged me on which only made it more intense. He slowed down again, but after I'd come back down to earth I asked him to take me from behind because that's my favourite position. So I went on all fours and he took me doggy style. I do like a big cock fucking me from behind."
"Oh he had a big cock did he?" I exclaimed.
"No bigger than yours, but nice, very nice. And he really rammed it in to me. It wasn't long before he warned me that he was going to cum, so it was my turn to urge him on. I dug my nails into his backside and told him to do it, to cum inside me and fill my pussy with his sperm. He gave a final brutal thrust and I felt his prick spasm inside me and the wonderful feeling when a man pumps his sperm into you.
We lay there and chatted for a while, but I was aware of you waiting in the bar, so I told Mike that it had been wonderful, but it was time for him to go."
It had been years since I had come twice in one session, but Kim's account had left me with a rock hard erection and I knew I had to have her again. I spread her legs, moved so that the bulbous tip of my prick rested against her cunt lips, then leaned into her and revelled in the slippery feel of her cum filled pussy.
She already had three loads of cum in her pussy, so I thought it best if I kept this bout short and sweet. I gave it to her quite forcefully and warned her that her pussy was going to get another load of cum.
"Do you like having two men's cum inside you?"
"Yes," she gasped. "But don't stop, keep fucking me. Go on, cum inside me, fill my cunt with your sperm."
She pulled me close and ambushed me by sticking a finger up my backside. I was defenceless against that and surrendered myself to the sensations as I pumped another load of sperm into my wife's sweet married pussy. At the same time Kim's body bucked and reared beneath me as the waves of a massive orgasm shuddered through her.
We lay together for quite a while, but then slowly tidied ourselves, before settling down. Kim must have been exhausted because she fell asleep almost straight away.
We woke later than normal and eventually wondered downstairs and had a leisurely breakfast with the few people who were left in the dining room. We didn't talk about the events of last night, though when I said to Kim that we had time for a bit more sightseeing she said that after last night what she really fancied was a lazy day doing nothing in particular. So we slowly sorted ourselves out and then checked out of the hotel at midday.
It was a three hour drive back home and after a while Kim closed her eyes and seemed to be asleep. From time to time I glanced at the attractive woman resting next to me. It seemed highly likely that she still had sperm from two men in her vagina. I found that thought exciting and, somewhat to my surprise, oddly comforting.
I've read that one of the reasons why men like to share their partner is because it confirms that she is an attractive woman. I must admit I do like the thought of other men looking at Kim and thinking how gorgeous she is and how they would love to slip her panties off, spread her legs and experience the velvet grip of her lush pussy. I don't like to think of her as being past it, I want other men to agree with me that she is incredibly sexy.
It seemed clear that that had been a motive for me, but in all honesty it was secondary to my desire to fuck my wife immediately after another man had cum in her pussy. So I suspect that some form of sperm competition was at the heart of my desire to share her.
But it was more complicated than that because it was also important to me that Kim had a good experience. When I first mentioned the possibility of her having sex with someone else I did think there was a chance she would jump at the opportunity. I know that if I'd only ever slept with one woman I would wonder what others are like. However Kim didn't seem to have any curiosity in that respect, as far as she was concerned one man was probably very like another.
In bed that night I got her to describe it all over again and inevitably it excited us both and we ended up fucking once more. Laid on top of her, thrusting between her thighs, I asked her if she would do it again.
"I might," she said with a quiet smile. "Not as a regular thing, but if the circumstances were right and you were agreeable, then yes I might."
"Next time I want to watch. I want to see you being fucked."
"I'm not sure that I'm ready for that. Let me think about it. Does it really turn you on that much?"
"Yes it does. I can't explain it, but that text from you saying I've just been fucked is the most erotic thing I've ever read."
Just saying those words was enough to take me over the top and my prick jerked and jerked as I fired another load of sperm into Kim's velvet pussy.
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This story contains details of wife sharing/cuckoldry so please do not read it if that bothers or offends you
*
I suspect that the key moments in a person's life are often triggered by an unusual combination of circumstances. Until a month ago I was a rather strait-laced wife who had only ever had sex with my husband Paul.
I'm thirty three and we've been married for twelve years. After we had been married for several years Paul asked me whether I ever regretted my lack of experience. I told him the honest truth that it wasn't something which bothered me. However when he asked me about it again a few days later I rather hesitantly admitted that I did very occasionally daydream about being taken rather forcefully at work by a handsome brute of a man.
In my dreams it was always at work and this man would push me up against a filing cabinet, pull my knickers to one side and take his pleasure. For some reason it was important that I was fucked standing up and that my knickers were pulled to one side (not off) and then pulled back into place when he had finished.
I was worried that Paul would be offended so I stressed that it was just a fantasy, but I got a shock when it turned out that the thought of me having sex with someone else was quite a turn-on for him.
I assumed that it was just the idea that excited him, but as we talked some more it became clear that he was interested in turning it into reality. I said no to that, but it became quite a frequent item in our pillow talk. Paul often asked me to describe little fantasy scenarios which involved me getting fucked while he watched. He found that very exciting and I have to admit that it invariably got me wet.
There were also a couple of occasions when we took it a stage further and did some role playing. The most memorable one was after I had been on a night out with some friends from the gym I use. It was all girls, but very respectable and with no bad behaviour.
It was after midnight when I got home and Paul had left a bottle of massage oil out for me. I rubbed some oil on my pussy and soaked the gusset of my panties. Then I crept into our bedroom and gently woke my husband. I can still remember the excitement I felt when I told him that I had just been fucked and placed his hand on my wet panties. He pulled the sheets back, I straddled him, pulled my panties to one side and guided his cock into my sopping wet pussy.
Despite the fact that we played around like that I had no intention of turning fantasy into reality. I work in the accounts department of a precision engineering firm as assistant to the Finance Director.
I was in the archive room late one Tuesday searching for an elusive file. In fact it was just after finishing time and quite a few people had gone, but I needed to find this file.
I barely registered the footsteps in the corridor outside, but immediately recognised one voice as belonging to my boss Steve, and then realised the others were Trevor and Graham, two of the sales team.
I heard them ask Steve how he felt about this being his last week. He was moving up to Scotland and a better paid job with a bigger firm. To be honest I was sorry to see him go because we worked well together, though I should stress that there had never been anything remotely sexual between us; it had always been a straightforward work relationship.
I was interested to hear what Steve had to say, so I quietly moved a step closer to the door. I froze with surprise when I heard him say he'd miss working with me and doubted whether he'd be lucky enough to have such an efficient assistant in Scotland. Trevor and Graham laughed.
"What you mean is you'll miss ogling her tits," said Trevor. Trust him to say that; I didn't like Trevor and Graham, they were very much salesmen and I mean that in the worst sense of the word.
"Leave Kim alone," said Steve with a chuckle which I think was meant to lighten the rebuke. "She's a lovely person."
"She's a lovely person, but a lovely person with world class tits," said Graham. "She was bent over her desk when we went through the Accounts office this afternoon and you could see right down her dress. I've never seen such ripe, firm breasts. I had to fight an urge to run round behind her, pull her knickers to one side and ram my cock into her twat."
I could feel a blush spreading across my cheeks as they discussed me in this crude manner. I'm not stupid, I know what men can be like, but it was the first time I'd heard myself described in this way.
Part of me was dismayed, but a little voice was saying "Well at least they think you're sexy, be honest, it's better than hearing them saying you're repulsive". I was relieved when Steve told them that was enough.
"Oh come on," said Trevor. "You don't have to act the accountant all the time. Admit it, there've been times when you've looked at her and wished you were between her thighs."
"Of course there have been," said Steve. "But I don't feel a need to go round telling everyone about it. I got a glimpse down that dress today and when she was in my office later talking about our Belgian accounts, all I could think of was Kim gently lowering the shoulder straps, slowly pulling down the top half of her dress and offering me her breasts. She's got lovely dark areola, I think that's so sexy in a woman."
Now I really was blushing furiously because it was obvious that Steve had enjoyed a good sly look at my breasts. It felt like my face was on fire, but what I couldn't ignore was the moist arousal between my legs. There was no mistaking the signals my body was sending me -- this bit of eavesdropping was turning me on.
In truth what they were saying sort of made sense. My husband keeps telling me what wonderful breasts I have and how he loves my prominent nipples and dark areola. I'm a 36D with a nice slim waist and several of my girlfriends have told me they wish they had breasts like mine -- not big and gross, but full and firm and definitely not flat-chested.
A vivid mental picture of me offering my breasts to Steve and him licking and nuzzling at them sprang into my mind. To be honest Steve isn't my dream guy, that would be Pierce Brosnan or Hugh Grant, but he is very presentable. He's three years older than me and got divorced six years ago and to the best of my knowledge there's no woman in his life at the moment.
The conversation moved on. Trevor and Graham said they were going for a drink and asked Steve if he wanted to join them, but he said he had a bit of work to complete and anyway we'd all be going out for a drink on Friday.
As he said that his hand must have settled on the door to the archive room because it moved with slight rattle. I prayed that he wasn't about to come in, but was just using the handle as a convenient rest.
Time seemed to stand still for a moment and then the door slowly opened and Steve stepped into the room. We stood facing each other for a moment and I could see that Steve was wondering what he should say.
"You must have heard that conversation," he said. I simply nodded. "I'm sorry, you weren't meant to, I can only apologise for what was said."
"That's OK," I said, anxious not to make a fuss about it. "I'm going to treat it as a bit of office banter and pretend I never heard it." Steve looked relieved at that, probably thinking that there had been the potential for a sexual harassment case.
"I shouldn't have said what I did," said Steve. "But at least you didn't overhear us saying how plain you are. In a way what we said was very flattering, there's no question you've got a lovely figure." He looked very purposefully at me when he said that and there was a pause during which the erotic charge which had been hanging around in the background suddenly became much more pronounced. This was the closest Steve had ever come to flirting with me, but after a moment's thought he obviously decided to take things a stage further.
"It's true, you do have a wonderful bust, that's definitely not an exaggeration." That made me blush some more and I told him he didn't need to go into detail.
"But I want to. This is my last week here and I'll probably never see you again after Friday, so if I don't say this now I never will. I'm a normal red-blooded male, but you're married and I respect that and anyway office affairs are never a good idea."
He paused and I could feel my heart hammering so loud that I thought Steve must be able to hear it.
"I'm sorry," he said. "But I've got to ask this...will you show me your breasts?"
There was an awkward silence and then Steve continued.
"I know it's an outrageous thing to ask, but we've worked together for seven years and I've had glimpses of them, but would love to see them properly, just this once. Think of it as a leaving present. Please."
As a married woman I knew my answer should be no, but I was surprised by my feelings. I'm a shy, conservative person, but I ached to expose myself to Steve. I could imagine his reaction and how he would lust after me. It's part of being a woman, you like to arouse men, to get a reaction from them. And of course I knew that my husband wouldn't object, indeed he would probably have encouraged me to reward Steve with a view of my breasts.
I thought back to what Steve had said about me lowering the shoulder straps and pulling my dress front down to expose my breasts. I knew I wanted to do it, but I had to force my trembling fingers upwards. I smoothed one strap off my shoulder and then the other. Then I reached behind my back and after some awkward fumbling I pulled the zip part way down. I took a deep breath and and slowly pulled down the top half of my dress until Steve had a clear view of my breasts.
I felt embarrassed and very self-conscious by how erect my nipples were, but I did sneak a glance at the front of Steve's trousers and could see a definite bulge. I thought he must be erect, men get excited so easily and if I was aroused then heavens knows what he felt like.
We stood in silence for what felt like a long time, but probably wasn't really, then Steve hesitantly asked if he could touch them. I wish he hadn't asked. I'm quite a submissive woman and I prefer the man to be in charge. I'd rather he had just moved in and taken them in his hands. Now the onus was on me and of course I knew that once he'd touched them things might go further.
I honestly didn't know whether I wanted that, but I was prepared to let events take their course, so I gave the briefest of nods. Steve moved closer and with the lightest of touches his fingers traced a path across my breasts. His handling became firmer and he was squeezing and fondling them, then of course his head went down and he latched onto one of my breasts.
Instinctively I put one hand on the back of his head and pulled him closer to me. One of Steve's hands slid round the back and began to fondle my bottom. After a minute or two his mouth slid across and he turned his attention to my other breast. A moan of pleasure escaped my lips and that must have encouraged him because his hand slid across the front of my dress and with a gentle, yet firm motion he caressed my pubic mound.
It was one thing to allow Steve to touch my breasts, but if I allowed him access to my most intimate place then we both knew the likely outcome. After only a moments hesitation I parted my legs further in an unspoken gesture of encouragement. He seized on that most obvious of hints and his hand slid up the inside of my thigh. He cupped me and I was embarrassed at how my damp panties would betray the emotions surging through my body.
He very quickly slipped his hand inside my panties and first one, then two fingers slid into my pouting slit. I do like being finger fucked, but it's not the same as having an erect cock inside you and I realised that was what I wanted. Steve started to tug at my knickers, impatient to have full access, but was dismayed when I stopped him.
"It's alright," I reassured him. "I don't want them removing that's all, just pull them to one side."
So he pulled my knickers to the side, exposing my pussy. I could feel him fumbling with his clothing, then the sound of his zip descending. I reached down and took hold of his hot, hard cock. I like it when a man has an erection, it's a compliment to you, an undeniable physical signal that he finds you attractive.
My husband has a nice, but average cock, very slightly longer than six inches (yes we have measured it). In my fantasies the man who fucks me has a large cock, maybe seven or eight inches and a bit thicker than Paul's. I wouldn't want to try a really large cock, because I'm sure that would be uncomfortable and I'm afraid the whole big black cock thing passes me by.
I have to say that Steve's cock was average, probably very similar to my husband's. I would have liked to have taken him in my mouth. I enjoy going down on a man and the contrast between the smooth, softer end and the rougher shaft, but this wasn't the right time.
Instead I reached down and gave his balls a firm squeeze, aware of the millions of sperm which would soon be inside me. Then I took his cock, rubbed the tip against my pussy lips to get some of my juices on it and left Steve to do the rest.
Fortunately I'm a bit taller than average and was wearing moderate heels, so it wasn't difficult for Steve to thrust firmly upwards and penetrate me. I gasped as for the first time in twelve years of marriage my pussy yielded to another man's cock.
It's quite possible that we looked a bit ridiculous, up against the wall, Steve with his trousers round his ankles, but I didn't care because my fantasy had become reality.
Steve gave a groan of pleasure as his cock slid deep inside me. He told me how lovely it felt and began to build up a steady rhythm. Not surprisingly the excitement got to Steve and he said that he was going to cum and did I want him to pull out.
"No, I'm safe. Do it properly, cum in my pussy." The speed and depth of his thrusts increased and I know men like a bit of dirty talk (or at least my husband does), so I urged Steve on.
"Go on, do it -- fill my pussy with your sperm."
That was too much for Steve. He gave an anguished groan and there was that lovely warm, wet feeling when a man floods you with sperm.
We stood motionless for a moment, then Steve's cock began its inevitable retreat. I didn't want the embarrassment of sperm leaking out of me and onto the floor, so I extracted myself and pulled my knickers back into place.
We tidied ourselves up and without being prompted by me, Steve promised that he would never tell anyone about this and it would remain our secret. He hadn't gone into detail but he was assuming that I wanted to keep it a secret from my husband.
I could have chosen to do that, but it came to me very clearly that I wanted to tell him. I wanted to share this with Paul, because I hoped that it would take us to a level of intimacy which few couples achieve.
Normally after sex I would wipe myself, but Paul had always said that if I had sex with another man the thought of pushing his prick into my cum-filled pussy and fucking me afterwards was a huge turn-on.
So I didn't wipe myself and hoped my knickers would keep most of Steve's sperm inside me. The walk back to my car was slightly uncomfortable because my knickers were becoming increasingly wet as some of Steve's sperm leaked out of me.
Once in the car I pulled out my phone and texted Paul and asked him if he was at home. He's a surveyor and is often at different places, but had said that he would be at home writing up reports this afternoon. He replied straightaway and said yes. I remembered Paul once saying that the ultimate text from me would be one saying I'd been fucked, so I tapped out another text.
Would u like to receive the ultimate text? The reply was immediate.
Yes!!
I was surprised how nervous and excited I felt as I typed the decisive words.
I've just been fucked and have Steve's cum in my pussy.
You luscious slut. Please hurry and bring your cum filled pussy home.
On my way now. Luv u. xxxxx
Because I was leaving work a bit later than normal the worst of the traffic had gone, so it was only a fifteen minute drive. I was still in a state of shock at what had happened. Something that had been a vague fantasy had suddenly become reality. I had worried that I would feel guilty, but that wasn't the case. There was a feeling of elation, euphoria almost, that I had done something so bold and out of character.
I pulled onto our drive and was dismayed to see our neighbour stood on his drive. He's a pleasant enough guy, but he does like to talk and his favourite subject is himself. Many times I've been caught and kept talking for ages, but I knew that wasn't an option tonight.
After a brief chat I apologised for being rude, but said I had a present for Paul and wanted to get it indoors as quickly as possible. He gave a puzzled glance at my very average sized handbag and said it must be a very small present. I agreed that it was and left him intrigued at what exactly I was giving Paul.
Once inside I locked the door, put my keys and handbag down in the kitchen and went through into the lounge. Paul was sat on the middle seat of our three seater settee.
I didn't say anything, but leaned over and kissed him passionately. After a few seconds I parted my legs, took one of his hands and placed it up my dress. His whole body stiffened as he felt my panties which were wet with the sperm leaking from my pussy.
As our tongues fenced enthusiastically I unfastened his jeans, pulled them down and straddled him. Now I rubbed the wet crutch of my panties against the rigid heat of his erect prick. I reached down, pulled my knickers to one side and guided his prick into my cum-filled pussy.
I bore down on him and Paul was soon embedded up to the hilt.
"Oh God, you are so wet," he gasped.
"Does it feel nice?" I asked, intrigued to know how my recently fucked pussy felt to him.
"Nice! It feels fucking gorgeous. In fact it feels so nice I'm not going to last very long, I'll have to cum soon."
"That's alright," I encouraged him. "Do it. Cum in my pussy like Steve did." Speaking so provocatively to my husband was very exciting, I felt incredibly wanton and uninhibited and I increased the pace and force of my hip movements.
The result was deeply satisfying. Paul tensed, kissed me passionately, then erupted inside me. I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he added his sperm to the load already inside my pussy. We clung together for a while, then exchanged a series of short, tender kisses.
"How does it feel to have cum from two men in your pussy?"
"It feels fine. I thought I might feel guilty but I don't."
"I've got to ask this," said Paul rather apologetically. "Later you'll have to give me a detailed account of what happened, but for now I want to know how it felt to have Steve's cock inside you. Is he bigger than me?"
I almost laughed at the male obsession with size.
"No, he's a very similar size to you. But I must admit it felt different, I knew it wasn't you fucking me. To be honest I can hardly believe that it has happened. You're sure you don't mind that I shared my body with someone else?"
"No I don't mind. I'm not sure I can explain it properly, but you were inexperienced and it felt like you were untested. I'm sorry it's difficult to find the right words. The best I can come up with is that before you had a perfectly respectable married pussy, now you've got a cunt. I hope it doesn't sound too crude, but I love your sperm-filled cunt."
I blushed at that, because I do sort of have a problem with the C word. I can't help but see it as taboo, and in the cold light of day I think it sounds quite crude, but in bed, in the heat of passion, that's something very different.



Anyway we slowly disengaged and sorted ourselves out in a bit of a daze. I think we had both been taken by surprise by the events of the day and how something which had been a vague fantasy had become a shared reality.
I got a shower then we got a light meal and afterwards we opened a bottle of wine and watched a movie. It was a bit earlier than usual when we went to bed and Paul snuggled up to me and reminded me that I hadn't given him the detailed account I had promised him.
I had been expecting that and I have to be honest and say that I was happy to oblige. I did take some pride in the fact that I was now an experienced woman. So I told Paul all the details and described how the three men had talked about my body, what lovely breasts I had and what they would like to do to me.
Of course this excited both of us and our hands began to stray. I was very curious about what the effect of this tale would be on Paul and how much it would excite him. I was pretty sure it would do, but you can never be certain. So I slid my hand up his thigh and then grasped his penis. He had an erection like an iron bar so there was no doubting his arousal.
My pussy was already quite wet, but now I could feel my love juices gushing and I parted my legs in an unspoken invitation as Paul slid his hand between my thighs.
He fingered my pussy, then as I described the moment when Steve pulled my panties to one side and penetrated me, Paul moved above me and drove into my core with a single firm thrust.
So my husband fucked me as I described how earlier that day my pussy had been enjoyed by another man.
"What was it like when he came?" Paul gasped.
"It was very intense. I could sense he was going to come, he gave a final extra deep thrust and I felt his cock stiffen and swell. Then it was jerking away deep inside me and I knew that was it - my pussy was accepting his sperm."
Not surprisingly that took Paul over the top and for the third time that day my pussy received a load of sperm.
Laid together afterwards Paul asked me if I would take a lover again. I said it was too soon to talk about that and I would need to let the dust settle before thinking about it. He accepted that and we both settled down to sleep. As I drifted off my final thoughts were of a country hotel, a new dress, some pretty lingerie...and a handsome man telling me how attractive I looked.
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I'm fifty five and if I had to nominate the most memorable sex I had ever had then I wouldn't have to think very hard, the choice would be easy. Note that I said the most memorable sex ever -- not the best.
It was back when I was twenty three and I went out with a girl called Karen. She was very slim, with an almost boyish figure. In a short skirt her legs looked fantastic, but given her slim build it was pretty inevitable that she was distinctly flat chested. I have always had a preference for something that's a nice handful, though I'm not saying there isn't a case for small, perfectly formed breasts. If you're a man you've just got to love tits, no matter what size they are.
The real problem wasn't the size of her tits, it was the fact that I wasn't getting much else. We'd been going out for nearly two months and I'd got nowhere. Yes she'd let me feel her tits and eventually I'd managed to slip my hand inside her knickers, but that was very strictly rationed.
The worst part of it was that she didn't really seem interested. On the rare occasions that I got to touch her pussy she didn't give much sign of being aroused. She didn't get very wet and there was no heavy breathing, none of the sighs and moans that I'd been used to hearing from other girls.
I was thinking she was a bit under-sexed or perhaps she was just saving it for Mr. Right, because I was pretty certain that she was still a virgin even though she was eighteen. She was a nice girl, but shy and rather inhibited, and everything about her spoke of virginity.
I have to be honest and say that inevitably I saw that as a challenge and hoped that I would be the one who got to remove her knickers and claim the prize. I could certainly imagine that the sex would be very good -- that slim build and boyish hips meant that she had a lovely tight pussy.
Several times returning home after another night of frustrated fumbles I had jerked off thinking how pleasant it would be to spread her legs and explore virgin territory.
However it became clear that our relationship was going nowhere and that my dreams of taking her virginity were going to stay just that -- dreams.
We'd been out one night and I was returning her home, wondering idly if I was going to have any luck tonight and whether it might be best to call it a day -- I couldn't imagine that Karen would be upset, perhaps she might even beat me to the punch.
We got to her street and a broken down car and a breakdown truck were blocking the road, but that wasn't really a problem because a driveable track led round to the back of her parent's house and I could easily park there and we could go in through the garden gate.
I parked up and it was the sort of June night that we don't see enough of in England -- no breeze and a lovely warm evening. We went quietly in through the garden gate and approached the house from the rear. There was a dim light visible through a gap in the lounge curtains. Karen remarked that was odd because her parents were out and not expected back until quite a bit later. She said that Debbie and Dave must be in. Debbie was her twenty one year old sister and she was engaged to Dave, with the wedding being arranged for next year.
"Let's see what my sister's getting up to," said Karen and approached the gap in the curtain. I think it shows how naïve and inexperienced she was in that she was presumably thinking they might be indulging in a bit of kissing and cuddling on the settee.
She stopped close enough to the window to be able to see in, but not so close that she would be visible to the occupants of the room. I moved behind her and peered over her head.
What I saw was startling. Debbie was naked except for a pair of white satin panties and was just in the process of kneeling on the floor. Even in my shocked state I registered that she really did have a lot more curves than her younger sister. Dave was stood above her, naked though his trousers were round his ankles. His cock stood out rigidly in front of him.
It was an incredibly striking scene. They were an attractive couple and would have graced any porn movie. Debbie had curves in all the right places and a lovely pair of tits with prominent nipples (she must have been very aroused!). Dave looked much more athletic than I expected -- a broad chest and flat stomach and a cock that he could be justifiably proud of. Even in the dim light the bulbous head and prominent veins were clearly visible. The voyeuristic element only added to the eroticism of what we were seeing; it was as though we were watching our own personal porn movie and I could feel my cock straining at the front of my trousers.
Kneeling in front of him Debbie gently cupped his balls. I had put my hands on Karen's hips, but now I slid them smoothly upwards and cupped her breasts. She was wearing a T-shirt, but no bra and her nipples were encouragingly prominent -- it felt like they were trying to poke a hole in the material.
With one hand still cupping his balls Debbie wrapped her other hand round the base of his cock and began a gentle pumping action. After a few strokes she looked up and gave a wicked grin, lowered her head and her tongue flickered out and with a few rapid, reptilian flicks teased the end of Dave's cock. He groaned, so she did it again; I began to squeeze Karen's tits, she stayed completely motionless, but the tension was incredible.
Again Debbie lowered her head this time taking the tip of Dave's penis into her mouth and seemed to swirl her tongue around in a way that obviously gave Dave exquisite pleasure.
After a brief spell of that she paused and licked her lips. Then she looked up and gave Dave another wicked grin, it was very clear just how much she was enjoying pleasuring him. Later I did wonder if it was this which influenced Karen so much -- the fact that her sister wasn't just having sex, she was revelling in it, taking the lead role and making it clear with her every movement just how much pleasure she was getting from giving pleasure to her man.
My left hand continued to feel Karen's breast, but my right hand slid down and began to stroke her pussy through her skirt.
Now Debbie's mouth slid back down and took all of Dave's penis into her mouth. She was really deep throating him, her lips reaching the base of his cock. Dave's head was thrown back, his eyes shut tight in what almost seemed to be an anguished grimace, but clearly was an experience so exquisitely wonderful that it was almost painful.
However the most striking thing was the look on Debbie's face. Even now over thirty years later it's still etched in my memory as the most erotic thing I've ever seen. Her eyes were half closed, normally that might have made her look sleepy, but her eyelids were weighed down with lust; that was all it was, pure lust was on her face.
My right hand slid up Karen's skirt and between her legs. I didn't think my cock could get any harder, but I'll swear it stiffened further when I felt how wet her panties were. They'd never even really got damp before, now they were well beyond that, they were incredibly wet. Meeting no resistance I slid my hand inside and slipped a finger into her love tunnel. I've said what a lovely tight pussy she had, but tonight was different, it was all warmth and wetness.
I was slightly distracted when Dave disengaged himself from Debbie's oral attention, hurriedly kicked his trousers off and threw himself between Debbie's legs. It was clear they were going to fuck and it took them out of our view and broke the voyeuristic spell.
I've never been as aroused since then as I was at that moment. My need to fuck Karen was urgent and all consuming. It was the only thing I could think about, nothing else mattered, I had to push my cock into her cunt and empty my balls inside her.
I pulled her down onto the lawn and we kissed greedily. My hand went straight back between her legs, but this time I tugged feverishly at her knickers. There was no complaint, no attempt to stop me, and in seconds a pair of white knickers were tossed to one side.
Hurriedly I unzipped my trousers and took my cock out. I moved between her legs and our eyes locked on each other as I positioned my cock against the entrance to her virgin pussy. Mindful of her inexperience I managed to control myself and instead of thrusting wildly I penetrated her as smoothly and carefully as I could.
Even in the midst of such incredible passion she still managed to suppress her emotions. As my cock slid between her cunt lips she closed her eyes and gave a barely audible gasp.
At that stage in my life there had only been three women I'd had sex with and since then there has only been one, but none of them were anything like Karen. That slim build and those narrow, boyish hips gave her the tightest cunt imaginable. Even though her love juices were finally in full flow, there was still an overwhelming feeling of tightness. A wonderful velvet grip that squeezed my cock and drove every other sensation from my mind.
All I could feel was my prick in her cunt - there was nothing else. I'm surprised I didn't come straight away, but somehow I did manage to exercise some control. Nevertheless after a few strokes it was clear that I couldn't hold out and even if I pulled out I was still going to cum. I gave one last thrust and then groaned as my prick jerked and jerked and fired several bursts of cum into Karen's virgin pussy.
We clung to each other for a while, then Karen said rather curtly that she had to go. I was surprised, and disappointed, at that. I wanted to hold her, caress her, share what we had had together and at last experience some intimacy with this shy and reserved young woman. But it wasn't to be. She insisted she had to go, quickly pulled her knickers back on and hurried into the house. Stood in the garden feeling somewhat rejected I wandered back towards my car.
On the drive home I had time to reflect on the fact that I hadn't even vaguely worried about birth control, perhaps Karen was on the Pill, I really had no idea whether she was or she wasn't. Well it was too late to worry now, the deed was done. The way Karen had bolted indoors had taken some of the gloss off it, but still I had done it, I had removed her knickers and fucked her virgin pussy.
Mind you I knew that wasn't down to my charms, it was clear that if we hadn't witnessed the full-blooded way in which Debbie embraced the sexual act then Karen wouldn't have acted in the way she did.
I did hope that we had crossed a line and our relationship would move on to a new, more physical level. I rang Karen the following day and she said she wasn't free to see me during the week, so I had to wait until the following weekend.
It was immediately clear that the barriers were back in place, and if anything they had been reinforced. She seemed embarrassed by what had happened and without going into details made it clear that there wasn't going to be any repeat. She did also leave a clear hint that it was the wrong time of month, so at least I knew I didn't have any worries on that front.
Instead of bringing us together, it just seemed to force us apart. Karen's attitude seemed to be that she had been caught in a moment of weakness. Perhaps she felt I had taken advantage of her, but caught in such an intensely erotic situation any red-blooded male would have done what I did.
We split up soon afterwards. Ironically a couple of months later I started going out with Kim, one of Karen's closest friends. We hit it off really well and although she was also a virgin there was none of the coldness and reserve which I had experienced with Karen. Sex came naturally and was wonderful, passionate and exciting and eventually we got married.
We've been married for nearly thirty years now and whilst we've had our ups and downs it has been pretty good. We still see Karen two or three times a year. She stayed single for quite a while, but then married a man fifteen years older than her. They seem happy, though there are signs that the physical side of their marriage came to a halt years ago.
There's no residual attraction left between Karen and I. Though I have to be honest and say that if she made it clear that she wanted to have an affair with me I would be very tempted. But I haven't seen the slightest indication that it's at all likely to happen.
Nevertheless there was a recent occasion which triggered a memory of that June night. We were at a dinner party when one of the wives told us in a part-amused, part-shocked tone how she had accidentally turned on the porn channel at a hotel they were staying at and been confronted with film of a woman enthusiastically sucking a man's dick. We all laughed at her description, but my eyes caught Karen's and it was obvious what we were both thinking.
I know it gave me an instant hard-on and I wondered if it made her wet. Perhaps not, but there must be times when she thinks back to that warm summers' night and how she was swept along by a wave of passion and allowed me to take her virginity. I know I do.
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This story contains details of wife sharing/cuckoldry, so you should avoid reading it unless that appeals to you.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
I suppose the starting point was our trip to London in March. It was a typical mini-break - a weekend away at an upmarket hotel, a meal at a nice restaurant and then on to see a show.
All fairly standard stuff, but I had dropped some strong hints to my wife that a bit of sexy fun wouldn't go amiss. I'd tried to talk Kim into removing her knickers while we were at the restaurant, but she'd refused. My disappointment was tempered by the fact that she'd given a playful smile and said maybe later.
So as we walked back to the hotel I asked her if she was up for a bit of fun. She asked me what I had in mind and I said a few photos in the room would be great, but we ought to be more daring and take some in the public areas first.
I should explain that we have occasionally had photo sessions at home where Kim has let me take some pretty explicit shots of her. She claims she only does it for my benefit, but she always gets very wet and we invariably have great sex afterwards.
Anyway as we headed across the hotel foyer towards the lifts she asked me if I had the camera handy. I was turning it on as we got into the lift. She pressed the button for our floor and as soon as the lift doors closed she reached under her dress and pulled her knickers down. I hurriedly fired off a series of photos, but it was over far too quickly. She smiled, stuffed her knickers in my jacket pocket and gave me a playful peck on the lips.
The lift doors opened and as we headed down the plushly carpeted corridor towards our room I suggested that some photos of her outside our door would be nice. She murmured a quiet OK.
As soon as we reached our room she stood by the door, looked round very cautiously and then raised the front of her dress and exposed her lovely pussy which was beautifully framed by some lace-topped hold-ups. At that moment a couple came round the corner from behind me. Kim dropped the front of her dress, but the room door was locked and I had the key card so there was nowhere for her to go.
My back was turned to them, but Kim was clearly too embarrassed to make eye contact and turned towards the door. I risked a glance at them as they went past. They were a middle-aged couple, perhaps early forties, so not much older than us. The woman didn't look at me, but the man smiled and raised an eyebrow in a friendly, encouraging way which made it clear that he both knew and approved of what we had been doing.
I slipped the key card into the lock and we went into our room. Kim sat on the end of the bed and listened. We heard the sounds of some more people heading along the corridor, then more noises and laughter as what sounded like two couples went past. Kim sat listening and there were no further sounds. I was about to suggest taking some photos in the room, when Kim said it seemed all clear so we could go back outside. That did surprise me as I'd assumed she was too embarrassed to continue.
So we returned to the corridor and Kim again flashed her pussy for me. We had taken several photos before we heard the sound of people approaching and ducked back into the bedroom. I couldn't resist sliding my hand up her dress to see how excited she was and was greeted with the pouting wetness of her silken slit. She kissed me passionately and it was clear that she was more aroused she had been for a long time.
The camera was put to one side and we tore the clothes off each other and fell onto the bed in a frenzy of lust. The sex was brief, fierce and very memorable. I rammed it into Kim, she came very quickly and almost before I knew what was happening my cock was jerking and firing burst after burst of sperm deep inside her.
We lay for a moment and then I asked if she would mind if I took some more photos. She said OK so I picked up the camera and took some shots of Kim laid back on the bed, her pussy lips gaping from the passage of my cock and my sperm running out of her and onto the bed.
From time to time I would pull those photos up on the computer screen at home and was very grateful that we had such vivid evidence of some memorable sex. It also confirmed what I had long suspected - my shy, conservative wife had an exhibitionist streak to her nature.
So I decided that next time we went away the camera would definitely be going with us. That opportunity arose in June when we booked a week at a holiday cottage on the Lincolnshire coast.
I had bought a new camera and whilst I certainly intended to use it for standard holiday photos, I also wanted to take some more intimate ones. I mentioned that to Kim and although she raised an eyebrow there was no actual protest so I suspect she was quite happy to go along with my plans.
I think she was actually quite flattered and happy that after fourteen years of marriage I still find her very attractive. She has much better than average looks and regular visits to the gym mean that she has a wonderfully toned figure. She's about five foot six with world class 36D breasts which are emphasised by her slim waist and curvy hips. Her long, dark wavy hair and slightly darker skin than normal give her rather Mediterranean looks, though her family are thoroughly English.
The cottage we'd hired was a simple two-bedroom affair on the outskirts of a quiet village. Facilities were very limited, but that didn't bother us -- some coastal walks, plenty of sunbathing for Kim and some visits to the local pub would be enough to keep us happy.
On the first full day we pottered around a bit exploring the coastal paths. There were some big, dense patches of buckthorn amongst the sand dunes and the tide went out for miles and exposed a sandy shore which shimmered in the midday heat. I took a few routine holiday snaps, but deliberately refrained from anything of a more personal nature; we had a whole week so there was no need to rush it.
The next day Kim was keen to do some sunbathing, so after a late and leisurely breakfast we headed for the coast. We'd already identified a suitably quiet spot where the sand dunes and a dense stand of sea buckthorn provided privacy and shelter from the sea breeze.
Kim can spend all day soaking up the rays and she quickly stripped down to her bikini and stretched out on a towel. Suitably encouraged by how quiet it was she soon sat up and removed her bikini top. Sadly she didn't ask me to rub sun cream on her breasts, but I did at least get to do her back.
After a while it clouded over. As it was our first day in the sun that was probably a good thing and helped stop us getting burnt. We returned to the cottage, got showered and changed and finally headed off to the local pub.
It was a quiet place, but did a reasonable selection of meals and we both enjoyed a large plate of fish and chips. I picked up my pint and Kim got her glass of wine and we went through from the dining area into the cooler lounge with its tiled floor.
It was pretty quiet; there were a handful of people at the bar, an older couple sat in one corner and us. Kim had spotted a dartboard over by the bay window and challenged me to a game. I should explain that she's naturally good at a wide range of sports (we met playing tennis) and had a dartboard at home and used to play a lot. So she normally beats me at darts, whereas I have the upper hand in tennis and squash.
The result was reasonably close, but I was never in front and Kim managed to close out ahead of me. We went to refill our glasses and that led to some comment with the small group gathered at the bar. There was some good natured banter about the fact that Kim had won, but I insisted that was because she was good at darts rather than any failure on my part.
"We'll give you a game," said a couple of older guys who judging by the size of their stomachs were regulars at the bar.
"Count us in," said two younger lads who'd come in not long after we started our game. I looked at Kim and she nodded OK. As I said she's good at sports and likes a challenge.
So there were three teams of two and what started out as the best of three games had to be modified when we were level on one each at the end. We decided on another three games and the younger guys (who had introduced themselves as Steve and Mike) were narrow winners in the first, while Kim and I won the next one.
That led to a deciding game which was played out in a friendly, but distinctly competitive atmosphere. I knew that Kim wanted to win and hoped that I didn't let her down. I'm actually cross dominant -- I'm right handed, but my left eye is my dominant one and that's a definite disadvantage at a game like darts.
Nevertheless I played a safe, but unspectacular game and Kim was delighted to close out the victory with a particularly impressive final two darts. There was applause from the small audience which had gathered, I shook hands with Steve and Mike and they both gave Kim a quick kiss on the cheek. The losers insisted on buying drinks and it was approaching midnight when we left the pub.
Fortunately we were within walking distance of our cottage and it turned out that Steve and Mike were staying in a nearby cottage (I had mistakenly assumed they were locals). Apparently Steve's uncle owned their cottage and they had free use of it for a week. We soon reached the driveway to our cottage and said goodbye. Once we were inside Kim turned to me and said that she knew what would the perfect end to an excellent day.
"What would that be?" I asked.
"For you to carry me through into the bedroom and fuck me senseless." She shrieked as I picked her up, then we were through into the bedroom and I dragged her jeans and panties off then threw myself on top of her.
Laid together afterwards I asked her what she thought of Steve and Mike.
"Very pleasant, they're good company."
"Seriously attractive?" Kim laughed and gave me a good natured slap. I should explain that after we had been married a few years I rather hesitantly told Kim that I did sometimes fantasize about sharing her with another man. She was shocked by that, but fortunately she wasn't really upset. She said it wasn't going to happen, but nevertheless it became a regular item of pillow talk for us and invariably got us both aroused. She always insisted that if anything did ever happen she would be very picky and would only do it with someone who was "seriously attractive".
"You know they fancied you don't you?" I said.
"Don't be silly, Steve's twenty three, I'm thirty six. There's thirteen years between us."
"Oh you know his age."
"We were chatting and he told me. He's pleasant and if I was younger and single then I'd probably be interested, but please don't get carried away with your fantasies."
I decided to let it drop, but it seemed to me that with a bit of luck and some careful management this situation had potential.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
The next day wasn't so much a late breakfast as an early lunch. In the afternoon we returned to the same spot in the dunes. After a while, and bored with my reading, I decided to leave Kim to her sunbathing and take a short walk. I wandered along the beach looking for shells and fossils, but was diverted by a path into the dunes. That soon split into two and after a bit of hesitation I took the fork which would lead me back towards Kim.
I found myself tracking along the wrong side of that stand of sea buckthorn. My attempts to find a short cut to our spot in the dunes came to a halt when I saw Kim on the upper edge of the beach.
She wasn't alone, there were two men with her and I soon realised that it was Steve and Mike. They were in shorts and T-shirts, but all Kim had on was her bikini bottom and a floppy hat. She's a modest person and we'd been married several years before I managed to persuade her that topless sunbathing was no big deal, so to see her like that was a definite surprise.
I stood quietly and watched, my cock stiffening in the certain knowledge that Steve and Mike were enjoying an eyeful of my wife's wonderful breasts. They stood chatting for a while before continuing along the beach. Kim headed back to our spot in the dunes and I detoured round the buckthorn patch and soon emerged by her side.
"Where have you been?" she asked. I explained that I'd taken a path through the dunes, but the tangle of buckthorn had meant I'd had to take a detour to get back to her.
"Steve and Mike were here."
"I know I saw you talking to them." She asked why I hadn't joined them, so I said again that there hadn't been a path through the buckthorn. But of course what was really agitating me was the fact that she had been topless and I had to say something.
"You were topless weren't you?" I didn't wait for an answer, but continued. "Did it feel odd standing there nearly naked?" Kim nodded shyly.
"I went onto the beach to see if I could see you and of course they came along. I didn't see them until they were quite close and I could hardly run away, so I had to brazen it out. I was so embarrassed; it felt like my cheeks were on fire. I'm not sure I'll be able to face them in the pub again, not after they've seen me like this."
"Like what?" I asked quietly, picking up the camera and firing off a series of shots. Kim didn't reply, but instead crossed one arm beneath her breasts in a pose which she knew would emphasise her cleavage. The camera shutter clicked busily.
"Slip the bottom off," I said to her. Without any hesitation she pulled her bikini bottom down and tossed it to one side. No prompting was necessary, she spread her legs and exposed her luxuriant bush and glistening slit. I took another burst of photos, then more as she began to stroke the entrance to her pussy. My cock felt ready to explode, but I continued to press the shutter release as my wife teased her pussy.
Enough," she said. "Put the camera down and fuck me."
* * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Kim voted not to go to the local pub that night, so we headed to a Chinese restaurant in the nearest town. I think I could have persuaded Kim to eat locally again, but there was an obvious risk that if I rushed things I might well scare her off.
The following day we went down to the beach again and in the afternoon we had another photo session. They were still very much glamour photos, but there weren't any full frontal shots.
I took some very successful shots of Kim laid back amongst the dunes wearing only a skimpy, thong-like bikini bottom. But the best were of her crouched on the steep side of one of the dunes. Her breasts were hanging down superbly and the soft swell and full, rich weight came across wonderfully well.
Back at the cottage we showered and changed then opened a bottle of wine. Sat on the patio Kim chose to eat at the local pub again which suited me fine.
There was one indulgence I asked of her. The pub was on the edge of the village, right by the village sign. I asked Kim if before we went in the pub she would sit on the low wall, so I could get her, the village sign and the pub all in the same photo.
She said fine to that, but then I explained that after a few "normal" shots I wanted her knickerless so that when she raised one foot onto the wall she would be displaying her charms.
"What if someone comes along," she gasped. I pointed out that it was a very quiet road and we'd have lots of time to see anyone coming. I thought she'd take quite a bit of convincing, but in the end it wasn't very difficult.
A bit over an hour later we were walking along the footpath towards the village. Kim was wearing a knee-length white skirt and a pink T-shirt. She had a bra on, but no panties.
She sat demurely on the wall while I took a couple of shots. Then I requested the pose I really wanted. She checked all round and then nervously raised one foot onto the wall. Her skirt didn't quite ride up enough, so I had to ask her to hitch it up a bit. She did that and her beautiful quim came into view. She has shaved a couple of times in the past, which is nice, but I actually prefer her with a full bush. She really does have a furry pussy and I find that very sexy.
The fact that someone might just have come along (Steve and Mike even) added a hint of danger to it and fuelled the excitement we both felt. I'd be interested to know how many couples have taken sexy pictures of this sort; my guess is that it's a high percentage. Anyway we completed the photography without incident and headed into the pub.
A sign by the door proclaimed that tonight was quiz night, but our priority was food. An hour or so later and with another fine meal inside us we left the dining area and headed back to the bar. It was relatively busy and we recognised several faces from Monday night and the darts match.
Andy and Bob, the two older guys from Monday night, collared me and asked if Kim and I fancied forming a team with them for the quiz competition. Kim was stood a few yards away talking to someone else, so I stalled and told them I'd check with her. I had the definite impression she didn't like them, so I did need to ask her.
She pulled a face and said not those two when I asked her. Then she pointed to Steve and Mike sat nearby and suggested we asked them to form a team with us. That surprised me, but I was happy to go with the flow. So we asked them, they said yes and I went across and told Andy and Bob that Kim had already committed us to playing with someone else.
I returned to our table and told Kim that was sorted. She glanced at Steve and Mike and saw they were distracted talking to someone else.
"Good," she said. "I didn't like the way Andy and Bob looked at me, I always had a feeling that they were mentally undressing me."
"Yes," I said. "How very different from Steve and Mike who've actually seen you nearly naked." But I said it with a smile and Kim responded by giving me a playful slap.
The quiz wasn't a serious one, though there was a prize for the winners. Sadly that wasn't us, though we did come third out of eleven teams. We mucked up a couple of easy questions and but for that we would have been joint winners.
There was one question about what sign of the Zodiac you would be if you were born on the 10th March. I hadn't a clue, Kim said Pisces, but Steve and Mike were adamant it was Libra. I was called upon to adjudicate and pointed out that two outnumbered one and so we answered Libra. When it became clear that Kim was right she turned to us with an "I told you so" expression. We all had to eat humble pie and I noticed that Steve put his hand on Kim's knee whilst he apologised.
It really wasn't necessary and it seemed clear to me that he wanted to make some sort of physical connection with her. Inevitably I wondered what his reaction would be if he knew that Kim wasn't wearing any panties and his hand was just a few inches away from her naked pussy.
What with the quiz and a few more drinks it was after eleven when we left the pub and headed back to our cottage. Steve and Mike wandered back with us. I was chatting with Mike about their plans for the rest of the week -- they had been doing some rather unsuccessful beach angling and had opted for a change and booked a sea fishing trip on the Friday. Steve and Kim were walking a few paces behind us.
As soon as we got inside our cottage I casually asked Kim what she and Steve had been talking about. I got a wary glance and a pause before she replied.
"Nothing much. He asked what we were doing tomorrow and I told him we planned to visit the market at Boston."
"You know he fancies you don't you?" Kim said nothing to that, but gave the slightest of nods. So I continued and mentioned how I'd seen him put his hand on her knee. Kim gave a wry smile and asked if I'd seen anything else.



"Like what?" was my startled reply.
"When you made your last visit to the bar he put a hand on my knee and then tried to slide it up the inside of my thigh. He didn't get very far before I stopped him. Fortunately he was very discreet about it and I don't think anyone noticed. He did whisper an apology, but he said he couldn't help himself I was just too attractive."
"Did you mind?" I asked. But Kim didn't answer and instead asked me if I minded. I moved across and took her in my arms.
"You know my feelings about that. I have to be honest and say that the thought of you with another man is a turn-on. I don't know why, I can't really explain it, it just is." I kissed her gently and sensuously and she responded, melding her body against mine. As we broke from the kiss I slid my hand up the inside of her thigh.
"Were you tempted?" I asked brushing my fingertips lightly across the tops of her thighs. She didn't reply, but kissed me passionately. I continued to tease her thighs, but then ran my fingertip along that sweet crevice which I knew so well.
"Were you tempted?" I asked again.
"Yes," she said in something approaching a whisper.
Yes what?"
"Yes I was tempted. I was very aware that I had no knickers on and there was a part of me that wanted to let him explore and to enjoy his surprise when he discovered that I didn't have any knickers on."
She was lubricating freely so I slid a finger inside her. She tugged impatiently at my belt. A minute later we were on the bed and Kim cried out as my cock speared into her. The sex was brief and almost brutal. To be fair Kim has said that you can have all the romantic, dreamy sex you like, there's nothing to beat a good vigorous fucking.
Laid together afterwards I asked her if she wanted to do anything about it.
"Five minutes ago I did. Now I'm not so sure," was her reply. I tried to ask her some more questions, but all she would say was that she couldn't think about it now. I knew she wouldn't appreciate me being pushy, so I left it. I had a feeling that she would be more receptive if I left it up to her to decide what she wanted to do, rather than pushing my agenda.
So at breakfast I didn't mention the subject and we went about our day as normal. It was nearly five o'clock when we got back and nothing had been said about where we were going to eat that night.
I was about to raise the subject when there was a knock at the door. Slightly surprised I went to answer it and found it was Steve. He asked if we fancied a fish barbeque on the Friday evening after they had been sea fishing.
"What if you don't catch anything? I asked.
"Well if that happens we'll just have to buy something," he replied with a laugh. Kim came to my side and I explained we'd been invited to their cottage for a fish barbeque tomorrow night. She said fine to that, so we thanked him and arranged to call round at their cottage at 7pm.
Walking back out onto the patio Kim and I exchanged a look. We sat by the table and Kim took a sip of her wine.
"I bet they're hoping that I drink myself unconscious and that you drink enough to get carried away," I said.
"They can think that all they like, it's not going to happen," Kim replied. I thought of all those stories I'd read where the husband pretends to pass out and then watches whilst his wife allows herself to be taken.
That really didn't appeal to me. If we were going to do anything I wanted it to be more honest and upfront. I turned to Kim.
"It's absolutely your call, but I would like you to think about it. It will be the last day of our holiday and we'll never see them again so from that point of view it's perfect. We might never get a better opportunity; I'll bet there are a lot of couples who've expanded their boundaries a bit when they're on holiday and away from prying eyes."
"Would you really want to go through with it?" Kim asked. "You're the only man I've ever slept with; if I had sex with Steve that would be gone forever." I think Kim half expected me to back down after she had said that, but I didn't.
"That's true, but we've never done anything adventurous. Life isn't a dress rehearsal. Just this once I'd like to seize the day, then at least we won't be looking back and thinking about what might have been." I believe Kim could see some sense in that and she asked me to let her have a think about it.
"Sure, there's no rush. And I don't want you to do it for my sake, I want it to be your choice."
Friday was our last full day and of course I was on edge waiting for Kim to announce her decision about tonight. We returned to the beach and I took it as a good sign that she needed very little encouragement to allow me to take some more photos of her.
There were the remnants of an old wooden breakwater nearby and we wandered across to them. From a distance Kim looked perfectly respectable, but once she got closer her rather see-through cotton sun top did little to hide the fact that she had discarded her bikini.
I took a whole series of photos which gave tantalising hints of her breasts and furry bush. Finally she bent over at the waist and her top rode up to expose the peach-like cleft between her legs.
It had just turned 4pm when we returned to the cottage and we did a few minor jobs and then went out on the patio with a soft drink. I kept waiting for Kim to say something, but it never came and finally I couldn't contain myself any longer.
"Have you come to a decision about tonight?"
"Not really. I can't see how it's going to work. How do I get to be alone with Steve? And what will Mike think, he's a pleasant guy and I don't want to hurt his feelings." I'd expected her to say something like that and at least it wasn't a flat refusal, in fact it was almost a yes.
I paused, took a deep breath and said that she could take both of them on.
"You mean..."
"Yes I mean you could allow both of them to pleasure you. Plenty of women have tried it. It would definitely be an experience for you."
Kim turned away and stared fixedly into the distance. Finally she looked back at me.
"No." She rose and went into the cottage without even a glance in my direction. I gave her a minute and then followed her. She was sat on the end of the bed and rounded on me as soon as I entered the room.
"Why are you pushing me towards another man? Do you want rid of me? Or do you expect me to reciprocate and allow you to fuck other women?"
"No," I said emphatically, crouching at her feet. "I don't expect anything of that sort and I'm certainly not interested in chasing other women. I adore you, but I think an evening like this would enhance our intimacy, not diminish it. A lot of couples couldn't cope, but I think we can. I don't want it to be some drunken grope. I'd need you to excuse yourself at some stage then I'd have a word with Steve and Mike and explain what was possible."
I kissed her gently, then more firmly. She put her arms round my neck and returned the kiss with warmth.
"I'm sorry it's all a bit much," she said.
"That's OK, take your time. Get a shower while you think about it."
She brightened at that and ten minutes later she was in the shower. Fortunately it was a large shower cubicle so after waiting a few minutes I stepped in alongside her. Getting showered together was an occasional treat which we both enjoyed and I thought that tonight we might find it particularly helpful.
Of course I lathered her up and rubbed soap all over her body, loving the soft, slippery feel of her. We kept kissing and breaking for air and I noticed with approval that her nipples were erect.
"You've obviously thought about this a bit more than I have," said Kim. "What exactly do you have in mind?"
"Well you would excuse yourself at some stage and leave me to have a word with Steve and Mike. I'd explain that I realised they found you attractive and I didn't have a problem with that, but for some time we'd been thinking of including someone else in our lovemaking and had decided that tonight was the ideal opportunity. I'd lay down a few ground rules -- no rough stuff, no anal sex, some dirty talk is fine (indeed preferable) but don't get too carried away and of course if you called a halt they would have to accept it without question. I'd want them to cum inside you; I've said it before but somehow I don't think a woman has been fucked properly unless she's got a load of cum in her pussy. I'll be there to safeguard you and afterwards I want to take you back to our cottage and fuck you in the privacy of our bedroom while you tell me what it felt like to have a different prick inside you."
I must admit that Kim's eyes were like saucers while I explained this. She was playing with my cock and balls the whole time and I hoped that she didn't get too carried away or I might cum all over her.
"Let's get this absolutely clear, because if I do this it can never be undone," she said. "You want me to have sex with two men and allow them to cum in my pussy. Are you sure you can cope with that?"
"Yes."
"Certain?"
"Yes."
She stood on tiptoes and hot water streamed down on our heads as she whispered in my ear.
"Alright, they can fuck me."
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
"Nervous?"
"More like scared stiff," said Kim with a tense smile. We were walking up the path to Steve and Mike's cottage. I paused before knocking and looked at Kim.
"You're still OK to continue?"
I got a brief nod in reply and knocked on the door. Mike opened it and invited us inside. He gave Kim a kiss on the cheek and shook my hand. I handed over the wine and lager we'd brought and we went out onto the patio where Steve was coaxing the barbeque into life.
They'd caught a good-sized bass and asked Kim's advice on their proposed cooking method. She ended up supervising them and I think that helped calm her nerves. They were doing OK, but Kim's a good cook and found herself in a situation where she was in charge.
The lads were happy to follow her instructions and fussed around while she told them what to do. She apologised for not being more hands on, but as she said she hadn't dressed for cooking.
In fact her choice of clothing had been a subject of some discussion. It was a warm evening so she'd settled on a pale green blouse, a short denim skirt and some sandals with a bit of a heel. For underwear I'd suggested a lacy white bra and pants set, though I did also suggest that if she was feeling a bit daring she could go braless, as it wouldn't be noticeable immediately.
Somewhat to my surprise she had chosen to dispense with her bra. I wondered how long it would take the lads to realise. Probably a while because Kim was obviously feeling very self-conscious and kept her arms folded across her chest most of the time.
It might sound stupid but the reality of it suddenly hit me when I realised that, if all went to plan, another man would soon be licking and sucking those breasts which had been my exclusive preserve.
Steve and Mike kept offering us both drinks, but we were determined to go at our own pace. I had a few bottles of lager, but they were only small ones and I was nowhere near drunk. Kim was on white wine which went with the fish. She was the only one drinking wine, so I knew that the empty bottle was down to her and was a reasonable amount to get her nicely relaxed.
It was ten o'clock and the light was fading when Kim got up and told me that she was just popping to the toilet. My heart was beating unusually fast as she leaned across and kissed me before heading into the cottage. That kiss was our agreed signal that she did indeed want to go through with this.
This was a potentially awkward moment. How do you phrase such a request? And what if I had misread the signals and they weren't interested in her? Actually I was pretty certain there was no lack of interest.
"There's a question I wanted to ask you guys and I hope it's alright if I just come straight out with it." I paused for a second. Steve shrugged and said OK, whilst Mike gave a nod of agreement.
"Would you like to fuck my wife?"
That question hung in the air with an almost physical presence. A few years ago I'd seen the film Consenting Adults and there was a scene where Kevin Spacey put exactly that question to Kevin Kline and I hadn't been able to resist borrowing it.
Steve and Mike were too surprised to say anything, so I went on to explain how we had had been thinking about including someone else in our lovemaking and tonight seemed the ideal opportunity.
"The question is are you up for it?"
They almost fell out of their chairs in their eagerness to say yes, so I quickly sketched out the ground rules which Kim and I had agreed. I then ascertained that the master bedroom had a double bed and suggested that one of them made sure it was tidy, while the other one found some slow numbers to put on the CD player. Kim does have a weakness for a smoochy dance and I felt that would be the perfect lead-in to the action.
Kim deliberately took her time and the lads had everything arranged and were back on the patio by the time she returned. I smiled and explained that we'd picked some music for a slow dance. The lads hesitated so I suggested that Steve might like to have the first dance.
He put his arms round Kim and they shuffled round with her head resting against his shoulder. He soon made the first move sliding his hands down and resting them on her backside. Next he began to gently caress her at the same time as he stooped and kissed her. At first it was just quick darting kisses, but then they became longer and deeper, their tongues exploring each other in a foretaste of the intercourse which would surely follow.
I watched as Steve's right hand slid up and cupped one of Kim's breasts. How he must have loved the soft, firm weight and the way her erect nipple was pressed against his fingers. Her hand was on the back of his neck and she was running her fingers through his hair. Steve began to fumble with the buttons on her blouse and had just undone the last one when the track came to a close.
I felt it was only fair to give Mike a chance so I asked him if he wanted to take over. My eyes met Kim's in the few seconds it took Mike to reach her and I saw nothing to suggest concern or even unease.
He put his arms round her waist and immediately began to kiss her. His hands then slid up the open front of her blouse and he began to squeeze and knead her breasts. Next he pushed her blouse off her shoulders and her breasts came into full view. But the cuffs were still fastened and Mike wasted precious time fiddling to undo them.
By the time he'd got her blouse off the song had finished and it was time to hand Kim back to Steve. She was stood there in just her skirt, knickers and sandals as Steve reclaimed her. Her tits looked fabulous; all tits are nice, but Kim's are 36D and I think that's perfect -- a nice handful without being big and gross.
Steve made no attempt to dance with her, he just smothered her neck with kisses, then his head slid down and he latched onto one of her breasts. Kim did look awkward and embarrassed then because she was stood facing us while Steve marvelled at the touch and taste of her breasts. Whilst his mouth was busy at the front, his hands were working at the rear. There was the rasp of a zip and Kim's skirt slid to the floor. Almost immediately Steve dropped to his knees and grasped the sides of her panties. Slowly, almost reverentially he lowered them, exposing the forest of curls above Kim's secret valley.
Kim put one hand on Steve's shoulder which allowed her to raise first one foot, then the other so that he could remove her panties.
Steve stood up, held out his hand and led Kim towards the patio doors. Mike stood up, but Kim surprised him (and me) by asking him to wait because she couldn't cope with two men at the same time. He gave a disappointed yes.
Now it was my turn to feel awkward. I wanted to watch while they had sex with Kim. She had said yes to that and it had been one of the terms Steve and Mike had agreed to. Even so I felt like an intruder, but the compulsion to watch could not be denied and I followed them.
A few more steps and they were almost at the entrance to the bedroom. Kim suddenly stopped and looked back at me with an odd, almost alarmed look on her face. I gave what was meant to be a reassuring smile, but could feel a cold knot of panic rising in my stomach and wondered if she couldn't go through with it.
Steve leaned across and his right hand rested lightly on Kim's backside. As a gesture it was nothing really, but at that moment it took on a huge significance. It was a statement of ownership - Kim's body was his. He guided her into the bedroom.
I followed and they were stood by the bed. The room was lit by a single lamp whose orange shade created a soft, warm light and some enticing shadows. They kissed again and then Steve's head moved downwards and gently, carefully he kissed and sucked her breasts. His hands roamed across her backside, then one hand slid round the front and between her legs.
He seemed to love the feel of her luxuriant bush, twirling his fingers through the dense, curly hairs but then headed down to her secret valley. She gasped and I realised that he'd slid a finger into her love channel. Prior to me there had only been two youths (you couldn't call them men) who had touched Kim's pussy. Now a near stranger was finger fucking her.
He guided her the short distance towards the bed and she lay back across it, but with her backside perched on the edge. He pushed her thighs apart and then his tongue probed along her slit, testing her velvet wetness, before he started to tease her engorged clitoris. He used a rapid flickering motion and Kim started to writhe and moan as waves of orgasmic pleasure swept across her.
As she calmed down and the sensations subsided, Steve told her to move up the bed. She shuffled up so that her head was resting on the pillows. Steve began to undress in a relaxed, unhurried manner. He seemed to be totally in control and Kim's role was to be there for his pleasure. I thought she might well prefer that; she's normally quite submissive and likes the man to take charge, and Steve seemed to have done that without really saying anything.
With his shirt off, Steve began to remove his trousers. Next he pulled his shorts down. A stiff cock bounced encouragingly upwards. Naked I had to admire his broad-shouldered and muscular proportions. He had the sort of build that might lead to weight problems when he was older, but for now he was very fit.
Kim was laid back on the bed and although she was naked she had bent her legs and drawn her knees up slightly, so that she wasn't really showing anything, even her bush was largely hidden. In the circumstances it was a relatively modest pose, but Steve wanted to see more of her charms. Very simply and directly he asked her to spread her legs. Some of her nervousness had evaporated or perhaps it was just the subdued lighting which made her feel bolder. Anyway she was happy to fulfil his request and spread her legs in an unspoken invitation.
He climbed onto the bed and moved above her with his weight on his elbows. He didn't kiss her, instead, looking deep into her eyes, he shifted his position slightly and she gasped as the warm, hard tip of his cock brushed against her cunt lips. He made a small adjustment to his stance and his cock rested purposefully against her pussy.
There was a pause and it was clear the decisive moment had arrived. Until now my wife's sweet married pussy had only ever known one cock, but that was about to change. Steve leaned into Kim, her cunt lips parted and she yielded to the rigid arrogance of his hot, hard cock. She cried out as that first firm thrust spread her love tunnel and took him deep inside her.



He settled onto Kim and they kissed deeply and passionately. He began to build up a rhythm, thrusting into her with powerful, but steady strokes. His thrusts drew a series of gasps and groans from Kim and these became louder and more intense as another orgasmic wave swept across her. Holding her even tighter, Steve continued to ram into her, but now he urged her to cum. She shuddered and cried out loudly as she came. Her instinctively reserved nature fell away. Battered by Steve's powerful thrusts, she surrendered to the sensations and came again and again.
Finally the waves of pleasure began to recede, Steve recognized this and changed to slower, gentler thrusts.
"Was that nice?" he asked.
"It was good -- very, very good."
"I hope I gave you pleasure. It felt good, it felt as though we were two bodies moving as one. You are very attractive and very sexy. Beautiful to look at, but with a reserve that has to be overcome before you surrender yourself fully."
They seemed to have forgotten I was in the room and their brief but intimate chat was having an effect on Steve because there was a noticeable increase in the tempo and force of his thrusts.
"I won't be able to hold back much longer," he warned Kim. "Paul said it was OK to cum inside you and I want to do that, I want to leave my sperm deep inside you."
"Yes, yes. I want to feel you cum. I won't have been fucked properly unless you cum inside me."
"OK, but let's change position."
Sliding round he easily manoeuvred Kim so that he was laid on the bed and Kim was on top. She dangled her breasts in front of him and he quickly latched onto one of them sucking the nipple avidly.
Steve levered himself upright so that they were face to face. Now Kim really was fully impaled on his cock, it surely couldn't have gone any deeper into her.
He thrust upwards and she began to ram her hips back against him. Both of them were aroused fully and passionately. They kissed hungrily, their tongues and lips colliding in a messy, but exciting manner. Suddenly Steve clamped his mouth tight against Kim's. Even so, some sort of gasp escaped her lips as he gave a brutal upward thrust. I realised that was it and he was pumping his sperm into my wife's pussy. Kim threw her head back and urged him on.
"Yes. Do it in me. Please do it in me. Fill my cunt with your sperm."
They stayed locked together for a while, exchanging small, tender kisses, but then Steve extracted himself.
"I'll have to go."
He slipped his shorts on, gave Kim one last tender kiss and then slipped out of the room. Kim lay back on the bed. Steve's sperm was trickling out of her cunt and I could tell that he had fired quite a load into my wife. Normally she would have got a tissue and tidied herself up, but tonight I'd asked her not to, so she left it.
I could hear words outside and then Mike entered. The few clothes he was wearing were soon removed and without saying anything he positioned himself between Kim's legs. There was a particular intensity to him as he placed his cock against the entrance to her pussy and slid easily into her slick wetness.
I was expecting a similar session to the one with Mike, but all that happened was a series of increasingly rapid thrusts then he went rigid, groaned and added his load to the store already inside my wife's pussy.
They lay without speaking for what seemed like a while, but in reality probably didn't last very long. Mike rolled off Kim and for the first time ever sperm from two men trickled from her pussy.
He dressed quickly, gave me a smile and left the room. I retrieved Kim's clothes from the patio and returned them to her. She dressed in a matter of seconds and we joined Steve and Mike on the patio.
I'd made it clear that we would be leaving almost immediately, so it was really just a case of thanking them for everything. That did feel a bit weird, but I couldn't bring myself to say thank you for fucking my wife.
They knew tomorrow was our final day and I told them we would pop round at midday and say goodbye. So I shook hands with the two men who had just fucked my wife, thanked them again and we headed back to our cottage.
Walking up our driveway I asked Kim how she felt.
"Wet, very wet. My knickers are soaking. Lets get inside."
So I let Kim in and locked the door behind us. We went straight through into the bedroom and I got Kim to lie on the bed and pose for a rather hurried series of photos. The amount of sperm staining her knickers was very obvious and on the final few shots she was naked and you could see that her cunt lips were gaping from the passage of Steve and Mike's cocks.
I put the camera down and sank onto my wife's body. Her pussy felt incredible - hot and very, very wet. I'm afraid all I managed were a few thrusts (half a dozen at most) then I groaned and added another load to the store already inside Kim's pussy. We clung to each other for a while and then I rolled off Kim. More sperm trickled from her pussy and down onto the bed.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I just couldn't hold back. I was so excited watching you that I thought I was going to explode." Kim moved onto her side so she could see me better.
"Was it really so exciting? Did it really turn you on so much?"
"Oh God yes", I replied. "There was that moment when Steve penetrated you. Or rather that sound. I heard it so clearly; it was like nothing I've heard before, somewhere between a sigh and a groan. You sounded wonderful, so sexy. What does it feel like to be an experienced woman?"
"Nice, very nice. I thought I might not enjoy it but I did."
"Steve made you cum didn't he?"
"Yes, twice."
"And he came didn't he?"
"Yes. He came inside me. You know how I like it when you cum -- the feeling of that last extra deep thrust -- well it was just as nice with Steve."
She told me all the details. She described how Steve had felt surprisingly different, partly because of his stockier build, but also because of the girth of his prick and the different rhythm of his thrusts. Inevitably I asked her if Steve was a better lover than me and she said that he hadn't been better, but it had felt very different and if she closed her eyes she could easily tell that it wasn't me fucking her.
I would have liked to talk for longer, but Kim said she was exhausted and would have to sleep. So we settled down and my final thoughts were of Kim urging Steve to fill her cunt with his sperm.
When I woke in the morning brilliant sunshine was straining against the curtains. I waited a while then left the bedroom as quietly as possible. Kim slept on for another hour and still looked a bit bleary eyed when she wandered out onto the patio.
A slow, leisurely breakfast revived her and then it was really just a case of tidying the cottage and packing our things into the car. It was almost exactly midday when we pulled onto Steve and Mike's drive and knocked on their door. We went out onto the patio again. How different it looked from last night when Kim had been slowly and deliciously undressed while she danced with Steve and Mike. I was caught a bit off guard when Steve asked if we wanted to stay for a spot of lunch.
"And perhaps even a spot of fun," he said with an attempt at a roguish smile. I hesitated, but Kim stepped in almost immediately.
"No, last night was great, but it was a one-off and it's not going to be repeated."
Steve shrugged and said OK, but could he have one last proper kiss. Now it was Kim's turn to shrug and say OK. Steve kissed her passionately and began to squeeze her breasts. She didn't exactly object, nor was she over enthusiastic and when his hand began to move towards her pussy she quickly stopped him. She smoothed her dress down and went across to Mike.
"Goodbye Mike." She kissed him; a warm, friendly kiss, but not a passionate one.
A couple of minutes later we were in our car and pulling off their drive. Accelerating down the road I looked in the rear view mirror and caught a final glimpse of the cottage where last night my wife had turned my fantasy into reality and spread her legs for two men she barely knew.
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* * * * * * *
"Well Karen you've got another admirer."
"What do you mean?" I asked warily, replacing my coffee on the table. I was at my local gym having the usual coffee and chat with my friends after one of our regular workouts.
This was a more relaxed conversation than usual because the gym was quiet and there were only three of us – myself, the manageress Denise and my best friend Jayne.
If there had been anyone else present I don't think Denise would have risked teasing me in the way she did. It turned out that the young man who had been in the gym earlier had discretely asked her who the attractive young woman on the cross trainer was. When Denise had told him that the "young" woman was called Karen and she was actually fifty years old it seems he had taken some convincing that was true.
Of course secretly I was flattered, but I played it down and told Jayne that I was old enough to be his mother.
"That's true," she said. "Steve's only twenty two, but he was genuinely impressed with you. Tony had better watch out, you're fast becoming the pin-up girl of the gym."
This was a reference to the fact that Denise and Jayne reckoned that two of the men in our friendship group had the hots for me. I always ignored that suggestion, but secretly I thought it was true.
I knew quite a few people at the gym, but the core of our little group was eight women and three men. All of the men were married and in their fifties. One of them, Carl, had never bothered me. Stuart did seem quite keen on me, but he was a bit of a bruiser and in many ways he wasn't my sort of person. Having said that I have to admit that he had a certain rough charm and could be quite a laugh.
That left Alan who was two years older than me and had aged rather well. Fortunately for him he was one of those men, like Sean Connery, who looked more distinguished as they grew older.
Denise and Jayne certainly teased me about how Alan fancied me and I always denied that was the case. But last week I had got clear evidence that he did. I go to the gym every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morning and when we were having coffee after the Wednesday morning session Alan was there and I had mentioned that my husband Tony was working away until late on Friday.
There's nothing unusual in that as he's a surveyor and his work regularly takes him to different parts of the country. I got a text from Alan on Thursday morning asking if I was at home. Rather naively I simply said yes and he immediately replied inviting himself round for a coffee.
Of course I might have been reading too much into it, but I was pretty certain that if I invited him round he would hit on me. So I replied saying I had a bad headache and couldn't see him.
I hadn't dared mention this to Tony, not because I thought he would be angry, but just the opposite - I thought it might get him excited.
We've been married for nearly thirty years and after we'd been married for several years he started asking me about whether I ever regretted the fact that he was the only man I had slept with. I said no it didn't bother me, but he then asked whether I was ever curious about what a different cock would feel like.
I told him the truth - it didn't bother me and I reckoned one cock was pretty similar to another. I was a very surprised by this line of questioning and asked him whether he wanted me to have sex with someone else. He said no and hurriedly changed the subject.
But a week later he was back with similar questions. This time I wouldn't let it go and eventually he admitted that his secret fantasy was to watch while I had sex with another man. I was pretty shocked by that, not least because I thought men were supposed to be very jealous about their wife's fidelity.
Anyway he said that wife watching or wife sharing (as it's apparently called) is quite a common male fantasy. I made it clear it wasn't going to happen and he seemed to accept that.
Nevertheless it became a regular item of pillow talk for us and although I continued to say no to the reality, as a fantasy it became a regular topic for us. It invariably got Tony very hard and I must admit that I normally found the subject very arousing.
So that was the background to my situation. Fortunately Alan had the sense not to pester me, but he did drop one or two subtle hints. From time to time I did also bump into the young man called Steve who had asked Denise about me. At first we said hello, but then it got to the stage where we normally exchanged a few words. He never made a pass at me, but equally he never spoke to any of the other middle-aged women and I did wonder what would happen if I gave him any encouragement.
Again I didn't mention it to my husband; I could do without his overactive imagination racing away and visualising all sorts of erotic scenarios.
Last year we had had a Christmas night out and it had been a great success so we were all in favour of another one. There had been nine people last time and this year eighteen signed up. I was a bit disappointed that more people were coming along. I didn't know some of them too well and would have preferred last years close-knit group.
Unfortunately Jayne had to cry off when another commitment cropped up. She was my best friend at the gym and I would miss her. I mentioned it to Tony and his comment was that maybe this year it really would be a "little black dress" evening.
Last year all the women had agreed we were going to wear a "little black dress" (or something similar). But when the date got near Jayne had chickened out and opted for black trousers. She's older than me (fifty-seven), a bit overweight and quite strait-laced, so I can understand that she didn't feel like dressing up in a sexy way.
I should stress that we're not talking about anything vaguely sluttish, but something that shows you're a woman and know it. I had worn a black dress which didn't quite reach my knees, black tights (pantyhose I think to American readers) and some ankle high black boots.
The date was set for early December and we were going into York and as last year we planned to visit one or two bars before going on to a nightclub. A few days before the event I bumped into Steve and he said he might well see us in York as he was there with friends that night.
I asked Tony what I should wear because I like to get his opinion. One of the dresses I had in mind was a black one with a lovely glittery gold seam. Even though it goes to just below my knee Tony likes it because of the rather clever fastening which means you only have to pop two buttons and the front opens completely.
As soon as I listed it as a possible Tony was urging me to wear it. I told him that he only liked it because it provided easy access to my body.
"That's not true," he protested. "It's a stunning dress and you look wonderful in it. The easy access is a bonus," he added with a sly smile.
I wasn't surprised when he asked me about underwear because that's an area he always takes a keen interest in. I know some of my friend's husbands don't bother, but I like the fact that Tony still finds me attractive enough to take an interest.
I said I had chosen a black bra and pants set and some lace-topped hold-ups. He approved of that because tights have never been a favourite with him.
I got a bath, then painted my toe and finger nails a temptingly deep shade of red. Tony sat on the bed and watched as I finished my preparations.
"You look gorgeous. Do you think you'll have time to text me this year?"
That was a reference to Tony's request last year for me to text him and pretend that something sexy had happened. I had said I might and I planned to send him one or two texts when I popped to the loo. However on the night I always went with Jayne and didn't like to keep her waiting, so never sent any.
He grumbled about that afterwards and was obviously disappointed, so I was expecting another request this year. I told him I'd think about it, but wasn't making any promises.
The minibus we'd booked arrived on time and we were soon headed into York. We hadn't booked a minibus back, because it was inevitable that some people would leave earlier than others, so we planned to use the local taxis.
Our first stop was the same bar as last year. Denise and Stuart both started putting the drinks away at a rate that I had no intention of matching. In all fairness to Denise she is six foot tall and weighs half as much as me again, so she can drink more than I can without being affected.
In contrast Sarah who was chatting to me is thin as a rail and looks anorexic. She is one of the newer members, but we were joined by Marianne one of the regulars. There's a lot I like about Marianne, but there's also a selfish streak to her, so I'm always slightly wary of her.
As you've probably gathered I was missing my best friend Jayne, but with Stuart acting as cheerleader and urging us on to try out another bar I started to get into a party mood.
The fact that Jayne wasn't there also meant that I drank a bit more than usual. Jayne's not teetotal, but she never gets carried away and that did tend to act as a brake on my own activities. By the time we left the second bar I'd had four drinks and some of the others were well ahead of me.
Stuart and Denise wanted to get to a night club and start dancing; those of us who'd been on last year's outing couldn't wait to see it. I should explain that they're both fairly extrovert characters and what their dancing lacks in technique is more than compensated by their complete lack of inhibition.
In particular when Denise gets on the dance floor anyone in the immediate vicinity is in danger of being injured. To be honest it helps to have a couple of people like that and in no time the whole of our group were on the dance floor and having a ball.
After a while I took a breather and sat out talking to Alan and Sarah. She was rather flustered, having made the mistake of dancing with Stuart, who had picked her up and flung her round in something approaching a wild tribute to Dirty Dancing. We'd all had a good laugh, but Sarah looked rather shell-shocked.
I got a surprise when Steve appeared soon afterwards. He came and sat with us and it turned out that he was out with a couple of male friends. I tried to tease him, saying that he was cruising for a pick-up, but he simply said that was exactly right, gave me a knowing look and asked me if I wanted to dance.
I hesitated briefly and then said OK. We headed out onto the crowded dance floor and bumped and jostled our way through one number, but the DJ then segued into a slow number.
Steve didn't ask if I wanted to share a smoochy number with him, he just took me in his arms and we shuffled round together. It felt strange being in the arms of an unfamiliar man. In an odd way it reminded me of teenage disco's and that made me feel young and sexy.
Of course teenage girls soon find that teenage boys have roaming hands and I guess married women should realise that men aren't any different.
Nevertheless I did get a surprise when Steve's hand settled on my rump and safely out of sight of the others in our group he began to caress my backside. In a way it wasn't a big deal and I very much doubt that I was the only woman on the dance floor who was getting touched up at that moment.
The difference in my case was that I had been married for nearly thirty years and it had been over thirty years since anyone other than my husband had touched me. What's more I could feel Steve's heat pressing against my middle. He wasn't doing anything crude like rubbing it against me, but even so it was clear that he was aroused.
I can't deny that the fact that he was excited had an effect on me. I was aware of a flutter of excitement in my stomach and a feeling of moist arousal between my legs. We got to the end of that number and I didn't trust myself to stay on the dance floor, so I asked if we could rejoin the others.
Steve said fine and we headed back, but when we reached our table I excused myself and headed to the loo. Once I'd locked the cubicle door I found my phone and tapped out a text.
I've just been dancing with a young man and he felt my bum. Do you mind? Luv u. xx
I gave something approaching a nervous giggle as I thought of Tony's reaction when he received that text. I could imagine him wondering whether it was fictional and solely designed to turn him on or whether it was true.
When I returned to our table I was surprised to see that Steve and Sarah had gone and Alan was sat alone. I asked him where they were.
"Sarah is getting her things; a couple of the others are leaving and she's going with them. Steve has rejoined his mates; you can see why," he said nodding his head in the appropriate direction.
I looked and soon picked out Steve and his two mates, but now they were chatting with three young girls. A few minutes ago I'd felt young and sexy, suddenly I felt my real age again.
I almost blushed when I realised how stupid I must look. The middle-aged woman flirting with a young man, only to be discarded when someone younger turned up.
At least I had the sense not to dwell on it. It was a fun night out, I'd had a few drinks and got a bit carried away, but nothing had really happened. I wasn't going to let it spoil my evening, so I asked Alan if he wanted to dance and we headed for the dance floor.
We did dance for several numbers, including a couple of slower ones and Alan didn't try to touch me up. For the most part that was a relief, but if I'm honest a small part of me was disappointed.
Even so it did feel odd dancing with Alan. He's over six foot tall and not fat, but certainly bulky, so he's rather different from my husband's wiry physique.
When we came off the dance floor it seemed that various members of our group had already left. Marianne and a man I didn't recognise were talking to Denise and Stuart. We joined them and I said I was thinking of leaving. Somewhat to my surprise the others said they might as well go and in a fairly short space of time the six of us were out on the street.
We hadn't gone far when Denise pointed to a kebab joint and said she was starving. The others seemed keen, but it was the last thing I wanted. Alan noticed my reluctance and said he wasn't too fussed about having a kebab and he'd share a taxi back with me. That was fine with me, but I did wonder if Alan was simply being polite and helpful, or whether he thought he might get lucky.
Anyway we left the others to head into the kebab bar and join the random characters which these places attract in the early hours of the morning. I couldn't think of anything I fancied less than a big, greasy kebab and I said as much to Alan.
It was quite cold and we set off at a brisk pace in the direction of the taxi rank. We hadn't gone far when a car slowed to a crawl alongside us. The darkened windows and booming sound system were entirely in keeping with the shaven haired youth who leaned out of the front passenger window.
"The night's young, we've got room on the back seat, why don't you leave granddad behind and join us," he shouted
I could feel Alan tense up with anger, but the last thing I wanted was a city centre brawl in the early hours of the morning. I put a restraining hand on Alan's arm and told him to ignore them.
They crawled alongside us continually making remarks and I was worried that Alan would respond and then it would all kick off. An alley led off to the right so I guided Alan down it. It was only short and soon led out onto another main street.
My heart sank when I saw the same car turn the corner. They spotted us almost immediately and crawled alongside us again. Now I could see that there were three lads inside and it was clear they were enjoying baiting us. They really were obnoxious and the remarks became very crude. We tried to ignore them, but Alan snapped when one of them called me a slag and demanded that I tell him whether I would like to suck his cock.
Alan told them to piss off and leave us alone, which was quite mild in the circumstances. The guy in the front seat scrambled to get out of the car, but got slightly tangled up in the seat belt.
Alan took a couple of quick paces and kicked the door shut. I stood agape as the door frame hit the lad in the face and he fell back into the car.
"Come on," said Alan, grabbing my arm and bustling me back towards that alley. We ran along it as fast as my high heels would allow. We kept glancing back and as we reached the corner the three youths came running along the alley behind us.
I slipped my shoes off and Alan and I set off running. You might expect a barefoot, middle-aged woman to be quite slow, but I actually used to go round barefoot a lot when I was younger, add on all the sessions at the gym and I can manage a reasonable pace.
Even so it seemed inevitable that our pursuers would overtake us. It was really just a case of whether we could get to the taxi rank before them. At least there should be people there, whereas this street was empty and there was no sign of the police car I was praying for.
We turned the final corner and the taxi rank was reasonably busy. There was a queue of over a dozen people and as we ran up one taxi pulled away and the next in line took its place.
There was a startled reaction as we ran up shouting emergency, babbled our apologies to the couple whose taxi we were hijacking and dived past them and onto the back seat.
"There's three drunken lads chasing us, so just get going."
The driver was a short, middle-aged Asian and he just stared at us. I could see the lads approaching and Alan shouted at the driver to go.
"Go where?" was the idiotic reply.
"Just go!" Alan yelled and we pulled away with a few yards to spare. Even then we would have been in trouble if the traffic lights twenty yards up the road had been on red, but fortunately they turned to green and we were straight through them.
Alan and I looked out of the back window and could clearly see our would-be assailants, their faces ugly with rage as they shouted abuse after us.
We kept checking for signs of a pursuing car, but it never came and with several twists and turns behind us it was clear we were safe. I finally started to relax though my heart was still pounding away and there was an odd, almost metallic taste in my mouth. I felt incredibly alert, exhilarated almost, finally understanding what an adrenalin rush meant.
"I'm sorry," said Alan. "I should have got us away without provoking them."
"I doubt that was possible; they seemed intent on trouble. Never mind, if nothing else it means we'll always remember tonight."
I suddenly realised that the soles of my hold-ups were ripped to shreds, so I pulled one off and then stretched to remove the other. When I did that the front of my dress parted and exposed not just my thighs, but also the very top of my legs.
I realised that Alan was staring and he had good reason to. The light in the taxi wasn't great, but he still had a clear view of my skimpy black panties. The front was semi-transparent and he might even have been able to make out my lush pubic hairs (I am quite furry down there).
Looking back at that moment I have wondered if I deliberately exposed myself in order to seduce Alan. I don't think I did it on purpose, but perhaps sub-consciously I was aware of the connection we had made.
My eyes held his for what felt like an age. Then he moved in and kissed me. It was deep, passionate and full of longing. We broke for air and stared solemnly at each other. Then kissed again. Finally we broke again.
"I want you," Alan said. A simple statement of fact. Every possible emotion seemed to be surging through me and I knew what was required.



"We'll go back to my house. But only if you understand that it's a one-off and will never be repeated."
Alan nodded his agreement. I leaned across and kissed him again, then took his hand and placed it on my breast. I squirmed with pleasure as he squeezed and kneaded me.
When we separated I realised that we were already close to our village. The main street was deserted and in no time we were turning into the cul-de-sac where I live. I told the driver to go quietly because I didn't want to wake the neighbours. The truth is I didn't want any of them to see me taking an unfamiliar man into the house in the early hours of the morning.
Alan said he would sort out the fare while I unlocked the door. No lights were on in the house and I cautiously lit one and then led Alan through into the lounge. I left the main lights off; instead I turned the lamp in the corner on. The subdued, discreet light it gave the room was much more attuned to the situation.
"Give me a minute," I said quietly to Alan. "I just want to check that Tony is asleep." He didn't say anything, but simply nodded, perhaps worried that his voice would carry in the silent house.
I slipped my shoes off, crept upstairs, along the landing and into our room. I thought Tony might well be awake, but he was asleep. His phone was on the bedside cabinet next to him, normally he leaves it downstairs. If I was having second thoughts and wanted to back out, now was the moment.
I sat on the bed and very gently shook him. He began to stir and when his eyes opened I put a finger to his lips. I reached out a flicked on the bedside lamp, both of us blinking in the sudden light.
"You remember saying that if I ever wanted to gain some experience it's OK with you." His eyes widened and he nodded. "Well there's someone downstairs. Are you sure you can cope if I go back down to him?"
"You mean..." he stuttered.
"Yes, I mean to have sex with him. You'll have to stay up here until we've finished and then I'll come back to you."
"OK," said Tony. "You know you have my permission." I leaned across and kissed him.
"Love you."
"Love you too," he replied. I stood up and turned to go, but Tony told me to wait and sat up on the edge of the bed. He leaned across and undid the two buttons on my dress so it was completely undone at the front and my lacy black bra and pants set were displayed.
"Go back to him like that, you look stunning. And when you've finished slip your knickers on and come back to me – I want to reclaim your pussy."
His hand slipped between my legs and very gently he stroked me through my knickers. I was tempted to let him explore, but I needed to return to Alan and was impatient to take the next step.
"Wait for me; I'll be back and when I am I'll be an experienced woman." I turned and headed downstairs. I felt very nervous and rather unsteady as I went down the stairs. The house was so quiet that every noise was magnified.
The lounge door was at the foot of the stairs and when I rested my hand on it I was surprised and annoyed to see that I was trembling. I took a couple of deep breaths then stepped into the room. Alan was stood by the fireplace facing the door and I walked across to him.
"He's fast asleep, our bedroom is at the back of the house and I've closed all the intervening doors, so don't worry we won't be disturbed."
Alan took me in his arms and because I'd slipped my high heels off as soon as we entered the house I was seven inches shorter than him. He looked me in the eye.
"Just so there's no awkwardness can I say at the start that I've had the snip and I'm safe, but if you prefer I'll use a condom."
"No, that's alright, bareback is fine, I want to feel you cum inside me."
He stooped to kiss me; at the same time he slipped one hand inside my dress and began to caress my backside. It wasn't long before his other hand started to explore my breasts. Then the hand slid round from my backside and his fingertips traced across my pubic mound with the lightest of touches.
I parted my legs at the same time as I pushed his jacket off his shoulders, then I hurriedly started to undo his shirt buttons as his hand slipped inside my knickers and stroked my bush. One finger traced along my cunt lips and there was no hiding the extent of my arousal. I was very excited and my love juices were in full flow.
Then suddenly Alan was on his knees tugging impatiently at my knickers. I put one hand on his shoulder to steady myself and raised first one foot then the other, to help him remove my knickers.
As soon as he'd done that he manoeuvred me towards our settee. Fortunately it's a deep and wide one and Alan positioned me so that I was laid back with my head in one corner and my bottom close to the edge. As soon as I was in place he spread my legs and went down on me.
His tongue traced a path along my slit and I sighed as he savoured the taste of me. Normally I view oral sex as very much a starter before the main course, but I was so hyped up that when Alan found my clit I lost control and experienced a sudden and very powerful orgasm.
That was the signal for Alan to get undressed. He stood up, slipped his shirt off, followed by his shoes and socks and then removed his trousers and briefs. He must have been very excited because his cock was straining in an almost vertical position.
I don't know if I'm typical, but I am rather fascinated by cocks. An erect one looks so angry and powerful and of course they're erect because of you, which is a compliment in a way.
You've got to remember that the only erect cock I'd ever seen or handled was my husband's, so I needed to touch Alan's and see how it compared. I remembered the first time I'd touched Tony's and how impressed I'd been with its strength (hardness) and wondered if my virgin pussy would be able to take it.
Well I was a bit older and wiser and knew that Tony's cock though very nice was strictly average at just over six inches when he was erect. That was fine by me, I've never really bought into the large cock fantasy (nor I suspect do most women).
Anyway Alan's cock was very similar to my husband's. His balls felt nice and heavy; it seemed odd (and rather exciting) to think that all the sperm they contained would soon be inside me.
I do like going down on a man. I'm particularly fascinated by the contrast between the smooth head and the rough shaft with it's ridged network of pulsing veins. So I licked the end of Alan's cock which brought a murmur of approval. That turned into a groan when I took the head and most of the shaft into my mouth.
It was exciting swirling my tongue round his cock, but Alan soon stopped me, saying that I was going to make him cum. It was obvious he wanted to be inside me, so I lay back on the settee and spread my legs.
Alan moved above me and I felt the warm, rubbery tip of his cock bump against the top of my thigh. I reached down, took hold of his cock and positioned it against the entrance to my pussy.
At that moment I felt light-headed. I could put that down to alcohol or tiredness, but the truth is I'd never felt more awake and was intensely aware that after almost thirty years of being the exclusive province of my husband I was about to surrender my pussy to the rigid arrogance of Alan's prick.
I knew I was very wet and could take him. He leaned into me with a smooth, supple motion. My cunt lips parted and his cock slid into my depths. I gasped, Alan groaned, then we were kissing passionately. He began to fuck me with steady, but powerful strokes which penetrated my core.
I have to say it felt very different from my husband. Not in terms of the length or girth of his cock, but rather his very different build. My husband is quite wiry and sometimes when we're having sex I almost feel as though our bodies have fused into one.
I didn't get that feeling with Alan. He's about three inches taller than Tony and much bulkier, not fat but very solid. Physically I felt almost overwhelmed, as if I was being possessed by Alan. In its own way that was quite exciting. One thing was for certain, I now knew that all men don't feel the same.
We fucked like that for a while, then Alan asked if he could take me from behind. That's my favourite position, so if course I said yes. I turned over on the settee, but Alan asked if we could go on the rug.
So I went down on my hands and knees, only for Alan to ask if I would go down on my elbows. I hesitated for a moment because that is such an exposed position; you really are showing everything. Nevertheless I did it and let out a squeal when Alan's cock slid back into me.
He thrust into me quite powerfully, then I got another surprise when he asked me to put my legs together. I know Tony likes that particular variation because my cunt feels tighter. It was obviously the same for Alan.
"Oh God you've got a lovely tight cunt. It's fucking gorgeous."
It's only relatively recently that Tony and I have discovered the pleasure of talking dirty and I do find it quite a turn on. So when Alan told me I had a lovely tight cunt it added to my excitement.
"I'm sorry Karen," he said. "I'll have to cum soon. I want to be face to face with you. Is that OK?"
I didn't say anything, but he withdrew and I rolled onto my back. In a flash he covered me and his cock slid back into me. Now it was just hard fucking and I urged him on.
"Fuck me, go on, fuck me you bastard."
I felt the first waves of an orgasm sweep across me, then Alan's prick stiffened further and suddenly it was jerking inside me as he fired burst after burst of sperm into my pussy.
We lay together in silence for what felt like quite a while, but probably wasn't that long. Alan's prick began its inevitable retreat and I didn't want sperm stains on our rug, so I said we had better move.
Normally I would have wiped myself, but Tony had asked me to slip my knickers back on and I knew that in his fantasies I always brought him a pussy full of sperm. So I grabbed my knickers and pulled them back on, and then slipped my dress back on, though I didn't bother fastening it. Alan was dressing and a minute later we were by the back door.
"Please don't expect this to be repeated. I said it was a one-off and that's how it's going to stay. But I hope we can be friends just the same as before."
"OK," Alan replied with a shrug. "I'll honour that, but equally I won't forget tonight. You're a beautiful woman and Tony's a lucky man."
I opened the door, but he gave me one last kiss before departing. At that time in the morning there was almost no chance of being seen, but it must have been quite a sight – the normally respectable housewife kissing goodbye to her lover while he fondles her tits.
I closed and locked the door. As I climbed the stairs I could feel my panties were wet with my Alan's sperm. The pillow talk Tony and I had shared about scenarios where I was fucked was very much in my mind now. I knew what he wanted and I wanted it too.
He wanted to reclaim my pussy, to thrust his cock into that sweet orifice which had been his exclusive preserve and add his sperm to the load already inside me.
When I entered the bedroom a lamp was on in the corner. As I approached the bed Tony pulled the covers back; his cock was erect. I climbed on the bed, straddled him and guided his hand between my legs.
"Feel how wet my panties are. He rode me bareback and came in my pussy. Now it's your turn. Would you like to fuck me?"
I rubbed the semen soaked crotch of my panties against the rigid heat of Tony's cock and he gave a loud groan. So I reached down, pulled my panties to one side and placed the end of his cock against my cunt lips.
I bore down, rotated my hips and, lubricated by a mixture of my fuck honey and my lover's sperm, my husband's cock slid easily into my lustful cunt.
He gave an agonised gasp, half raised himself on the bed, then sank back almost immediately as I started to ride his cock. We hadn't been in that position long when he grabbed hold of my hips, rolled me over and commenced to pound into me in the missionary position.
It was raw, basic fucking and I realised Tony was close to coming. He gave a final brutal thrust, then groaned and swore as he pumped sperm into his wife's cunt; a cunt which a few minutes ago had been enjoyed by another man.
He collapsed on top of me and lay gasping for a while before he rolled off me. For the first time ever sperm from two men trickled out of my pussy. He lay on his back, staring at the ceiling and I asked him if he was OK.
"Yes I'm fine. I'm sorry I couldn't contain myself, but that was just so intense. I was desperate to fuck you and put my sperm in your pussy."
"Could you hear anything from downstairs?" I asked. I must admit while Alan and I were fucking I had wondered if Tony could hear us.
"I came out onto the landing and I couldn't really make out anything that was being said, but I could definitely hear the sounds of sex." Then Tony looked directly at me. "But at the end I heard you urging him to fuck you. Almost without thinking I'd been stroking my cock, but when I heard you say that I had to stop or I would have cum. Then I could hear orgasmic sounds and I knew that was it, he was firing his sperm into your pussy."
I nodded and confirmed that was exactly how it had been. I snuggled up to Tony and cupped his balls in what I hoped was a loving gesture. I was surprised to find that his cock was semi-erect, usually once he's cum that's it and it's a long time since he's cum twice in one session.
I couldn't resist sliding my hand up and squeezing the shaft. I was rewarded with a tremor and a noticeable stiffening.
"This really does turn you on doesn't it?" I asked. "Are you up for some more?"
"Well if you are interested then I would be," Tony replied with a grin. "But perhaps it makes sense to save it. What I'd really like is for you to give me a full account tomorrow night and I'm sure I'll want to fuck you again then."
To be honest that suited me better; I'd already been fucked twice and didn't need a third session. So we settled down to sleep and I must admit I was out in no time and didn't wake until late morning. Tony was already up and when I came downstairs he greeted me with a wry smile.
"Good morning and how is my lovely wife?"
"I'm fine, but I'm not feeling very energetic, it's going to be a lazy day as far as I'm concerned."
And that's exactly how it turned out. I read the paper and did a few minor jobs, but nothing of real note. Tony did try to get into my knickers at one stage, but I made him wait. Partly because I knew the sex would be more relaxed if we saved it until we were in bed, but also because I still wasn't 100% sure what I was going to tell him.
In our fantasies the sex had always involved a handsome stranger. But that hadn't been the case. It was a man I was friendly with, who lived locally and who I would see regularly. I wasn't sure how comfortable Tony would be with that and whether he would feel that continuing social intercourse with Alan might lead to more sexual intercourse!
However I decided to be honest, mainly because I didn't intend to have sex with Alan again. So I told Tony exactly what happened. How Steve had touched me up, but then dumped me when someone his age came along. I described how Alan and I had been chased through York, the kiss in the taxi and then sex on our settee.
Tony became very excited when I described Alan fucking me. I told him about the decisive moment when I felt Alan's cock stiffen and swell inside me and knew that my pussy was about to accept his sperm. Not surprisingly that took Tony over the top and he groaned and swore as he pumped his sperm into me.
Laid together afterwards we chatted about the situation. Tony was happy that I didn't plan to have sex with Alan again.
"I'm not comfortable with you having sex with someone who is also a friend. The risk of emotional attachment is too great and Alan's married, so it could get very messy." He paused and ran his hand along my hip.
"There's also the fact that you've got a good group of friends at the gym. If you have an affair with Alan then people might well find out and it could be really awkward. You might have to stop going to the gym. It's been an exciting one-off and it's best to leave it at that."
Put like that it all seemed reasonably straightforward, but even so when I went to the gym on the Monday morning I felt surprisingly nervous. All the regulars were there and of course people wanted to chat about our night out in York.
Alan and I got quite a reaction when we told them about our adventure and the race to the taxi rank. Someone did ask me what Tony said when I came home with my hold-ups ripped to shreds. I said he'd been asleep and there was no reason to wake him because I was fine, but as I said that I could feel Alan watching me and my pulse was racing. I don't think anyone picked up on my unease and thankfully I didn't have any awkward questions about the rest of the night.
I thought things had returned to normal, but Alan did drop a discreet hint that he would like to meet up again. I made it clear that wasn't going to happen and in many ways that was the end of it. But there was one other incident about three weeks later.
I'd had a more vigorous session in the gym than normal and finished off with a fast run on the treadmill. When I came off I just about collapsed. I went down on my knees then sank forward onto my elbows, vowing never to push myself so hard again.
I was crouched there gasping for breath when I heard a noise behind me. I glanced over my shoulder and Alan was stood behind me. He looked stricken, as though he'd been caught doing something very wrong.
Then I noticed the obvious and unmistakeable shape of an erect penis bulging the front of his tracksuit bottoms. I was down on all fours and I knew straight away that he must have been thinking back to me crouched on our lounge floor in that most submissive of poses and presenting my cunt for his pleasure.
Of course we were both dressed but the atmosphere was saturated with sexual tension. Deeply embarrassed I got up, said Hi and headed for the changing rooms. Once I was in there I realised I couldn't sit in our usual group for a post exercise chat and coffee. All the time I would be aware of Alan looking at me and thinking "I've seen her down on all fours displaying her cunt. I know what her cunt feels like and I know how good it felt to fire my sperm deep inside her married pussy."
I gathered my gear together and told Denise that I had a bad headache and was going home to take some tablets and lie down. She sympathized and said she'd ring later to see how I felt.
It's only a two-minute drive from the gym to my house, but it was an uncomfortable journey because I couldn't ignore the signals my body was sending me. My pussy was wet and it was clear that I was very aroused. Driving through our estate I had this vivid mental picture of me crouched on a mat in a deserted gym. Alan came up behind me and pulled my gym shorts and knickers down in a forceful, almost rough, manner. He didn't pull them off, but left them bundled round my ankles.
He crouched behind me and even though my legs were pressed together my cunt was so wet he had no trouble penetrating me. He fucked me with a hard, fast rhythm making me cum twice before he gave a final brutal thrust and pumped his seed into me. He withdrew and left me collapsed on the floor with his sperm trickling out of my pussy and forming a pool on the gym floor.
When I got home I locked the door behind me and hurried upstairs. I shut the bedroom curtains, crouched on the floor and pulled my gym shorts and knickers down until they were round my ankles. I reached back and gasped with relief as two fingers slid into my sopping wet cunt. I know that fingers are a poor substitute for a stiff prick, but they had to do.



I finger fucked myself for a while then rubbed my clit in an almost frenzied manner. I shuddered and gasped as orgasmic waves broke across me and all the time I imagined Alan was riding me, his cock thrusting deep into me and then pumping another load of sperm into my lustful cunt.
If it seems like this will all lead to another interlude with Alan then forget it. I'll admit I was tempted, but not enough to do anything about it. That incident was on a Wednesday and I knew that Tony would love to hear about it, but I decided to save it until the time was right.
The following Saturday we were returning from a night out with friends. I'd had a few glasses of wine and was feeling very relaxed. Tony was driving so he was trapped and no matter how much my story turned him on, he wouldn't be free to just grab hold of me.
The thought of telling him was enough to make me moist, but as I described events at the gym my love juices really started to flow. I must admit it felt very naughty, but very nice to see his reaction when I described how I had masturbated whilst down on all fours and imagining Alan was taking me from behind.
As soon as we got indoors Tony told me I had better go upstairs and get changed and he would be up in a minute; there was no need to ask what I should change into.
So I slipped my dress off and put my gym gear on. I left a bedside lamp shining discreetly in a corner of the room and when I heard Tony coming upstairs I crouched on my elbows and knees.
He didn't say anything, but moved behind me, grabbed the waistband of my gym shorts and knickers and pulled them down, exposing my cunt. Then he took up exactly the position I had described – not kneeling, but crouched with his knees bent so that his prick was level with my cunt.
I felt the warmth of his prick against my entrance, then he leant into me and my cunt lips parted as the full length of his hot, hard cock drove into me. He rode me energetically, asking me if I was imagining it was Alan's cock inside me. I know the sort of dirty talk he likes and I was happy to oblige.
"Yes, I'm imagining it's Alan whose fucking me. It's his big cock ramming into me from behind. Do you like the fact that he's fucking your wife's sweet married pussy?" Tony groaned at that, so I pressed on.
"Do you want me to be his slut? To let him ride me bareback and then cum in my pussy. Does that turn you on?"
He didn't reply, but the pace of his thrusts became almost frantic and then suddenly he gave an agonized groan and erupted inside me. We collapsed onto the carpet and grinned at each other like a couple of naughty children.
Alan never did get to fuck me again, but there were a couple more occasions when I changed into my gym gear, crouched on the floor and Tony and I let our imagination take over.



        Reclaim Her Pussy

        Two married couples and two young men.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/reclaim-her-pussy

Title: Reclaim Her Pussy

Author: tony090909

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Two married couples and two young men.

Tags: swinging, bareback, voyeur husband, cuckold, wife sharing, wife swapping




This story contains details of wife sharing and wife swapping so you should only read it if that appeals to you.
* * * * * * * * * * *
"Well, what do you think our chances are?" Rob asked. I glanced at the table where our wives were sat.
"Hard to say. If they're in a good mood and have had a few more drinks than usual, then maybe they'll be up for a swap. But all I can do is encourage Kim, if I get too heavy-handed she'll just dig her heels in and refuse."
It was the second night of a weekend away and on the previous night we'd taken our wives to the show they wanted to see. In return they had agreed that at the restaurant tonight they would dress rather more sexily than usual.
Rob and I were hoping that after the restaurant there would be some sexy fun which would lead to us swapping wives. I'd dropped some pretty clear hints regarding our intentions to Kim and whilst she had dismissed the idea, she had done it in a jokey way and perhaps it was wishful thinking, but I had a feeling she had rather left the door ajar.
This all really dated back over a year to the summer of last year (it's July now). Kim and I got married ten years ago when Kim was twenty one and I was twenty six. One of the things I liked about her was that despite being very good looking she wasn't vain and always dressed in a smart, if rather conservative way.
I've always been cautious of women who dress in a way that says Look at Me, Lust After Me. If they're so keen on grabbing your attention then it seemed to me that they must be rather insecure.
Having said that I must admit my attitude had shifted. Perhaps it was a variation on the seven year itch, but for a while I had wished she would loosen up a bit and show the sexy side of her personality. Because she did like sex and made her enjoyment clear, normally coming very quickly and easily.
A couple of weeks ago she came in from work and told me she wasn't wearing that dress any more. It was a hot day and she'd chosen a particularly summery dress with a rigid top so she didn't need a bra. She'd been bending over her desk and had looked up to see two of the men enjoying a good look down the front.
The thought of two guys getting a good eyeful of her 36D tits was surprisingly arousing. I said that Kim is very attractive, well she also has a great figure - a slim waist and world class tits with prominent nipples and large, dark areola.
For the next few days I couldn't get that incident out of my mind. There was no question I got a kick out of the fact that other men had been looking at my wife, lusting after her. I could well imagine they would have loved to spread her legs and slide their cocks into her pussy.
The next weekend I managed to persuade Kim into going out without a bra. We went to a pub by the river and Kim wore a shortish skirt, white panties and a white slightly see-through blouse. You didn't have to look very hard to realise she was braless and the definite hint of her large, dark areola gave me an instant hard-on. And I knew it would have the same effect on any other red-blooded male.
One of the reasons Kim had given for not going to this particular pub was the chance that we might meet someone from her workplace. So she was mortified when her colleague Carole and her husband entered the bar. Carole spotted Kim, waved to her and they came across and joined us.
At first Kim kept her arms folded grimly across her chest and I thought it was going to be a disaster because Kim was genuinely upset that a work colleague was seeing her dressed in a provocative manner. Though to be honest Carole was dressed more revealingly than Kim; her halterneck dress gaped very easily and gave me several enticing glimpses of her boobs.
The tone of the evening changed when the women came back from a trip to the toilet. They were both laughing and as soon as they were seated Carole looked at her husband Rob and I.
"Are all men like you two?" she said with a laugh. "Both of you getting a kick out of your wives dressing up and displaying their charms. Men really are hopeless."
I did blush a bit at that, but she said it with a good humour and no animosity. From then on things were much more relaxed and in fact we had a really enjoyable evening because Carole and Rob were good company. Saying our goodbyes in the car park we were all agreed that we would have to get together again soon.
Things got even better on the drive home when I placed my hand on Kim's knee. Normally she would push it away and tell me to concentrate on the road, but tonight she surprised me by smiling and parting her legs.
The short journey didn't give me time to achieve much, but when we got home I pulled Kim into the lounge and down on the settee. I was too aroused to waste time removing her knickers, I simply pulled them to one side and rammed my prick into her steaming wet twat. It was fierce and brief - several deep thrusts and I erupted inside her.
The following week Kim went out for a drink with Carole and came back rather hyped up. Carole had made a casual remark about how active their sex life was, Kim responded by saying I was forever touching her bum and bust and they ended up exchanging some girly secrets.
I should stress that's pretty unusual for Kim, she's shy and rather conservative, but Carole's extrovert nature seemed to bring her out of her shell. Certainly I didn't have any objection when Kim came home and made it clear she needed my prick inside her.
"You know those pictures you've taken of me," Kim said afterwards. I nodded, well aware of what she meant. "Well Robert does the same with Carole; so we're not the only ones who have photo sessions."
"I told you that was the case, I'm sure lots of couples do."
"Apparently last time she wore some peach coloured French knickers," Kim giggled.
I felt my prick stir at the thought of Carole in her knickers and nothing else. Carole's very different from Kim. She's a good three inches shorter with short blonde hair compared to Kim's long dark locks. Her hips are prominent, but her bust is very average, probably a B cup.
The next stage was the girls suggesting we went out for a meal as a foursome and that soon developed into a regular thing. Once when Robert and I were left alone I asked him about their photo sessions. We had a brief chat and it was clear that that we had bonded over the attractions of the female body.
I did think about suggesting a joint photo session where we were allowed to take photos of the other person's wife. I was pretty certain that Robert would be all in favour, but doubted whether Kim would agree.
I lacked the courage to ask her outright, so instead I floated the idea in a part-serious, part-jokey manner. However Kim made it clear that there was no way she was going to strip in front of another man.
I left it at that, but I did still have this belief (or perhaps just hope) that in the right circumstances and with a few drinks inside her she might just go with the flow.
So that was the background to our weekend away. There was a show in London which our wives really wanted to see and they asked if we would take them. Robert and I said yes, but whilst Friday at the theatre was their choice we wanted Saturday to be our choice and opted for a meal at a nice restaurant with our wives dressed in their sexiest clothes. We said about taking our cameras, but the girls were adamant that we could take some of them fully dressed before the meal, but that was it.
We decided to leave it at that, but Robert and I were of one mind. A few photos before the meal, but hopefully a few glasses of wine with the meal and then back to our hotel for a drink in the bar and then perhaps take a bottle of wine back to one of our rooms. I had a pleasant mental picture of our wives posing naked and being so aroused that they agreed to a swap.
It was a pleasant thought, but if I'm honest I expected it to remain a fantasy; though happily I couldn't rule out the possibility that something might just happen.
The Friday evening went very well. The show wasn't exactly what Robert and I would have chosen, but our wives loved it and that was the main thing. On Saturday we did a bit of sightseeing in London before heading back via Tube train and taxi to the country house hotel we had chosen.
When we got back the hotel was very busy and it was only then that I remembered one of the staff saying they were hosting a wedding reception which he described as a "big event, lots of people". I could understand why they had chosen this hotel because it was a lovely place in a beautiful setting.
Anyway we went back to our rooms and had a bit of a flop before making a leisurely start to getting ready for the evening. The taxi was booked for 7pm and I was ready well beforehand and able to sit back and watch my wife finish her preparations.
I'd picked a lacy and distinctly see-through black and red bra and pants set for her together with some beautiful (and rather expensive) lace-topped stockings.
Kim was sat in front of the mirror finishing off her make-up. Some women are past their peak very quickly, but Kim really hadn't changed much since I'd met her. I know I'm biased, but I do think she's incredibly attractive and I'm lucky to have her.
There's something very erotic about watching your wife getting ready to go out. It's a sort of reverse striptease. She's sat there in her underwear, about to slip her dress on and you're thinking that you won't have too long to wait before you'll be removing that dress and her underwear.
That thought was enough to get me hard, but there was also the tantalising possibility that she might just be willing to display her charms for Robert. I could imagine Robert staring transfixed as Kim slowly parted her legs to display her wonderfully furry slit.
Another image flashed into my mind of Kim laid back with her eyes closed, gasping and groaning as Robert's cock rammed in and out of her pussy. Carole and I were on the bed next to them and my cock was firmly embedded in her pussy.
Not for the first time it occurred to me that the thought of Kim accepting Robert's cock excited me as much or perhaps more than the possibility that I might get to fuck Carole. My thoughts were interrupted when Kim stood up, slipped her dress on and asked me to zip her up. As soon as I'd finished zipping her up I slipped one hand round the front and used the other to caress her backside.
"Save yourself," she said pushing my hands away with a smile. "There'll be plenty of time for that later."
* * * * * * * * * *
"Alright," said Carole. "We're going to pass you something under the table and if you can guess what it is then there will be a treat later."
I shot a puzzled look at Robert and he shrugged in reply. We were part way through our meal and the girls had just come back from a trip to the loo. They were rather giggly, but I put that down to the amount of wine which Carole in particular had consumed.
"Reach under the table," she instructed. "And no looking, we don't want you cheating."
There was a brief fumble under the table and Kim passed me a lacy, silky item. I knew straightaway that it was her knickers and just as quickly realised that this was a major step in the right direction.
There had been a couple of occasions in the past when Kim had gone knickerless, but it had always been at my prompting and never when we were with company. I leaned closer to Kim and said I'd got her knickers, she smiled shyly, but seductively and nodded that that was indeed the case.
I glanced round the room and no one was looking, so I held them up briefly, giving Robert a glimpse of the flimsy garment which until a minute ago had been protecting my wife's most intimate place. He reciprocated with a quick flash of the rather striking purple thong which Carole had been wearing.
"Does seeing Kim's naughty knickers turn you on?" Carole said with a laugh. Her hand moved towards Robert's lap. "Yes it does turn you on doesn't it?" Rob looked embarrassed, but defended himself.
"I'm just a normal red-blooded male; any man would react like that."
We managed to complete the meal without any further developments. I got our waiter to use my camera to take a group photo of us and then added that we ought to take some more photos back at the hotel.
"We knew you'd be on about this. Kim and I have already discussed it and we'll do some shots of us flashing our stocking tops on the way back to our rooms, but that's it."
I looked at Robert and simply shrugged. Arguing would only get their backs up, it was better to wait until later and hope they were willing to do something a bit more daring.
We made it back safely to the hotel and were going to head for the bar. However Carole was intrigued by the sights and sounds of the wedding reception which was obviously in full swing in a marquee set up in the grounds. We could see lanterns marking a path to the marquee and Carole headed off down it.
"Come on, just two minutes to have a quick peep and then we'll head for the bar," she said. Rob followed her and we all strolled rather self-consciously down the path towards the marquee. I felt a bit stupid the way our curiosity had overcome us, but Carole said we'd just walk a bit closer, not actually into the marquee before we turned round.
We were less than ten yards from the entrance when an elderly gentleman stepped out with his head down. He was only a few yards away when he looked up and suddenly realised we were there. It startled him a bit and then he broke into an alarmingly broad grin.
"There you are. I didn't think you were coming, but better late than never." He moved between Carole and Rob, took their arms and before they'd had time to think he was leading them into the marquee. Kim and I followed at a cautious distance.
"Marcus, they're here. I said they'd come."
Marcus, whoever he was, turned away from the group he was with. His smile faltered and froze and there was no mistaking the puzzled look in his eyes. It was obviously a case of mistaken identity and this was becoming very embarrassing.
"I'm sorry," said Rob with a smile and a laugh. "I think we've been mistaken for someone else." The elderly gentleman looked very puzzled.
"But you're Ted and Alice - aren't you?"
"I'm afraid not," said Rob with a good-natured shrug. The elderly shoulders sagged and the face looked troubled.
"Don't worry Father," said Marcus. "Look, Mother's over there searching for you. Go have a word with her." He headed off and Marcus apologised saying that his father was becoming increasingly confused. We in turn apologised saying we shouldn't have wandered down to the marquee.
"Well you're here now," said Marcus. "You must stay and join the party." He gestured to a passing waiter and we were presented with champagne flutes. He invited us to toast the health of his daughter whose wedding it was and we couldn't possibly refuse that. One thing led to another and ten minutes later we were chatting to a couple Marcus had introduced us to. We soon realised that getting another drink was simply a case of telling a waiter what you wanted as the bar was free.
"This must be costing a fortune," Kim said to me at one stage. The dance band that were playing, the free bar, the number of guests - how much was it all costing? Probably into six figures I thought. I also had the impression that the guests were all well off. In different circumstances I might have felt a bit out of my depth, but with a few drinks inside me and happily chatting to some very pleasant people I felt pretty relaxed.
In fact Rob and I got so involved in an amusing conversation with one of the guests that it took us a while to realise our wives had disappeared. We assumed they'd soon reappear, but that didn't happen so eventually we set off to find them.
Rob spotted them over near the dance floor chatting to a couple of young men. He was about to go across when I told him to give it a minute.
"What does the body language tell you?" I asked.
"It tells me those lads are hitting on them," Rob replied.
"Just what I was thinking. And I'd say our wives aren't exactly discouraging them. Let's wait and see what happens."
We stood quietly out of their view, watching in an oddly voyeuristic way. Our wives were stood there, outwardly perfectly respectable, but with no knickers on and they were being chatted up by two young men who I would guess were in their early twenties.
It was noticeable that they were stood as two couples and I saw the guy stood with Kim touch her gently on the arm. Carole and the guy she was with seemed to be doing all the talking, but then I got a major surprise when they all headed for the exit.
"Shall we follow them?" I asked. Rob nodded.
* * * * * * * * * *
"Can we get you ladies a drink?" the young man asked.
"Sorry guys, we're married," said Carole, flashing her ring.
"That doesn't matter, we can still get you a drink." A passing waiter was stopped and Carole and I were each handed a champagne flute.
"So where are your husbands?" the second guy asked. I soon learnt his name was Jacob and the other guy was called Tom.
"Somewhere around," said Carole with an airy gesture. "Eventually they'll realise we're missing and then they'll come looking for us."
"Well until then, why not let us look after you."
And look after us they did. We had another drink and then they took us out onto the dance floor.
The first dance soon ended and when the music changed to a smoochy number Jacob took me in his arms. One of his hands was resting on my lower back, a bit closer to my bottom than was really necessary, but the crowded dance floor meant no one could see anything.
Jacob's fingertips traced a gentle pattern to my hip and then stroked me lightly. I suddenly realised that he was confirming a suspicion that I wasn't wearing any knickers. If I'd still had my knickers on then the waistband would have been easy to feel through my thin summer dress. Suddenly Jacob's hand moved to my backside and began a light, yet firm caress.
"No panties. I like that; was it your husband's idea?"
I started to say no, then thought it made me sound a bit, well, sluttish if I said it was my idea. In the end I stuttered and stammered, then simply nodded in acknowledgement that it had been my husband's idea.
"So your husband doesn't mind his beautiful wife dancing with another man who must surely discover that she has removed her panties. What a fun and sexy situation don't you think?"
I couldn't think of a suitable reply to that, so I said nothing and anyway I was distracted when Jacob's fingertips traced the gentlest of paths over my dress and across my pubic mound.
Fortunately the number came to a close before Jacob could make any further progress, because I must admit I was tempted to let him explore. I led him off the dance floor and Carole and Tom followed us.
"Have you spotted them?" Carole said.
"Spotted who?" I asked rather stupidly.
"Our husbands," said Carole. "They're watching from the shadows. Let's give them something to think about. Tom wants to show me the view from his top floor suite, apparently you can see the London Eye."
I didn't know what to say, but Carole didn't wait for a reply, instead she took Tom's arm and led him towards the exit. Jacob took my arm and I stifled a protest and went with him.
We returned to the main hotel building and the reception area was very busy. We'd gone a little way past it and Carole craftily looked back and confirmed that our husbands were attempting to follow us. I could see them scanning round trying to spot us.
"Come on," said Tom. "Nip in here, they'll miss us and head past." He pulled Carole into an alcove and Jacob and I followed.
I stood tensely, hidden from the main walkway, but able to see people as they passed by. My heart was beating much faster than normal. Perhaps it was the thrill of the chase, but I knew it wasn't the fact that our husbands were searching for us that was so exciting, rather it was an awareness that Carole and I were sexual quarry as far as these two young men were concerned.



I almost gasped when Paul and Robert passed within a few feet of us, but they failed to spot the alcove and didn't even glance in our direction. I waited a moment then turned to say something to Carole. I froze and couldn't say anything. She and Tom were staring intently at each other, but what really made me stare was the fact that Tom's hand was between her legs fingering her pussy. Tom realised I was watching, gave an odd smile, then guided us all out and in the opposite direction to our husbands.
We took a lift up to the top floor and all the time I was wondering what was going to happen. But of course there wasn't really any doubt; Carole had let Tom touch her intimately and if he was any sort of red-blooded male then he would want to fuck her.
Where did that leave me? It was obvious Jacob would like to fuck me, but was I willing to let him? One part of me said no, but another part of me was carried along with the flow of events. Our husbands were at least partly responsible for the situation and I have to be honest and say that I was excited. I could feel a definite moist arousal between my legs and if I had been wearing panties they would have been distinctly damp.
We got to the room without mishap and I made a nervous and rather corny comment about the view being worth coming all the way to up here. Jacob guided me out onto the balcony and pointed out the London Eye, but we also had a good view of the marquee which distracted us temporarily.
I realised that Carole and Tom hadn't joined us and was about to turn back into the room when Jacob took me in his arms and kissed me. I didn't resist and in truth it was very pleasant. Inevitably one of his hands started to caress my backside, while the other moved to my breasts.
At first I didn't stop him, but then I broke and moved into the room to rejoin Carole and Tom. I don't know what I had been expecting, but I hadn't anticipated they would have gone so far so quickly. There was a trail of discarded clothing across the floor and Carole and Tom were on the bed. Carole's eyes were shut tight, though her mouth was open in a perfect O and she was gasping as Tom thrust vigorously between her spread thighs.
Jacob was behind me and I must have been completely distracted by Carole and Tom because I didn't realise my dress had been unzipped until Jacob started to remove it. After that everything seemed to happen very quickly. Jacob laid me down on the bed and then moved above me. I shivered as the hard rubbery tip of his penis brushed against my pussy. He leaned into me and I gasped as my cunt lips parted and his prick slid into me. I was very wet and after only a couple of thrusts he was fully embedded in me.
I like the feeling when a man is really deep inside you. I've always loved that totally possessed feeling when my husband was in me up to the hilt, with his ball sac pressed tight against my arse. Well now I had that feeling with another man.
I didn't feel guilty about letting Jacob have me, but I did feel a bit confused. It had happened in a way that I would never have imagined and that left me feeling disorientated and out of my depth. Perhaps that's why the sex was a bit of a disappointment. Don't get me wrong, Jacob was very energetic, but it was very much a case of a young man taking his pleasure and I didn't feel much of a connection to him.
He hadn't been fucking me for very long, when he started babbling about how lovely my pussy felt, in fact it was so nice he would have to come. I felt his cock stiffen and swell and knew what was about to happen. He groaned and then I felt his cock jerking inside me and the lovely warm, wet feeling when a man fills your pussy with sperm.
He collapsed on top of me and it was only then that I remembered that Carole and Ted were in the bed next to us. Judging by the sounds they had also finished and I lay there wondering what was going to happen next. There were some noises from their bed and then an embarrassing liquid sound which had to be Tom's prick retreating from Carole's freshly fucked pussy. Jacob moved slightly and I could see that Tom was kneeling up on the bed.
"Jesus you have a sweet married pussy and I've given it a full load; that's one beautiful creampie you've got." There was a satisfied giggle from Carole and then Tom turned to Jacob. "Married pussy is fucking gorgeous isn't it? What's yours like?"
In response Jacob levered himself up and moved from between my thighs. Instinctively I closed my legs and without really thinking I put one hand over my pussy and the other across my breasts in order to preserve my modesty.
"Oh we've got a shy one," laughed Tom. "Come on, let's see what you've got, I'm sure lots of men have seen that lovely body of yours."
"No they haven't," I blurted out. "If you must know before tonight my husband was the only man I'd slept with. Not that it's any business of yours," I added frostily.
"Really?" said Tom, his voice taking on a quieter, less assertive tone. "I'm sorry, I just assumed you were more experienced. I didn't realise that tonight was pretty much unique for you." He moved and stood in the gap between the two beds, his flaccid cock hanging down, but gleaming slightly with its coating of love juices.
"But I really would like to see you properly. I don't know why but it seems important. Please let me see." He moved to the foot of the bed, his eyes locked on mine. His stare was penetrating, but too intense and personal. I lowered my eyes only to find myself looking at his cock. I realised with a start that he had shaved. I'd never seen a shaven cock before and in fact my husband's is the only cock I've ever seen, so to see one like this was quite a shock.
I knew I was staring at it, but I couldn't help myself and then it became obvious that Tom had seen my fixed gaze. His cock started to rise and that was something I can't honestly remember having seen before - a man actually changing from flaccid to erect. My stomach churned and some sort of convulsion pulsed through my pussy.
I don't know if other women are the same, but I've always liked the sight of an erect cock. They're so strong and arrogant and of course they're erect because of you, which is a compliment in a way. And on this occasion the impact was multiplied by the fact that Tom had shaved. The outline of his cock and balls was stark, almost brutal.
"Please," he repeated gently. The room was so saturated with sexuality that my response seemed inevitable, almost preordained. My hands were trembling as I moved them away from my pussy and breasts and spread my legs so that Tom could see my sex. My cunt lips were gaping from the passage of Jacob's cock and I could feel his cum trickling down the crack of my arse.
Tom feasted his eyes on me and I noticed his cock stiffening further, so that it was pointing sharply upwards. I shuffled down the bed slightly into a more comfortable position, which said more clearly than any words that I wanted him to fuck me. He knelt on the end of the bed and then moved up and between my spread thighs. He didn't hurry and rubbed his penis along the full length of my pussy several times. I pushed my hips forward, desperate to have him inside me, he realised my need and with one firm thrust penetrated my core.
I had wondered if I would be able to take him. My husband is a bit over six inches when erect (yes we have measured him) and Tom seemed a bit bigger - seven or perhaps eight inches.
I was surprised because I took him very easily; so perhaps the fact that he had shaved made his cock seem bigger than it really was. Anyway I was so hyped up that the sensations were magnified and an intense orgasm racked through my body. I realised that Carole and Jacob were fucking and the room was full of the sounds of sex - our cries and gasps as we were fucked and gasps and groans from the men as they did the fucking.
Tom had already cum once so he had lots of staying power. I've nothing against dreamy, romantic sex, but if I'm honest I prefer a good vigorous fucking and that's exactly what I was getting. Tom was very masculine, very physical and very direct - ploughing into me with a strength and power that made me feel totally possessed. He pinned my arms above my head and his head went down and he sucked on one of my nipples. That was nice because until then my breasts had been rather neglected.
I'm a 36D and Paul has always said he loves my large dark areola and prominent nipples. Tom seemed to find them just as fascinating and licked and sucked at them while continuing to thrust between my thighs. He paused for a moment and asked me if I'd like to change positions.
"Yes please. I like being fucked from behind, it's my favourite position."
So I turned over and Tom took me from behind. I noticed that Carole and Jacob followed our lead and it must have been quite a sight - both of us down on our elbows and knees while the men rammed it into us.
My breasts were slapping back against me with each thrust from Tom, but then he reached down, squeezing them and teasing my erect nipples. His hand then moved between my legs and found my engorged clitoris. It only took a couple of rubs and I felt the first waves of an unstoppable orgasm. Tom realised what was happening and the pace of his thrusts increased. Then suddenly he gave a huge groan and a final immense thrust which flattened me against the bed as he pumped several bursts of sperm into my married pussy.
We lay there for a short while, but in that position Tom's spent cock soon slipped out and he rolled off me. I didn't want the embarrassment of his sperm leaking out of me and it might seem stupid but I was too shy to ask for a tissue and wipe myself with Tom and Jacob watching.
So instead I grabbed my dress and slipped it back on. I think Carole might have lingered, but I couldn't see any point and in truth I wanted to get back to my room. The deed had been done and there was nothing I needed to say to either Tom or Jacob.
A couple of minutes later Carole and I were out of the room and checking our phones. There were a couple of texts from Paul, but I didn't bother reading them, I just tapped out a text saying I was heading back to the room.
Carole headed for her room and I said I'd ring in the morning and we'd arrange to have breakfast together. As I swiped my keycard through the lock I didn't know whether Paul would be in the room and I had no idea what I was going to say to him. One thing I did know was that I wasn't going to lie about what had happened. Paul had regularly encouraged me to loosen up and act in line with his fantasies, so he could hardly complain about the consequences.
I stepped into the room and Paul was sat on the end of the bed. It was clear that neither of us knew what to say. I moved closer to him and he took my hand and brought me closer still.
"Are you OK?" he asked. I nodded in reply and that seemed to reassure him because his hand went to just above my right knee. I parted my legs in an unspoken invitation. It was obvious what he would discover because more sperm had leaked from my pussy during the walk back to our room.
His hand moved upwards, past my sticky thighs to the pouting wetness of my vagina. The situation was incredibly tense and my love juices were in full flow again.
"You've..." he said staring at me. Our eyes locked on each other and I could see his desperate need for me to speak. His fingers told him what had happened, but he needed me to confirm it.
"Yes, I've been fucked."
He swallowed hard and I gave him a moment and then quietly asked if he minded. He looked as if he was going to speak, but perhaps the words wouldn't come because he simply shook his head. Rather surprisingly I felt that I was in charge and needed to take the lead.
"Two men have seeded me. Do you want to reclaim my pussy and add your sperm to the load that's already inside me?"
Again all he could do was nod, but now he stood up, unzipped my dress and removed it. While I got into the bed he hurriedly undressed; his erect cock was confirmation of how much this had excited him.
I parted my legs, he moved above me and his cock slid into that sweet hole which he knew so well. I don't know what I was expecting but in the event there was a series of excited, almost frantic thrusts and then Paul groaned and swore as his cock jerked and jerked inside me.
I lay there almost not believing that after a lifetime of being faithful to one man suddenly here I was with sperm from three men in my pussy. Paul held me close and asked what had happened. Perhaps tiredness was kicking in, but I didn't really want to go into it. Nevertheless I told Paul how we had gone back to their room and they had taken it in turns to fuck us.
I could tell he wanted to know more detail and I promised he would get that but I said it would have to wait for another occasion. He agreed to that and we settled down to sleep.
I must have dropped straight off and slept soundly because the next thing I knew was the buzzing of my phone on the bedside cabinet. I grabbed it rather fuzzily and saw it was a text from Carole saying they were going for breakfast at eleven and did that suit us.
Paul was watching me with an amused expression and had obviously been awake for a while. I texted back saying OK and it was then a case of getting showered and heading down to the breakfast room.
In the event we got there before Rob and Carole and asked the waiter for a table for four. I scanned the room and to my relief I couldn't see Jacob or Tom. The others soon arrived and we all got some fruit juice and cereal. The events of last night weren't mentioned, but Rob and Carole seemed calm and relaxed so I assumed that there hadn't been any fall out between them.
After a short while Carole said she was popping to the toilet and I said I'd join her. The men must have realised that it was just an excuse to chat, but they didn't say anything.
Straightaway Carole asked me how Paul had been when I got back to our room.
"He was fine," I said with a shrug. "He didn't mind that I'd been fucked, in fact he was desperate to fuck me and add his sperm to the load already inside me." Carole gasped and put her hand to her mouth.
"Oh my god! Rob was just the same. I wonder if all men are like that?"
We chatted some more and then got quite a shock when a toilet flushed and a young woman came out with a smirk on her face. It was obvious she'd been listening to our conversation and had a very clear idea of what had taken place last night.
I may have been imagining it but back in the breakfast room I seemed to feel that woman's eyes on me, so I was keen to leave. In fact none of us saw any reason to hang around, so we packed our bags and were out in the car park just before midday.
Paul was driving and we were using his car because it was the largest and had most room. The roads were busy and the drive home took just over three hours, though I must admit that I dozed on the last bit of motorway.
We had a coffee at Rob and Carole's and it had turned 5pm when we got back to ours. We were putting all our things away when Paul spoke to me.
"I was hoping that when we go to bed tonight you'll be willing to tell me a bit more about what happened last night."
"Oh are you?" I teased. "Well as long as I'm not too tired then maybe I will."
The question of whether I would or wouldn't treat Paul to an account of my adventures added a rather pleasurable layer of sexual tension to the evening. Of course I knew I was going to put him out of his misery, but he couldn't be sure.
We cuddled together in bed and I described how I'd danced with Jacob and he'd quickly discovered that I wasn't wearing any panties. I then said how Carole had let Tom finger her pussy while we were hiding in the alcove, but I swore him not to tell this to Rob.
"Alright I promise, but you needn't worry about that, Rob is keen to hear her story and he doesn't have any hang-ups about what happened."
"How do you know that?" Paul smiled and said that both Carole and I had fallen asleep for the final part of the car journey.
"It's odd, I was driving and glanced at you in the mirror. I was thinking to myself that you probably both still had sperm from last night in your pussies and Rob must have been having similar thoughts because he quietly said that it was strange to think that last night our loving wives had been fucked by two different men."
This conversation was distinctly arousing and inevitably I ended up with Paul's prick inside me while I described how it felt being fucked by another man. Equally inevitably he asked about the size of their cocks. I told him that they felt pretty average, but that the fact that Tom had shaved made his look bigger.
"It just looked so stark and brutal with no pubes to soften the outline."
"Did the fact that he'd shaved turn you on"" I paused for a second then admitted that it had done. I also described how Tom had asked to see my recently fucked pussy and how with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement I had granted his wish.
"He got hard when I did that and that really did turn me on. Seeing his prick become stiff was exciting and I knew I wanted him inside me."
"Did he ride you bareback?"
"Yes they both took me bareback and they both came in my pussy. Do you mind that two other men have fucked the cunt you're enjoying? Do you think I'm a slut?"
"Yes you're a slut," Paul gasped. "A gorgeous, fuckable, loveable slut." His prick jerked inside me and fired another load of sperm into my lustful vagina.
* * * * * * * * * *
We arranged to go out for a meal with Rob and Carole a couple of weeks later and Paul started dropping hints about a swapping session. I guessed he'd been speaking to Rob so I had a word with Carole and she was as doubtful as I was. The men sulked a bit when we made clear they weren't going to get their wish, but Carole and I were adamant.
But it was a bit inevitable that it happened soon afterwards. We'd gone out one night and I mentioned that Paul had bought me some new stockings. They were actually made of silk and Carole stroked them and said they were lovely and smooth. Of course that led to Rob asking if he could have a feel. Except he didn't ask me, he asked Paul who said yes. I could have stopped him, but for some reason I didn't and rather predictably his hand slid right up the inside of my thigh. I did finally push his hand away, but not before his fingertips brushed against my panties.
That was as we were due to leave the restaurant. There was no mistaking the tension in the air as we drove home. When we got home Paul put some smoochy music on the CD player and as I danced with him his hands roamed freely across my bum and bust.
I wasn't surprised when he suggested we swap dance partners and neither Carole nor I objected. So now it was Rob's turn to feel my bum and bust through my clothing, but I knew it wouldn't stop there.
Sure enough it wasn't long before his hand slid up my skirt and he was stroking my pussy through my knickers. I must admit I was partially distracted by a voyeuristic desire to see what my husband and best friend were doing. Paul was unfastening Carole's blouse at the same time as Rob was fingering my pussy.
It was clear what the outcome would be and we ended up fucking in opposite corners of our lounge. Rob rode me bareback and came in my pussy. When they'd gone Paul led me upstairs and fired his sperm into my pussy.
He came very powerfully and afterwards he said there's something very intense about taking me after another man has fucked me. He says he feels this deep-seated urge to reclaim me and add his sperm to the load already inside me.
That was nearly a week ago and in a relatively short time I've gone from being a strait-laced wife who's only ever slept with her husband to an experienced woman who's spread her legs for four different men.



I'm pretty certain that Paul will want to enjoy further adventures and I suspect that from time to time I'll be willing to indulge him. It's not as if I'm dissatisfied with Paul and looking back I wouldn't say that the sex with Jacob, Tom or Rob was spectacular, but it was exciting and very different from the married routine I was used to.
In fact when I think back it's not the actual sex I remember, but the moment when I moved my hands so Tom could see my recently fucked pussy and then the startling and primitive response as his shaven cock became erect. I've got a feeling that is going to be the iconic erotic memory of my life.
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* * * * * * * *
When I was young airports seemed glamorous places and I usually enjoyed the whole experience. Perhaps it's the fact that I've just turned forty or maybe it's the increased security which leaves me feeling that airports are tedious places which have to be endured rather than enjoyed.
Despite that my wife and I had arranged to go on a city break to Copenhagen. It was really just a long weekend - a flight out late-morning on the Friday and then returning on the Monday afternoon. The choice of Copenhagen probably had more to do with the cost and convenience of the flights, rather than any burning desire to see the Danish capital. Having said that we both enjoyed Danish TV dramas The Killing and Borgen, so having a look at a city where they'd been filmed had a certain appeal.
The trip was also partly to celebrate our new found freedom. Our twin sons had recently headed off to university, which gave us more flexibility and freedom to do what we wanted. We'd had the occasional weekend away in Britain as a couple, but this was our first weekend break abroad.
Our local airport was probably as quiet as I've ever seen it, so the wait for our plane was more pleasant than on some previous occasions. Boarding was pretty much on time and Kim took the window seat while I had the middle one in a row of three. We took off into some pleasant autumn sunshine and were soon high over the North Sea.
It's a relatively short flight and it didn't seem long before we were heading out of the terminal and hailing a taxi to take us to our hotel. Once we'd checked in we had a coffee then took a stroll to see what the local area had to offer.
On previous weekends away we'd settled into a pattern where the Friday evening was rather relaxed, but on the Saturday we dressed smartly and went to a good quality restaurant. Kim always wore a dress on the Saturday night. She's not vain, but like any woman she does like to dress up occasionally and I certainly encourage that. When you've been married a while it's easy to take your partner for granted, but I still found Kim very attractive, especially when she was dressed in a way that made it clear that she was a woman. Not that she would ever wear anything sluttish, but I did like to see her in dresses which emphasised her trim figure, ample breasts and shapely legs.
We would invariably have very good sex when we got back to our room on the Saturday night and I certainly hoped that some energetic sex was on the agenda for this weekend. However as we were also staying for the Sunday night I wasn't certain how things would play out on this occasion.
In the event it turned out that we did rather more walking and sightseeing on the Saturday than we intended and we were both tired and agreed it was best to save our "special" time for the Sunday evening.
After speaking to some of the hotel staff and a couple of guests we booked a table at a nearby Italian restaurant for the Sunday evening. So after a more relaxed day's sightseeing we found ourselves showering and getting changed ready to go out in the evening.
I'm sure I'm not the only husband who enjoys watching his wife getting ready to go out. There's an element of reverse striptease about it and of course there was the knowledge that I would later be removing that dress and lingerie and enjoying the intimate pleasure of my wife's body. For this weekend I had bought Kim a stunning black and red bra and pants set and she had agreed to indulge me by wearing stockings and suspenders (a garter belt to our American friends).
It was wonderful watching Kim clipping her stockings into place and then running her fingertips across them to smooth a couple of wrinkles out. I don't really understand why stockings are so sexy, but they undoubtedly are. Perhaps it's the thrill of sliding your hand upwards across smooth silk, onto warm flesh and then a pair of damp panties.
Although Kim was in her late thirties she had kept her looks and figure incredibly well and I felt a surge of pleasure that she was my wife. She was a virgin when we met and throughout the eighteen years of our marriage we had both been faithful to each other.
When Kim was fully dressed I snuggled up behind her and told her how fabulous she looked. As if drawn by magnetism my hands slid up to cup her breasts. Save yourself she said, there'll be plenty of time later. An encouraging reply.
We took the lift down to reception and found ourselves leaving the hotel at the same time as Bruce, a guy who I'd been sat next to on the plane. He was here on a business trip to see some engineering equipment and this weekend was the only convenient time. We'd exchanged a few pleasantries at breakfast with him yesterday and he seemed a very pleasant guy.
I asked him where he was going and he pulled a face and said he was going out with his Danish host. I asked him why the face and he said he didn't actually like the guy, but it seemed rude to refuse.
"He's a typical salesman, all talk and no substance. I wish I'd said no, but he was very insistent."
I wished him luck and we set off towards our restaurant. It wasn't far from the hotel so we decided to walk, despite the rather high heels Kim was wearing.
The restaurant was good, though to be honest I wasn't quite as keen as Kim, but didn't say anything in case it put a downer on the good mood she was in. The weather wasn't exactly cooperating though as it was raining when we came out of the restaurant. That scuppered our plans for a slow walk back stopping off at a bar we'd spotted earlier.
"Why don't we get a taxi back, have a drink in the hotel bar and then get an early night," Kim said playfully. "It's probably best not to have sex, let's save our strength for tomorrow's journey," she teased.
"There's no chance of that. You look so gorgeous I've got to have you." She laughed at that and we hailed a cab to take us back to our hotel.
When we got in the bar it was fairly quiet, but it had only just turned nine o'clock. We were surprised to see Bruce stood at the bar and we went and asked him why he was back so soon.
"Don't ask," he said. "It was a disastrous evening, I'd rather just forget it."
Of course that intrigued us and we asked him what had happened. We ended up sat at one of the tables while Bruce explained that his Danish host had taken him to a club which turned out to be a real dive. The guy had arranged for two prostitutes to meet them and Bruce said they were two really rough East European girls.
"I couldn't decide whether I was scared of them or sorry for them because of the terrible lifestyle they were trapped in. After a while I went to the toilet to get some breathing space and that contained a couple of dazed looking guys who were probably doing drugs. There seemed every chance of the evening ending badly, perhaps really badly, so I went back to Anders told him I felt unwell and left."
We chatted some more and to my surprise Kim asked Bruce whether he did many trips like this and if calls girls were a regular feature of them.
"No, I really don't do many business trips and this is the first time I've come across this sort of situation."
"Are you sure you weren't just a bit tempted?" she asked in a surprisingly playful manner.
"No and if you'd seen them you would understand why. If they looked like you then yes I would have been tempted." Kim looked surprised, startled almost, when he said that.
"Sorry, I didn't mean that how it sounded," Bruce stuttered. "I'm not saying you look like a...well you know. What I mean is you're good looking." Now he shot an embarrassed look at me.
"Sorry, I really am digging a hole for myself here. Can we forget what I just said, I honestly didn't mean it to come out the way it did."
I laughed and reassured Bruce.
"Don't worry, neither of us has taken offence. In fact I take it as a compliment if someone comments on how good looking my wife is."
Bruce looked relieved, but what he missed was the coolly appraising look which Kim gave me. I could almost read her thoughts about the direction which this conversation might be taking.
There was a time years ago when a friend of ours suggested swapping our wives. Nothing happened and when I later suggested that it might actually have been interesting, Kim said it didn't appeal to her.
The idea stayed with me and changed slightly in that my thoughts became more centred on the idea of Kim with another man. Eventually I plucked up the courage to ask her whether she would be interested in a threesome. She was shocked and said it wasn't going to happen, but fortunately she wasn't actually upset.
Nevertheless the idea did seem to take root, in that we would occasionally use it as part of our pillow talk. Kim insisted that she had no interest in having sex with another man, but said that the thought of a ruggedly handsome man brushing her protests aside and taking his pleasure was quite arousing. Chatting about it always got me hard, made Kim wet and invariably resulted in great sex.
So despite what Kim said I did still have lingering hopes that one day, if all the pieces fell into place, something might happen.
I was thinking that the situation we were in now just might provide the perfect opportunity for an erotic adventure. Bruce was a single, reasonably good looking guy in his early thirties and I remember a woman once telling me that was the best age for a man - they've lost the impatience of youth, but aren't yet middle-aged.
That look Kim had given me clearly suggested she knew what was crossing my mind. The big question was what she was thinking. The look she gave me was cool, but not discouraging.
All these thoughts were still running through my mind when a minute later Kim said she was popping to the toilets. Quite possibly I was reading too much into it, but I did wonder if she had left me alone with Bruce so we could have a chat. I was uncertain what to do, but felt that if I didn't at least raise the subject with Bruce I would end up looking back at this as a wasted opportunity.
Bruce made another apology for what he'd said earlier and that provided the perfect opening for me.
"That's alright, I certainly wasn't offended and I don't think Kim was either. The fact that you think Kim is attractive doesn't bother me, in fact I quite like it."
"That's an interesting response," Bruce said. "What exactly are you saying?"
I paused very aware that I was at a crossroads. I could use this to explain what I had in mind or I could make some non-committal response and deflect attention away from what I had said. I took a deep breath and continued.
"A while ago I suggested to Kim that a threesome with another man would be interesting. She said no, but there have been occasions since then when I've detected signs that she might just be interested. Or put it another way, if the perfect opportunity arose she might go with the flow. Tonight might turn out to be the perfect opportunity - are you interested?" Sensible man that he was Bruce didn't hesitate.
"Yes, yes I am interested - definitely interested." At that moment I saw Kim heading in our direction so I interrupted Bruce.
"OK she's coming back now. In a couple of minutes why don't you head to the toilets and I'll try and have a word with her. At the moment it's just a possibility, nothing more and it totally has to be Kim's choice."
There was no time to say anything else. As Kim sat down I could feel my heart pounding away inside my chest and I worried that she would pick up on my excitement. In a minute I was going to ask her whether she would be willing to spread her legs for another man and that was quite a heady thought.
Actually I couldn't be as blunt as that. All I could do was raise the possibility and see if Kim took the bait. I knew her well enough to know that if she didn't want to do something then I wouldn't be able to persuade her otherwise. And to be fair I didn't want to manoeuvre her into a position where she felt obliged to do it. I wanted it to be her free choice and for it to be a rewarding and pleasurable experience.
Bruce excused himself soon afterwards and I casually asked Kim what she thought of him.
"He's a pleasant guy. Why do you ask?" she said with that look again.
"Well, you know he finds you attractive don't you?" She gave me another careful look and then paused before answering.
"Are you thinking what I think you're thinking? Is it that fantasy of seeing me with another man? Would you really want to go through with that?"
Lots of questions, but not the flat refusal which I thought I might get. In fact in a way it was quite an encouraging response.
"Yes I would. It's the perfect opportunity and it might never happen again. I don't want to be looking back and thinking about what might have been. Life isn't a dress rehearsal - just this one time why don't we go for it."
"You do realise that if I do it there's no way of turning the clock back - once it's done it's done."
I know it's a cliché, but my heart did miss a beat when she said that. Kim is actually quite conservative and that answer was probably as close to a yes as I was going to get. She wouldn't appreciate me making her to spell it out that she would fuck Bruce and she wanted me to be responsible for what happened. But I was sure that if she wasn't interested she would have squashed this conversation at the start.
So I said yes I realised it was something that couldn't be undone. Kim simply shrugged and picked up her wine glass. I looked round the room and could see Bruce returning to join us.
The momentum all seemed to be in one direction, so I moved to the opposite side of the table to Kim and gestured to Bruce to sit next to her. He hesitated for a second then took the seat I had indicated.
I have to admit this was an awkward moment. There was a definite tension in the air and none of us knew what to say. To a certain extent the onus was on me, but I couldn't think of anything appropriate. I was saved when two couples came in and stood at the bar.
"Beautiful dress," murmured Kim in obvious reference to a stunning electric blue cocktail dress which one of the women was wearing.
The woman was probably a similar age to Kim, perhaps a few years older. She was a blonde with short, straight hair, so quite different from Kim's long, dark wavy locks.
We were all watching as she levered herself up onto one of the bar stools. The front of her dress parted and we got a glimpse of stocking tops before she unhurriedly smoothed her dress back into place.
"It must be a night for stockings," I said to Kim with a smile.
"Are you wearing stockings? Bruce asked. Kim simply nodded and asked him which he preferred stockings or tights.
"I'm sure you can guess the answer," Bruce replied. " Stockings are sexier, more enticing. They're for special occasions, whereas tights are more everyday."
"She's got some lovely new ones on tonight. They're French with a wonderful silky sheen."
"I must admit I had noticed the lovely sheen to them." Without waiting to be asked Bruce ran his hand along Kim's thigh. In truth he only stroked a few inches, but it was enough to push the hem of Kim's dress up and he probably came quite close to exposing the lace top of her stockings.
"That feels wonderful," he added with delicious ambiguity. Did he mean the stockings or her leg?
Kim is distinctly shy and strait-laced, but fortunately we were sat in a corner and no-one could see where Bruce's hand was resting. If there had been a chance of anyone seeing then Kim wouldn't have allowed any liberties to be taken. To be honest I didn't have a good view of what was happening and I had to rely on the position of Bruce's arm to give me an idea of where his hand was.
As far as I could tell it was still resting on Kim's leg and more importantly she wasn't doing anything to make him move it. When you've been married to someone for twenty years you can read their body language quite easily and there was nothing discouraging about Kim's posture.
I was wondering if I should do anything to help ease things along, but my help wasn't needed. I saw a definite movement of Bruce's arm and that was answered by Kim moving her feet. She shifted her left foot to the side and also raised her right foot so that it was resting on one of the metal struts under the table.
The effect was to part her legs slightly and that was clearly an invitation for Bruce to explore. I could hardly believe that Kim was willing to allow him intimate access. At the very least he was going to touch her through her panties and it was quite likely that he would pull her panties to one side and finger her pussy.
It was clear that Kim was very nervous, but also very excited. I could imagine that when Bruce touched her panties he would find they were damp with her arousal and that would intensify his lust for her.
It was deeply frustrating that I couldn't see what was happening and was having to use my imagination, though if anything that increased the excitement. They say the mind is the greatest aphrodisiac and mine was well into overdrive.
I could see a gentle motion to Bruce's arm and realised that he was stroking my wife through her panties. Then there was a pause followed by a slight, but audible gasp from Kim. I guessed that he had pulled her panties to one side and was savouring the silken feel of her velvet cunt.
"I want to kiss you," he said looking straight into Kim's eyes. "But not here."
His approach was perfect. He hadn't been crude or too forward. If he'd tried to kiss her in public she would have been embarrassed, but instead he'd made it clear that he wanted to be somewhere private with her and of course our bedroom was just a few floors away.
"We're in room 327," I said, standing up. "Give us a couple of minutes then join us." Kim looked embarrassed by the confirmation that what we all thought might happen, would happen.
There was no protest or indeed any word from Kim as we left the bar, crossed the lobby and called a lift. As soon as the lift doors closed she turned to me.
"You're absolutely certain you want to go through with this? You're the only man I've ever been with and if I sleep with Bruce that's it, the deed's done and it can't be undone."
"I realise that, but this really is the perfect opportunity. Just this once let's go for it."
She shrugged as if saying that it was my choice. Again I realised that she wanted me to be responsible for what was about to happen. That was fine by me, but Kim was no wimpy female and there was no way I could coerce her into something she didn't want to do.
As soon as we entered the room she went into the bathroom to check her hair and make-up.
"Nervous?" I asked when she came out.
"Very," was the simple reply, so I followed it up by asking if she felt excited. She gave me a shy smile and a brief nod. I moved towards her, but when I tried to slide my hand up her dress she backed away.
"No, Bruce will be here in a minute and I want to save myself for him."
"But you will let me fuck you afterwards won't you?" I asked anxiously.
"Yes, don't worry you've mentioned it often enough for me to remember that you want your turn; what's that phrase of yours - you'll want to reclaim my sweet married pussy."
My cock stiffened further when she said that. It was going to happen - soon I would get to reclaim her pussy. That sweet opening which she had reserved exclusively for me was about to be shared with another man.
Any further thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. Kim looked at me and I gestured for her to answer it. I moved to a chair in the corner of the room as Kim let Bruce into our room. He said Hi to me and then told Kim that he still wanted to kiss her.



"Well now you can."
He took her in his arms and they kissed passionately. At first it was just their lips, but soon their tongues were entwined. Perhaps the intensity was a bit much because they broke for a moment, though Bruce immediately opted for a series of short kisses. Then the deep kissing resumed and inevitably Bruce's hands began to roam. At first he was caressing her backside, but he soon started to explore her breasts.
Kim responded by moving one of her hands to the back of his neck, whilst the other moved to rest on his hip. To me that clearly signalled that she was a willing partner in this rendezvous.
Bruce clearly wanted to move things up a notch because he asked if he could remove Kim's dress. She was happy to agree, so he moved behind her, lowered the zip and then carefully removed her purple dress over her head.
I don't think my wife has ever looked more lovely than when she was stood there. The lamp in the corner cast a beautiful soft light on her lacy black and red underwear. I was glad I'd encouraged her to wear this particular set tonight. She'd referred to the bra as a "slut's bra" because her prominent nipples and beautiful dark areola showed through the flimsy lace. Similarly the lacy knickers left no doubt about the luxuriant growth between her legs. I've nothing against shaven pussies, but I adore my wife's furry bush.
Bruce took her hand and led her towards the bed. She slipped her high heels off and slid onto the bed. She was about to shuffle up the bed when Bruce asked her to wait. He reached for the waistband of her knickers and removed them with a slow, sensual movement as though he was savouring the exposure of her most intimate place.
With her knickers tossed carelessly to one side Kim moved up the bed until her head was resting on the pillow. Bruce began to unbutton his shirt and I was disappointed when Kim started to remove her stockings and suspenders. I've no idea why but I do like fucking her when she's wearing stockings, though I know she prefers to remove them.
By the time she had discarded them Bruce was down to his boxer shorts and Kim discarded her bra at the same time as Bruce peeled his shorts down. Caught up briefly in the waistband, his cock sprang upwards when released.
Kim had no inhibitions about studying his member. She once told me that the sight of an erect cock was a definite turn-on as far as she was concerned. He was fully erect and inevitably I checked the size of his equipment. He seemed to be a similar sort of size to myself - in other words average. That was fine because I know that Kim has no interest in large cocks; she says they'll probably be uncomfortable. For my part I didn't want him to be under endowed because Kim might find that unsatisfying and I did want this to be a pleasurable experience for her.
Bruce now moved onto the bed and laid facing Kim. She turned on her side to face him which meant my view mainly consisted of her back. I was tempted to improve my view by standing up, but I was worried that would disturb the intimate atmosphere, so I stayed where I was.
I could see that Kim had parted her legs and it was clear that Bruce was fingering her cunt. I guessed that she must be handling his cock and, as mine was the only cock she had ever touched, I was pretty certain that simply touching it would be very exciting for her. So how would she feel about having it inside her?
That was about to be answered because Bruce pressed gently on her left hip, Kim took the hint and laid on her back. She spread her legs in anticipation and Bruce moved above her.
The decisive moment had arrived and I sat motionless, barely breathing. Not that they were paying any attention to me. As far as they were concerned I wasn't in the room.
Bruce moved so his cock was pointing directly at her pussy. Kim reached down and rubbed the head of his penis against her sex in order to get some of her juices on him. She released him and staring into her eyes with deep concentration he leaned into her. He groaned as the head of his penis slid between my wife's cunt lips.
"Oh God," she gasped. Then he pressed deeper, but that was only the preliminary to a powerful thrust which took him deep into her core and forced a drawn-out ecstatic gasp from her.
Now they really were fucking - kissing passionately as his backside rose and fell between my wife's spread thighs. I could see her hips thrusting back against him, evidence that she wasn't just lying there passively, but was an eager participant.
His head went down and he latched onto one of her breasts, Kim instinctively moved one hand onto the back of his neck and held him close. It was nearly twenty years since I had first unfastened her bra and felt the soft, firm weight of her breasts with the tip hard against my fingertips. Now here I was watching as another man sucked and licked her breasts whilst his cock thrust deep inside her.
I had half-expected Kim to be hesitant and self-conscious, but she seemed totally absorbed in the moment. Perhaps that was because Bruce was a very assured and confident lover. That was brought home to me when he got Kim to turn over. She went on her hands and knees, but Bruce guided her onto her elbows so that her rump stuck up in the air. That really is the most submissive of positions - Kim was effectively offering her cunt and arse to him. I held my breath as he moved behind her, saw his cock poised against her cunt lips and then he thrust back into her. He went in so easily that it was obvious she was lubricating profusely.
Kim has always said that being taken from behind is her favourite position so I wasn't surprised when she began to shudder and moan as a massive orgasm racked through her. I thought that might take Bruce over the top, but he actually slowed down the pace of his thrusts and I realised that he was holding himself back. When Kim's orgasm was spent she collapsed face down on the bed; Bruce managed to stay inside her, though penetration can't have been very deep.
After a minute he asked her to turn over and now he took her again - thrusting powerfully into her, his balls slapping against her flesh. I realised his orgasm was imminent, then his body locked tight and he gave an agonised, primitive groan. My wife raised her legs higher, her body moving in unison with his as she accepted his sperm.
Finally he collapsed on top of her though still taking his weight on his elbows. I wasn't sure what was going to happen now. I assumed that Bruce would have the discretion to dress and leave, so that I could reclaim my wife whilst she gave me an explicit account of what it felt like to have another man's cock inside her.
Bruce finally moved off her and I waited for him to leave the bed, but to my surprise Kim asked me to take her.
"Now?" I stuttered.
"Yes, now," she nodded. "I need you now." I could only see her top half, but I knew the covers hid a pussy which was gaping open and leaking sperm after another man had taken his pleasure there.
I undressed hurriedly, my cock sticking out like a ramrod and confirming just how much this turned me on. Now it was my turn to move above Kim and take her in the missionary position. I sank into her, savouring a heat and wetness unlike anything I had experienced before.
I must admit I have read a few articles about sperm competition and how a man whose wife has been seeded by someone else will have this primitive urge to reclaim her. There's talk of a particularly intense orgasm, but what orgasm isn't intense?
All I can say is that I didn't last particularly long before giving a final brutal thrust and emptying what felt like a river of semen into my wife. For a brief period all I was aware of was my penis jerking and jerking inside my wife as I emptied myself into her. Now it was my turn to collapse on her, though I registered a few gentle movements as she coaxed the last few drops of sperm from me.
Finally I rolled to one side and lay there gasping. Kim asked for a tissue and I passed her one from the bedside cabinet, marvelling in the fact that we had done it and she was using that tissue to mop up sperm from two men which was leaking from her vagina.
She passed the used tissue to me and I tossed it towards the waste basket. Kim stroked my arm and asked me if I was OK. I told her I was, but just needed a minute to get my breath back.
What happened next surprised me. Doubtless it was the excitement and all the adrenalin which had been coursing through me and I know in many ways it's so typical of the male after sex, but I fell asleep!
The next thing I knew I was waking slowly, groggily aware that something was not exactly wrong, but certainly very different. In rapid succession I realised that I was in a hotel room, not our home bedroom, that last night we had had our first ever threesome and I had fallen asleep with the other man still in our bed. I now registered a gentle movement, looked to one side and saw my wife laid on one side facing me. Her head was twisted to the side and she was kissing Bruce who was laid behind her. His left hand was squeezing her left breast. The bed was rocking gently and I realised they were making love.
I felt an urgent mix of lust and jealousy. What had happened while I was asleep? Was she doing this because she loved him or was it just sex?
Kim realised that I was awake. She reached out for my hand and gave it a fiercely reassuring squeeze. Then she took it and placed it on her breast. So I caressed her whilst her lover took her from behind. After a minute I couldn't resist the temptation and I moved my hand lower intending to rub her clitoris. Bruce's hand was already there, but he realised what I wanted to do and he tactfully moved his hand.
Kim responded to my touch by parting her legs wider to give me easier access. She had stopped kissing Bruce and leaned towards me. I moved closer and we kissed whilst I rubbed her clit and Bruce fucked her cunt.
It's impossible to find words to describe how erotic it felt to be kissing my wife while she gasped and her body moved as Bruce thrust into her from behind, his cock enjoying a cunt which had been my exclusive preserve.
Not surprisingly the sensations were too much for her and she shuddered her way through another orgasm. Unlike last night she was very noisy, almost embarrassingly so, though Bruce obviously liked it, because he urged her to come. Kim does like a bit of dirty talk and she told Bruce to keep fucking her.
"Is that what you want?"
"Yes do it. Fuck me, keep fucking me."
"I'll fuck you, but you're going to make me cum. I can't hold back."
"Do it then - fill my pussy with your sperm."
Bruce groaned and bit Kim's shoulder. I kissed her passionately and Kim was sandwiched between us as Bruce emptied his balls into her lustful cunt. I knew my cock was rock hard and that I was desperate to fuck my wife, to take her and plunge my cock into a cunt which had just been enjoyed by another man. We broke from our kiss and I told her that I wanted her, I must have her now.
Bruce backed off slightly, Kim rolled onto her back and in an instant I covered her. There were no niceties, just a fast and furious fuck, culminating in an orgasm so explosive that for a moment I seemed to lose consciousness.
We lay together for a short while, then Bruce said he ought to get back to his room. He got out of bed, dressed quickly, then gave Kim a last kiss before slipping quietly out of the room.
Kim and I showered together, saying surprisingly little, perhaps both feeling that any discussion was best saved for another time. Our flight home was just after midday so we didn't have an awful lot of time. We tidied the room and did a little bit of packing, though it was only a weekend break so there wasn't much to pack.
Once that was done we headed downstairs and into the dining room. Bruce was already there and waved us over to his table. I must admit part of me didn't want to share breakfast with him, though it wasn't exactly a problem. With hindsight perhaps I was thinking that the deed had been done, so there was no need for further contact.
Certainly I was cautious and a bit worried as to whether there would be any signs of an emotional connection between Kim and Bruce. I would say it was rather neutral - Kim was friendly towards him, but not overly so.
What was less friendly was the glances we were getting from the woman a couple of tables away from us. She seemed to be firing disapproving looks in our direction and I couldn't understand it and wondered if I was imagining it.
"No you're not," Kim explained. "She's in the room next to us and I'm guessing that she heard some interesting noises this morning. The walls aren't over thick and if you listen you can hear the people in the next room."
"And if they're doing something noisy then I guess it's quite noticeable," said Bruce with an amused expression. The impression I'd had of a confident, self-assured guy was confirmed and when Kim disappeared to the toilet I said something along those lines to Bruce.
"Do you mean that I've been over-confident?" he asked me bluntly.
"No, it's not that. It's just that last night was a pretty momentous occasion for us, but you seemed to almost take it in your stride, as if it was something you're used to." Bruce paused and looked at me.
"Last night was special and Kim is an amazing woman and you're a lucky guy, but I'll be honest and say that I was at a hotel a few years ago and something similar happened. A couple were there and they decided I was the right person for a threesome, though really it was a case of the guy watching while I serviced his wife."
"No wonder you weren't as surprised as I expected. You've been there before."
"Exactly," said Bruce with just a hint of a smile.
After that it was really just a case of heading back to our room, sorting our gear out and heading off to the airport. We did see Bruce at check-in, but the flight was full and we were seated well away from him.
The flight home was uneventful and after a brief, but tedious wait at passport control we were heading out of the airport. Our car was in a multi-storey car park and we had just popped our bags away when Bruce came past.
We had already said goodbye once, but that was in a crowded terminal. This time Bruce was able to say how wonderful last night had been. He shook my hand firmly and then turned to Kim.
"Perhaps I ought to just give you a friendly peck on the cheek, but am I allowed one last proper kiss?" Kim glanced at me, but without waiting she nodded her approval.
Bruce took her in his arms and they kissed - a deep, passionate kiss. I got a surprise when Bruce's hand slid up and started to squeeze her breasts. Kim's hand moved as though she was going to stop him, but then she must have thought better of it. Encouraged by that Bruce slid his hand down the front of her jeans. That made Kim break from the kiss with a wriggle of protest.
"No, Bruce." He smiled and whispered into her ear, but in the quiet of the car park I clearly heard him ask Kim to part her legs. He started to nuzzle at her neck while his hand slid back down the front of her jeans. Kim's eyes were locked on mine, then in an unmistakeable invitation she parted her legs.
Through her jeans I could see Bruce's hand working between her legs, Kim closed her eyes and looked away as some embarrassingly liquid sounds confirmed that he was finger fucking a very wet pussy.
He started fumbling with her zip, then everything happened very quickly. Her jeans were down, the car door was opened, Kim was laid across the back seat and her panties were tossed to one side.
Bruce plunged between her thighs and they fucked like animals. Bucking and heaving in a brief, but violent collision which ended with a final brutal thrust as Bruce fired another load of sperm into my wife's sweet married pussy.
They tidied up in a breathless and hurried manner and we said a final quick goodbye. I had to concentrate while I negotiated a maze of signs and tight turns to get us out of the car park, but then we were onto a dual carriageway and speeding away from the airport. I glanced at Kim.
"Are you OK?"
"Yes...yes, I'm fine," she stuttered. "I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me. Do you think I'm a slut?"
"No," I said. "Of course not. I encouraged you, so if there is any blame, then it's as much my fault as yours."
"No-one saw us did they?" Kim asked anxiously. I told her no, suppressing any concerns I had about it being captured on CCTV.
It took us just over an hour to get home and Kim immediately headed upstairs. She said she needed to get changed because her knickers were soaking. The knowledge that Bruce's sperm was the cause of that wetness caused a distinct stiffening to my prick.
Not much more was said that evening, but inevitably in bed we snuggled up to each other and chatted.
"How did it feel having another man's prick inside you?"
"It felt different, very different. I didn't think it would, but it did."
"Did you enjoy it?" Rather shyly she admitted it had been very nice. "Better than with me?" I asked.
"No, you shouldn't think that; it was just...different." I couldn't help myself and pressed on with the burning question.
"Would you want to see him again?" I asked, well aware that, unbeknown to Kim, Bruce had given me his phone number.
"No - and if you're really asking whether I've fallen for him then the answer is definitely not. It was fun, but I'm not bothered if I never see him again."
"Would you ever want to do anything like that again?" I asked.
"It's too soon to say," she said. But then she paused and looked at me with a twinkle in her eye. "But I think I could be tempted."
My prick stiffened further and I moved above her.
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The title makes it clear but I will also use this disclaimer to emphasise that this story involves wife sharing/cuckoldry, so don't read it if that bothers or offends you.
It started several weeks ago when I'd picked up my wife's phone, idly wondering what gossip would be revealed in the texts from her girlfriends.
There was a text from Mike Bryant, no surprise there as he was part of her friendship group at the gym, but what did surprise me was that he was inviting himself round for coffee. My wife Karen had declined, saying she had commitments.
My immediate thought was that he was hitting on her. I had little doubt that if she had said yes, then he would have taken that as a green light. Karen is in her early forties and her healthy lifestyle means that she has kept her looks and is often taken to be ten years younger than she is. Indeed I happened to know that a twenty year old guy at the gym had asked the manager who the attractive young woman on the cross-trainer was and he had taken some convincing that the "young" woman was in her forties.
I saw that first text on a Friday when I'd come back home after a couple of days away (I travel regularly with my job). It took me a little while to realise that Mike's text was from the Thursday morning. Karen always goes to the gym on a Wednesday so my guess was that she had mentioned I was working away and Mike had seen that as an opportunity to try his luck.
I was unsure whether to mention that text to Karen. In the end I decided to leave it and see whether she said anything. That doesn't mean I forgot about it. Just the opposite, I thought about it quite a lot. I should explain that the thought of my wife having sex with another man has always aroused me.
A few years ago I asked her whether she ever regretted the fact that I was the only person she had had sex with. She said no and that led to more discussion where I cautiously admitted that the thought of her having sex with another man was a turn-on for me. Karen is rather strait-laced and she was shocked by that, but not actually upset. She said it was never going to happen, but despite that it did become a subject of occasional pillow talk for us. It always got me hard and she was invariably wet, so I did hope that if the right circumstances (on holiday, a few drinks with an attractive "mentor" couple) came along something might just happen.
Part of me was worried by the approach from Mike, but another part of me was excited. I remember lying awake one night thinking about it. My ideal scenario has always been Karen with a stranger, so the danger of any emotional involvement is greatly reduced. Clearly that wasn't the case here and I was aware of and apprehensive about the potential for disaster.
I tried to imagine how I would feel if Karen came to me and said she was interested in taking up my offer of her getting some experience and then explained that Mike has been hitting on her. If it came to the crunch would I agree or try and stop it?
I had deep and serious reservations, but at the same time I have to admit that thinking about the possibility got me hard. I imagined a conversation between Karen and I, which in turn led to me having a conversation with Mike where the ground rules were established. A date would be agreed, he would come round to our house and we would take Karen up to the bedroom and take it in turns to fuck her. Mike would ride her bareback and cum in her pussy and then I would add my sperm to the load inside her. I came very quickly and easily thinking about that.
I said nothing but continued to check Karen's phone whenever I could. I got a surprise one Saturday when I saw a gap of over twenty four hours with no texts. That made me wonder whether some had been deleted, so I became more diligent in checking her phone.
Then on the Monday her phone went while she was out of the room. I hurriedly checked it, saw there was a text from Mike and opened it.
I'm sorry about last week but part of me isn't sorry. Hope you understand. xxx
I stared at the words with an odd feeling in the pit of my stomach. Clearly something had happened, but the text didn't tell me what. I went through into the room I use as a home office and pretended to do some work, but really just thought about the possibilities.
Had he tried it on with Karen and she had rebuffed him and he was now apologising? Or had they been intimate and he was apologising for the way they were deceiving their respective spouses?
I knew I would have to ask Karen about it, but decided to leave it until we were in bed. Karen is much more comfortable talking about intimate stuff when the lights are off, so I felt we were more likely to have an open and honest discussion then.
I put that shyness down to her conservative upbringing; there is a sexy side to her nature, though she tends to keep it hidden. We have occasional photo sessions which invariably get her deliciously wet and from time to time she will go pantyless and flash her charms at me while we are out and about. Although she is normally polite and well-spoken, in bed, in the heat of passion, she has started to use some very explicit language, which both of us find a turn-on.
Not that tonight looked like being an occasion for explicit language. It could be the start of the break-up of our marriage. I didn't think that was likely, but had to admit it was a possibility.
"Can I ask you something about your phone?"
"You mean that text from Mike?" Karen replied. I should have realised that she would know the text from Mike had been opened and read before she saw it.
"I know you've read it and I'm sorry I should have mentioned it earlier, but I didn't know what to say and how you would feel about it. Something did happen, but something else didn't. Let me explain."
She said that Mike had invited himself round again and she had said OK, figuring that it was just for a coffee and that her worries about other motives were over the top.
We were laid on our backs almost touching and Karen turned on her side facing away from me. That's her favourite position for pillow talk. I'm not sure why but our most intimate conversations are invariably with Karen laid on her side and me snugly in place behind her in the spoons position. I think the fact that she isn't facing me gives her a feeling of anonymity which allows her to speak more freely than she might otherwise do.
Whatever the reason it certainly worked tonight. Karen explained that they had been stood in the kitchen preparing two cups of coffee and Mike came up behind her.
"He didn't say anything, he just moved in close behind me, slid his hands up and cupped my breasts. I was so surprised I just froze. He began to knead them, at the same time kissing the back of my neck. I started to wriggle and told him to stop, but he just continued. And I could feel his erection pressing against me. He wasn't being crude and rubbing it against me, but there was no mistaking the fact that he was hard.
Then his right hand went down inside my skirt and straight into my knickers. It was so quick and so bold that at first I didn't react. Then I grabbed hold of his arm, pulled it away and told him to leave. He apologised profusely, but I insisted he left and he went rather sheepishly."
Karen paused and I could tell there was more she wanted to say, so I asked what happened next.
"I was upset, so I went upstairs I laid on the bed and I must admit I cried a bit." She paused again before continuing. "Then I slid my hand inside my knickers just like Mike had done and I played with myself until I came."
In some ways her reaction seemed odd, but I could understand that she had been both upset and aroused. It must have been upsetting that he had made a move on her, but arousing because it had been over twenty years since another man had touched her. I said as much, but in the darkness I could sense she was shaking her head in reply.
"No, I wasn't upset because he tried it on. I was upset because his advances excited me. As soon as he touched my breasts my nipples became hard and he must have realised that. And when he got his hand in my knickers I didn't close my legs and he fingered my pussy and it was wet. I was very aroused - and he must have known that I was."
To be honest at this stage I was also very aroused. In a mirror image of how Mike's erection had been pressed against her, my own rock hard cock was now stiff against my wife's back. She reached back and stroked my thigh encouragingly, so I reached between her legs and found a wet and willing vagina.
"So it turned you on," I said guiding my penis so that it nuzzled against her pussy.
"Yes," she said, pushing back encouragingly against me.
"How much?" I asked, thrusting into her, the act of penetration drawing a delicious startled gasp from her.
"How much?" I repeated. "Enough to make you realise you want another cock?"
"Not Mike!" she exclaimed.
"No, not Mike, but maybe someone else."
"Yes, yes, maybe," she babbled, beginning to shudder and shake.
"No, don't say maybe. Say it properly." A massive orgasm racked through her body and I shot my load as she uttered the decisive words.
"Yes, yes I'll do it, I'll spread my legs for another man and let him fuck my married pussy."
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
"That didn't work did it?" Karen exclaimed, turning towards me with an ironic smile as we entered our hotel room.
"No, a complete anti-climax if you'll pardon the pun. We should have realised that on a weekend the hotel would be mainly couples and that you sitting on your own in the hotel bar was a waste of time. Next time we'll try midweek when there will be a lot more single men about."
"Oh, you think there's going to be a next time, do you?" Karen said, arching her eyebrows at me.
"I hope so," I replied. "What do you think?"
"There might be," she teased, my cock stiffening at her response.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Karen continues the story
"What can I get you madam?" the barman enquired.
"What white wines do you have?" I stared fixedly at the barman, deliberately avoiding the gaze of the man hovering next to me, then groaned inwardly when he still barged his way into the conversation.
"Get the lady a Bordeaux," he ordered, smiling in a self-satisfied way. I started to protest, but he spoke over me.
"Don't worry, you'll love this," he paused for effect. "Full-bodied and fruity," he said, and for a dreadful moment I thought he was going to add "Just like you". He didn't, but the way he looked me up and down made it perfectly clear what he was thinking.
I looked at him more closely. He was probably in his early fifties, so about ten years older than me. And did he think there was something attractive in hair growing in all the wrong places? A profusion of grey hairs had escaped from his nasal passages, a few more sprang from the end of his nose and a jungle of them ran round the edge of his ears.
He pushed the glass of wine towards me and urged me to try it. I raised the glass to my lips.
"Full-bodied and fruity," he repeated, smiling lasciviously. I put it down, paused for effect and then pushed it away.
"I'd say it's cloying, syrupy and past its best." I turned away from my follically challenged admirer and breathed a sigh of relief when I heard him walk away. Having been married for twenty years I'm not used to dealing with advances, and spurning this man in such a bold (almost cruel) way wasn't like me, but tonight was different - I'd had a couple of drinks and was a bit wound up.
The barman whisked the unwanted glass away and my eyes met those of another man. He raised an eyebrow and gave a quiet smile.
"I hope you don't mind me saying, but I quite enjoyed that." I shrugged.
"The wine wasn't actually that bad, but I'm sorry I just wanted rid of him."
"You shouldn't apologise, he was a bit arrogant," He smiled again. "I'd offer to buy you a drink, but that might be asking for trouble."
I studied him carefully - mid-thirties, decent build and looks, smart, but casual clothes - he ticked most of the boxes.
"No, a drink from you would be fine," I replied looking him confidently in the eye. In truth confidence was the last thing I felt. My heart was racing because a faint stirring in his blue-grey eyes confirmed that the sub-text to our conversation had been understood.
The barman was lingering nearby and I had an uncomfortable feeling that he was trying to eavesdrop and satisfy his curiosity as to where this conversation was heading. I wasn't having that, so I suggested that we move to a table.
I knew that could be interpreted as me being rather forward, so as soon as we sat down I apologised and said I thought the barman was eavesdropping and added that anyway I'm not much of a one for perching on bar stools.
"I hadn't exactly noticed, but, now you say it, he was loitering near us wasn't he."
He introduced himself as Steve and I said my name was Carole, only just managing to suppress a smile at having borrowed my best friend's name. He asked if I was staying at the hotel and I said no, I was supposed to be meeting a friend, but her car had broken down so I was left on my own. I'm not very good at lying, so I switched the conversation and asked why he was here.
"There's a medical conference which I'm attending. It's sponsored by a drug company, so the accommodation is rather better than normal for this sort of thing."
We chatted a bit more, all fairly light stuff, but we both had wedding rings, so there were cautious references to our spouses. Basically we acknowledged that we were married, but the fact that it only got the briefest of mentions was rather telling.
Steve was pleasant company. He slipped in several compliments without going over the top. We both knew the unspoken agenda, but he kept the conversation light and never became too forward. I don't like it when men get pushy with you, but fortunately Steve wasn't like that.
Nevertheless the conversation did start to flag slightly and being the man Steve probably felt the need to be in charge and keep the momentum going. It was approaching ten o'clock when he looked round the bar and said it was getting a bit noisy and did I want to go somewhere quieter. I asked where he had in mind.
"My room would be nice"
I can't pretend it was an unexpected suggestion, but somehow I couldn't manage a reply. My heart was pounding and I was worried Steve would be able to hear it. I felt tongue-tied and couldn't meet Steve's gaze, all I could manage was a brief nod.
He stood and we left the bar. It was reasonably busy now, though hardly crowded. There were a few women, but it was mostly men, doubtless many of them doctors here for the same conference.
As we crossed the floor I caught the knowing appraisal of three men sat at a table. Perhaps I was reading too much into it, (men look women up and down all the time), but there seemed to be a touch of envy in their assessment. I felt they had read the situation correctly and envied Steve as the lucky conference goer who had dropped on his feet and was going to score. Nice work if you could get it - a sponsored freebie during the day and a willing woman to share your nice, crisp hotel bed in the evening.
The hotel lobby was quiet, but nevertheless we had to share the elevator with an older couple. The ride to the fifth floor seemed to take forever and it was probably my imagination, but I felt my status as an adulterous wife must be obvious to everyone.
Fortunately the corridor leading to Steve's room was deserted, and in fact the plush carpeting meant we completed the walk in an eerie silence. As Steve slid his keycard through the lock I was aware that my heart was beating much faster than normal.
At first he put the main room light on, but killed that after he had switched a couple of table lamps on. I was annoyed to find that I was trembling as he turned towards me, then without any preliminaries he took me in his arms and kissed me.
At first I stood rather stiffly, then I tried to respond. That must have encouraged him because one hand slid to my breasts and started to squeeze and knead them.
His next step was to slide his hand downwards, and rub my pubic mound through my dress. I know it will sound odd, but I was startled by the reality which hit me when his hand slid up the front of my dress and he cupped my pussy through my knickers.
I took a step backwards, forcing Steve to remove his hand. Obviously surprised he asked if I was alright and then I started to cry.
He sat me down on the edge of the bed and again asked if I was alright. I stuttered yes in reply, then nodded when he asked if I wanted some water. A couple of sips helped calm me down and Steve was very kind, stressing that I should take my time.
"I'm sorry, I must have scared you, it's just that I've never done anything like this before. Can I tell you something?" I asked, feeling an odd urge to confide in him.
"Of course you can," Steve said gently. "The reality is that we'll probably never meet again and anyway my job means that I'm used to confidential information staying just that - confidential."
Looking back I realise Steve said exactly what I wanted to hear and I started to unburden myself.
"My husband is the only person I've ever had sex with, so tonight is a big step for me. I thought I was ready for it, but now I'm not sure."
"That's okay, you don't have to do anything."
"But my husband wants me to," I blurted out. "Tonight was his idea, but it seems a bit weird to me."
So I explained to Steve that I'd been a virgin when I met Paul, but after we had been married for several years he had shocked me by cautiously admitting to being turned on by the thought of me having sex with another man. I said nothing was going to happen, but we started to use it in our pillow talk and then in a bit of role playing and I had to admit that it always got me wet and resulted in very good sex.
Finally about three months ago we went for a weekend away and I agreed to go to the hotel bar on my own and see if anyone hit on me. The result was an anticlimax - it was a weekend, the bar was full of couples and I sat on my own for a while and then went back to our room.
So we realised that midweek was a better bet for our purposes. Then Paul spotted that this medical conference was on and suggested that it would be ideal because there would be a number of well-educated men with a better than average interest in their personal health.
"So you've got a room here and your husband is waiting there for you?" Steve asked. I nodded in reply. "I'm guessing the plan wasn't to have a threesome, but for you to go back to him after you have had sex?"
"Yes, ideally he said he would like to watch, but that was too weird for me. Do you think it's weird?"
"Yes and no," Steve said. "I can understand what you're saying, but you're being very honest with me, so I have to be honest and admit that I have fantasized about a threesome where my wife is sandwiched between myself and another man."
I looked questioningly at Steve.
"So you understand where my husband is coming from?"
"Yes, I do," he admitted. "But what you've said so far has all been about what your husband wants. You haven't said what you want; are you just doing this to please him?"
"I don't know. Part of me is curious, but another part of me says you're nearly forty and happily married. If I was ever going to do this the right time was ten years ago when I still had my looks." Steve interrupted me.
"You still have your looks. There's no question of that - I guessed you were about thirty years old. And that's the truth, not flattery." I didn't say anything to that. I go the gym regularly, so I've kept my figure and my girlfriends all say that I look younger than I am.



"Paul tells me we should seize the day and we don't want to be looking back and wondering about what might have been?"
"But it's your choice," said Steve. "And you haven't really said what you want."
"Part of me wants to and part doesn't." I smiled. "I must admit I've got a bit of a thing for Hugh Grant and Pierce Brosnan and if either of them propositioned me, then I wouldn't be able to stop myself."
"Well I can't kid myself that I'm in their league," Steve said.
"Maybe not, but you tick most of the boxes." Steve raised an eyebrow at that, so I continued. "You're the right age, attractive, no middle-aged spread and if I was going to do it then it would be with someone like you." I paused aware of a moist arousal between my legs. "You're well dressed, highly educated and look like you take good care of your health."
"I don't have any proof, but I don't sleep around, so I'm clean and I have had the snip, so there's no risk there."
"I've actually got some condoms in my handbag, because we agreed that safe sex was necessary, but it did seem rather cold and calculating putting them there. And I don't like the feel of them either, they get in the way."
It was a bit reckless of me to talk to Steve in such an honest and intimate way, but they say confession is good for the soul and this conversation was soothing and reassuring me. What I said next was deliberately sexual and I knew which way I was guiding the conversation.
"Paul doesn't like them either - he's often said that a woman hasn't been fucked properly unless she's got a load of sperm in her pussy."
Using such explicit language with a virtual stranger gave me a thrill and I realised I was lubricating freely.
"I'm safe, I've had the snip, and I'm clean," Steve said quietly. "If you want it I can give you a pussy full of sperm." He paused. "Do you want it?" I didn't reply, but settled my stance, tilting my head to one side, making it clear that I wanted to be kissed.
We kissed greedily, his tongue exploring my mouth in anticipation of the intercourse which was clearly going to follow. I shuffled awkwardly up the bed, Steve felt between my legs and I scrabbled to unzip him. This wasn't leisurely, sensual sex; we couldn't even wait to undress. Steve pulled my panties to one side, I freed his cock, he rolled on top of me and his first thrust nailed me to the bed.
I cried out as after twenty years of marriage my cunt lips parted and I yielded to the rigid arrogance of another man's prick. He rammed his cock into my lustful vagina, but it didn't last long. Not surprisingly the excitement was too much for Steve. All too quickly he gave an agonized groan, I felt his prick jerk and jerk inside me and I must have been very hyped up because that took me over the top and an intense orgasm overwhelmed me.
We clung to each other in intimate silence until Steve's prick began its inevitable retreat. He rolled off me and I pulled my panties back into place. Normally after sex I would wipe myself, but I wanted to keep my lover's sperm inside me.
"I'm sorry I've got to go," I said, sitting up on the bed.
"Stay," said Steve putting his hand on my arm. "That was nice, but it was too quick. I want to fuck you properly and if you give me a minute I will."
"I can't do that," I gasped.
"Why not? Text your husband and tell him you'll be a while." I smiled nervously.
"Funnily enough he's often said that the ultimate text from me would be one saying that I've been fucked."
"Well send him the ultimate text then". I paused uncertainly, but Steve urged me to do it. I went across to the table, took out my phone and tapped out a message.
I've just been fucked. Steve rode me bareback and came in my pussy.
I sat on the edge of the bed and waited nervously for his reply. The beep of an incoming text made me jump.
You luscious slut. Please hurry and bring your sperm filled pussy back.
I tapped out a reply.
Sorry, Steve wants to fuck me again and I'm going to let him. Luv u xxx
I passed my phone to Steve, he read the messages, gave a satisfied smile and asked me to stand up. He unzipped me, then eased my dress off my shoulders. I'm not sure why, but I felt a bit shy, so I held my arms rather nervously in front of me, which prevented my dress slipping to the floor.
Steve used one hand to turn my head so that he was able to kiss me, then used his other hand to lower my arms so my dress slid to the floor. As we continued to kiss his left hand squeezed my breast through my bra. It was a flimsy, lacy affair and he began to tease and excite the erect nipple which was almost poking a hole in the material.
His other hand then unfastened my bra and I shrugged it off. He turned me to face him and almost immediately his head went down and he began to lick and suck my nipples.
This probably sounds odd, but the novelty of having someone other than my husband playing with my breasts took me back to my teenage years. I was a virgin and very inexperienced when I met Paul. There had been a couple of boys (you couldn't really call them men) who I had allowed to get a hand inside my knickers, but really it was just teenage fumbling.
Perhaps young girls are more accommodating nowadays, but back then the rule was "top half only". So I would let them play with my tits, but would push their hands away if they tried to slide them up my skirt (which they nearly always did!).
I must admit I'm secretly quite proud of my breasts. I'm a 36D, so definitely not flat chested and Paul has always said I've got world class tits - full and firm with prominent dark areola.
I was rather conscious of the fact that I was stood there in just a lacy pair of black panties and some lace-topped hold-ups while Steve was still fully dressed, so I began to unbutton his shirt. In no time I had him stripped down to just his undies, then I rubbed the masculine bulge in his shorts.
There was no question he was erect and I have to be honest and say I'd have been insulted if he wasn't. My initial reaction was that he felt about the same size as my husband, which was fine by me. I've never really bought into the big cock theory and although women may joke about enjoying a big one, I think the truth is that men worry about size more than women do.
Having said that I did want to see Steve's cock. This probably sounds hopelessly naive, but Paul's is the only cock I've ever seen and I was curious to see another one. I was expecting it to be pretty much the same, but I did want to check it out.
So I peeled his undies down and stroked his cock with one hand while squeezing and fondling his balls with the other. My plans to have a good look at his cock were interrupted when Steve guided me back towards the bed and laid me down. He peeled my panties off, tossed them to the side and knelt between my legs.
I was too close to the edge of the bed to give us much room to manoeveure, so I shuffled higher up. I could hardly miss the fact that Steve's cock was sticking out very rigidly. I do like the sight of an erect penis, it's a clear sign that the man finds you attractive. Or put it another way it's an obvious physical compliment to you. The next compliment was a verbal one and I blushed when Steve told me that I had a lovely bush.
"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't mean to embarrass you, it's just...well, you do have a lovely bush."
"That's OK," I said shyly, very aware that I am rather furry down there. Steve moved above me. Anxious to have him inside me I reached down and guided his prick so that it rested against my most intimate spot. I was very wet and Steve leaned into me very gently. I gasped as the tip of his penis penetrated me. He held it there for a moment, with just an inch or two inside me, then he slid smoothly into my depths.
"Oh God, that feels so nice," he gasped.
"What feels nice?" I whispered into his ear, deliberately encouraging him to talk dirty.
"Your pussy is fucking gorgeous and that's exactly what I'm going to do - I'm going to give it a good fucking."
And that's just what Steve did - he took me in a variety of positions, making me cum twice more. I loved it when I was sat on his cock while we were face to face on the bed. Penetration in that position is so deep and I could feel every inch of him as we moved slowly against each other.
We did also fuck with my feet over Steve's shoulders and that was another position where I felt as though he was touching my very core.
Best of all though was at the end. I got a bit of a surprise when Steve piled a couple of pillows in the middle of the bed.
"I'll have to come soon and I want to do it when I'm pressed against that lovely fleshy bottom of yours."
I've never laid across pillows before. Don't get me wrong I like being taken from behind, in fact it's my favourite position, but I've always been down on all fours, rather than draped over a couple of pillows.
Anyway I was happy to oblige and I laid across the pillows with my backside raised at the perfect angle. When Steve moved behind me I spread my legs, but I got a surprise when he asked me to keep them together. He pressed himself against my pussy and I was so wet he slid into me very easily, despite the fact that my legs were closed.
He built up a rhythm, thrusting deeper and deeper into me as I pushed back against him.
"You are so sexy," he panted. "I can't last any longer, I'm going to cum in your pussy."
"Do it," I gasped. "Fuck me properly, cum in my cunt and fill me full of sperm."
I felt a thrill at using the C word with Steve. I do use it occasionally with my husband in the heat of passion, but I was surprised to find myself using it here.
I felt Steve's prick stiffen and swell inside me, then he gave a final brutal thrust, flattening me against the bed and I shuddered and moaned as his prick fired burst after burst of sperm into me.
We lay in silence for a while, both of us slowly coming back down to earth. However the position we were in meant that Steve's prick soon slid out of me. I didn't want his sperm leaking all over the bed, so I asked him to move, retrieved my panties and slipped them back on.
Steve pulled me back towards him and we kissed as I sat on his knee at the edge of the bed. He fondled my breasts in a tender, affectionate manner.
"I've got to go," I said quietly. Steve simply nodded and watched while I dressed, which didn't take long. I gave Steve a final, brief kiss and left the room. Walking along the hotel corridor I was aware of a very wet feeling between my legs as Steve's sperm leaked out and soaked my knickers.
I was also aware of a tight knot of excitement in my stomach - I was returning to my husband as an experienced woman with another man's sperm in my pussy.
* * * * * * * * * *
The TV was showing footage of a typhoon somewhere in Asia, roofs were being ripped off, but I wasn't really watching. It was nearly an hour since that text from Karen and I had no idea when she would return, but it could be anytime now. Perhaps she would text me again, but for all I knew at this very moment she could be laid back gasping as her lover pumped his sperm into her pussy.
My prick throbbed and my balls ached for release as I went through possible scenarios for the umpteenth time. I still could hardly believe that it had happened. After years of chatting and role playing we had taken the plunge, Karen had allowed another man to pick her up and had gone back to his hotel room.
Despite our agreement that safe sex was necessary, she had let him ride her bareback and release his sperm inside her. Part of me was worried about that, but I knew that Karen was a cautious, conservative person and wouldn't have allowed it without good reason.
To be honest I did actually prefer it - as far as I'm concerned a women hasn't been fucked properly unless she has a load of sperm in her pussy. I wanted her to return to me having been seeded by another man and then I would get to reclaim her and add my sperm to the load in her sweet married pussy.
Any further thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a card in the lock and the door opening. Karen entered the room and I levered myself up off the bed. She looked calm, but there was a flush of colour to her cheeks and something about her eyes, a sparkle is the best I can come up with, but there was something surprisingly bold and confident about her.
She came straight across to where I was sat on the edge of the bed. I didn't know what, if anything, to say, but she bent and kissed me with a warmth and passion which told me everything was alright.
She parted her legs and guided my hand between her thighs. A brief, but fierce tremor ran through me as I felt her panties. They were wet - not damp with excitement, but wet with the sperm which had leaked from her lustful pussy.
"I've done it," Karen said softly. "He was very nice and he said he was clean, so I let him cum inside me. In fact he came in me twice. Would you like to reclaim me?" I nodded and she told me to lie back on the bed.
Once I'd done that she removed my trousers and pants, then pulled her dress up round her waist and straddled me. That excited me even further because she would normally undress, but tonight she was in a rush to have sex and that fuelled the fire. She rubbed her sperm soaked crutch against my stiff prick and I groaned.
"Do you want to fuck me?" she whispered. I gabbled a reply and she reached down, pulled her knickers to one side and guided my prick so that it rested against her cunt lips. I thrust upwards but she teased me, allowing the bulbous head of my prick inside her, but keeping the shaft outside.
"Tell me what it feels like," she urged and I told her she felt gorgeous, but I needed to be inside her fully. She smiled and bore down on me. Her love tunnel was incredibly warm and wet and I sank easily into her depths.
"You are so wet; I can hardly believe that you've done it." I reached up unzipped her dress and pulled it off over her head. Then I flipped her over and onto her back. "What was it like?"
"It was nice, very nice. The first time was too quick, but he persuaded me to stay and I'm glad he did because the second time was better."
"I know this is going to sound stupid, but was he better than me?"
"No, not better, but it was exciting and just so outside my comfort zone. But he was good, he came twice and he made me cum three times."
"Three times!" I said with a mixture of jealousy and excitement. I was always clear that I wanted this to be a good experience for Karen and thankfully it was obvious it had been.
"Was he bigger than me?" I blurted out, unable to contain the question any longer. Karen laughed.
"No, not bigger, about the same. But it did feel different. I'm not sure I can explain it. All I can say is that he felt different and I knew it wasn't you fucking me."
"What was it like when he came?"
"The second time was best. He'd fucked me in various positions, finally he got me to lie across a couple of pillows so my bum was stuck up in the air, then he took me from behind and when he came he really pinned me against the bed and I felt his prick jerking inside me and that lovely warm, wet feeling as he filled me with sperm."
Those details were too much for me. I groaned, lost all control and added my sperm to the load already in my wife's wonderful pussy. She wrapped her legs round me and squeezed a few more drops of sperm out of me.
* * * * * * * * * *
That was four years ago. Since then I have indulged myself very occasionally. It's noticeable that they've all involved men slightly younger than me. The one exception was a couple of years ago when I got into a conversation with a young guy at the table next to us at breakfast. His name was Robert and he was twenty three. Paul picked up on the vibes between us and when I popped out he had a conversation with Rob and on my return he suggested that Rob join us for a meal in the evening. I was happy with that and we ended up at a very nice Italian restaurant.
Part way through the meal Paul suggested that Rob might want to sit next to me. They switched places and it wasn't too long before Rob casually rested a hand on my thigh. It soon began to move higher and I parted my legs, encouraging him to explore, until he reached his ultimate goal and carefully eased my panties to one side. I can't describe how sexy it felt to be sat in the restaurant, chatting calmly with the waiter, but with my emotions in turmoil as Rob teased my clit with his fingers.
That was the only time Paul has been able to watch me being fucked. In fact Rob was probably the worst lover I've had. I'd forgotten how impatient young men can be and I'm afraid he gave didn't give much thought to my pleasure.
Paul and I did once read an article by a wife who had a boyfriend who seeded her regularly, We had some pillow talk about that and, although we both felt it was a wonderfully naughty idea, we also felt that it wasn't for us. I'm happy to take the occasional lover and be discretely promiscuous. I enjoy having a mysterious, dark side to my nature which none of our friends know about.
Actually one of my friends does know. A couple of months ago I was chatting to my close friend Carole who had just come back from holiday. She was widowed five years ago and had gone away on her own when she got the free use of an apartment at short notice. She told me that there were three young men in the neighbouring apartment and she ended up "entertaining" them.
"You mean you slept with them?" I asked incredulously.
"Yes," Carole said, nodding in reply. "A different one each night. I can hardly believe it myself, but I did."
Knowing what Carole and I have got up to I sometimes find myself looking at the other couples we know and wondering what secrets they have. A few years ago I wouldn't have thought it was likely that they had any, but now I take a different view.
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The start of this story is set in the 1970s, i.e. before email etc
* * * * * * * * *
"You've got to help me Diane. You're my sister, if you won't help me no one else will."
There was a wild, desperate edge to Mark's voice and I bit my lip in concern. He was five years younger than me and I'd always kept an eye out for him. At first it had just been childish scrapes, but as a teenager he'd developed a careless and selfish streak which drove our parents mad.
There had been a steady trickle of incidents where he'd come to me for help. Usually it was for money, but this was more serious. I work at a firm of insurance brokers and had got a quote for the motorbike Mark wanted.
The purchase and all the other details were supposed to be sorted out next week, but Mark had rung me late on Friday afternoon. He'd bought the bike, taken it out for a first spin and crashed it. The police were involved and he'd lied and said he had insurance. He had to produce a cover note within the next seven days and he wanted me to back date one for him.
Of course that was illegal, but I had access to the cover note books and I could do it. Our motor insurance section was small, only two of us and I was the junior, but my senior was on holiday, so that particular problem was already taken care of.
I thought it through and the risks seemed fairly low. One of the cover note books hadn't been touched since yesterday, so I could date a cover note from this morning and it would be in sequence. I could tie the cover note in with the quote we had obtained for Mark earlier in the week and it would all look perfectly normal.
It was late in the day and some of the staff were already finishing; the weekend beckoned so everyone was keen to be off. The other girl who worked in our room was tidying her things away, so I waited until she had gone then went for the cover note book.
The building was fairly quiet so I hurriedly completed the cover note. The final item was signing and dating it and I put the cover down as starting at 9 am. I hadn't even had time to remove the top copy from the book when the director (and owner) stepped into the room.
He'd started this insurance broking firm sixteen years ago and he'd built it up into a small, but successful business. In many ways I admired him - a lot of the success was down to his hard work and forceful personality. If you were prepared to work hard and do your job, then he was a good boss, but he had no patience with time wasters.
His entry startled and confused me and he couldn't fail to notice this. He asked a couple of questions about how the work was going in the absence of the senior motor clerk. I could answer that easily enough, but then he asked about the cover note book open on my desk. I lied and said it was a late order. He moved a couple of paces closer and spun the book round so he could read it. He took his time reading the page, then fixed his gaze on me.
"This is for your brother isn't it?" I nodded dumbly. "Why is it dated from 9 o'clock this morning? He's had an accident hasn't he?"
Years of dealing with dodgy clients and dubious claims had perfected his ability to home in on the key details and unfortunately I was getting a perfect example of that. With just a couple of questions he'd got to the core of the matter and my defence was undone.
He picked up the cover note book and sheet containing the quote details, told me to wait there and left the room. I was left cursing my bad luck, my stupidity and my brother. Why had he skidded and demolished that garden wall? If only he hadn't got that cut which prompted a witness to ring for the police and an ambulance. He said it wasn't much of a cut and no one else was hurt, so if the police hadn't been called it would all have been containable.
Now I had to think about my options and they didn't look good. I would probably get sacked for this. I knew my boss liked me, in fact I suspect I was one of his favourite staff members, but that wouldn't make any difference.
To be honest a couple of the older women slightly resented me. I was young (twenty three), pretty with long blonde hair and a nice slim figure and as far as they were concerned it was clear why I got on with the boss. There was a lot of truth in that and even though I liked to think that I was good at my job, I was old enough to know that men stop using their brains when they're faced with a pretty girl.
I was trying to assess my options and my looks were about the only bargaining tool I had. That reminded me of a line in a book I'd read where one of the main female characters said a woman's main weapon was what she had between her legs and she had to learn to use it.
A wild and irresponsible idea blossomed in my head and within a few seconds became fixed certainty. I began to type and had got most of it down when the phone rang.
"Can you come through please."
I went through into the director's office and sat in the leather chair facing him. He asked me for an explanation and I described my brother's accident and how it could have been dealt with quite easily if the police hadn't become involved. I was sat at an angle and my shortish skirt was exposing a fair bit of leg. My boss couldn't help himself and kept sneaking glances despite the very formal situation.
He wasn't distracted too easily because he told me that he was very disappointed that such a promising member of staff should act in this way and he expected my letter of resignation to be on his desk on Monday morning. He said he was working late, that I should tell him when I left the building and with that the interview was over.
I went back into my office and finished typing the letter I'd started. I sealed it in an envelope, picked up my things and went along the corridor to the director's office. I knocked, entered when he called and, slightly to his surprise, placed the envelope on his desk.
A minute later I was out of the building and my boss was shifting uncomfortably in his seat as he read my letter.
"As you know I live two minutes walk from here at Flat 317, Archer's Court. At 7 o'clock precisely you will ring the doorbell three times in quick succession. I will buzz you through and you should take the elevator to the third floor. My door will be unlocked, so you can enter, but lock it after you.
The door to the dining room will be open. A single red bulb will light the room. I will be face down across the dining room table. You will put the cover note on the table next to me. You may pull my skirt up so that it is round my waist and then smack my backside. You can pull my knickers down and smack my bare bottom, but you can only use the flat of your hand. You may not use a cane or other implement. If I cry you may ignore that and continue to spank me until you are satisfied. You may not fuck me.
When you have finished you will let yourself out and neither of us will ever refer to this episode."
I let myself into my flat, quickly tidied round and then nipped into the shower. I was out of the shower by 6.35 and that gave me time to dry my hair and get dressed. I chose a lacy black bra and pants set, black lace-topped stockings, a black suspender belt, a white blouse, a black mini-skirt and black high-heeled shoes.
As soon as I was dressed I placed the two voice recorders I had "borrowed" from the office in opposite corners of the room, but made sure they were discretely hidden. I changed the main bulb for a red one, drew the blinds and waited.
Of course the big question was whether my boss would take the bait. I was fairly confident that he would. A few months ago I had happened to see him slipping a padded envelope into his desk drawer in an oddly furtive manner. Soon afterwards I found myself alone in his office and checked to see what the secret was. The envelope contained a book and magazine. The book cover showed a young woman draped across a man's lap. Her skirt was rucked up round her waist and revealed white panties drawn tight across a shapely bottom.
The magazine contained stories illustrated by photos of young women in various stages of undress and culminating in their being spanked by older men.
My initial reaction was one of disappointment that this man I admired for his business and people skills had such a basic weakness. I had never thought of him as kinky or perverted, he had always seemed completely normal, so I suppose that made the shock even greater.
Somewhat to my surprise I was intrigued by this secret aspect of my boss's life. He was in his early forties and married with two teenage girls still at school. Was his wife aware of this kink? Perhaps she indulged him and allowed him to spank her. I felt I was glimpsing adult behaviour of a type which I hadn't really encountered before.
I should add that I wasn't a virgin. I got engaged when I was eighteen and my fiancé and I had sex many times, but the relationship came to a halt and we split up when I was twenty. Since then there hadn't been much, though I will admit to a couple of flings.
My parents had helped me buy this city centre flat eighteen months ago and I was very cautious about bringing men back to it, so in truth it had been a quiet period for me sexually.
I can honestly say that it was only for my brother's sake and with a lot of reluctance that I was willing to let my boss spank me. As far as I was concerned my boss was an old man; I'm sorry but to a twenty three year old woman, men in their forties simply aren't on the sexual radar.
Having said that my boss was reasonable looking and still fairly trim (no beer belly thank goodness). At five foot eight inches he was only a couple of inches taller than me and with these heels on I would have a height advantage.
What if he didn't appear? I shook my head and dismissed that thought from my mind. There were times when I'd intercepted his lustful glances at me; the opportunity to spank me would surely be too tempting for him to resist.
The clock seemed to move with frustrating slowness; if this was going to happen I wanted it to happen quickly. Finally it turned seven and I'd no sooner told myself that he was late, than three urgent rings of the door bell startled me. I went across and pressed the intercom button so he had access to the foyer.
With my heart hammering away in my chest I draped myself across the table. My left cheek was resting on the cool wood with my head turned towards the window, though of course the blinds were drawn and looked an unfamiliar reddish colour because of the bulb I had fitted.
I didn't have long to wait before I heard the flat door opening. My boss was careful and quiet but I heard the reassuring click as he locked the door behind him.
I suppose there was the faint possibility that he had come to tell me that my scheme wasn't going to work, but realistically how many men would turn down an attractive young woman spread for their pleasure?
He entered the room and stood for a moment. I asked if he'd brought the cover note and he said yes and then placed it on the table next to me. I should really have checked it, but funnily enough I trusted him. I told him he could take his jacket off if he wanted to and then start whenever he was ready, but what happened today would never be referred to by either of us and we would maintain a pleasant work relationship.
He seemed slightly surprised by this rather business-like approach, but said he understood that and agreed to it, not least because it suited him. There were some sounds which were obviously him removing his jacket and hanging it over a chair back. Then he moved in behind me and with a firm, but smooth motion pulled my skirt up round my waist.
I had chosen a pair of lacy black knickers so my toned cheeks were already partly visible. There was a slight sound which I interpreted as him drawing his hand back, I tensed in readiness, then there was the first crack as his hand slapped down on my backside.
To be honest it was so cautious that it qualified as a play slap. That was a relief as the obvious worry was that he would be over-enthusiastic. It also suggested that he wasn't very experienced in the reality of chastising women. Still I had no idea how many smacks he was going to deliver and I had told him to ignore me if I started to cry.
In the event there were six smacks before he paused then grabbed hold of the side of my panties and pulled them down so they were round my knees. The sight of a trim female backside perfectly framed by black stockings and suspenders must have energized him because the next strike had the vigour of a blow, not a playful smack. I yelped slightly and twitched before regaining my composure.
Two more vigorous blows followed, the second one made me stagger slightly, so he must have been able to see everything. More smacks echoed around the room, my backside was on fire and I began to whimper and sob. The smacks were relentless and I wasn't able to hold back the tears.
I don't know if he stopped spanking me because he was satisfied or because I was sobbing uncontrollably. Either way the room fell quiet and I struggled to hold back the tears and regain my composure.
I wasn't sure what his next move was going to be. I thought he might resume spanking me and I really didn't want that, though I would have accepted it. In the event he reached out and gently caressed by bottom. That startled me and I wasn't sure what to say because although I had made it clear he couldn't fuck me, I hadn't said anything about touching.
"How does that feel?" he asked.
"Burning."
His hand drifted lower, his fingertips skimming the inside of my thighs. My insides convulsed as he made the lightest of contact with my pussy. The fiery pain of my bottom faded into the background and I realised that my sex was responding. I don't think I'd ever been so aware of my pussy. I could feel it pouting wetly. It honestly felt like it had a mind of its own and was reaching out to his cock, tempting it and seducing him to plunge his cock into my velvet slit.
Almost without thinking I parted my legs in an unspoken invitation and moaned as his finger slid into my pussy. I felt an odd mixture of embarrassment and lust. Embarrassment because he couldn't fail to notice how wet I was and lust because I was in a situation where everything seemed to be saturated with eroticism. The obvious next step was signalled when he removed his finger and unzipped his trousers.
"No, you can't do that," I groaned.
"Do you want me to stop?"
The words wouldn't come and all I could do was shake my head. Looking back that was a bit ambiguous. Did I mean he couldn't do that or was I saying that I didn't want him to stop? I knew what I wanted - I wanted him inside me.
The hard, rubbery tip of his cock pressed against my pussy and the state of my arousal meant that my cunt lips parted eagerly and he slid into me. I gasped, he groaned and then we were fucking. You've got to remember that I hadn't had sex for a while and abstinence intensifies the sensations. Despite the fact that he was a much older man who I normally wouldn't have let anywhere near my body, I couldn't help but respond to the situation.
To my surprise and somewhat to my shame we hadn't been fucking long before I began to shudder and shake with a very intense orgasm. My boss obviously realised what was happening because he urged me to cum. He got very excited because he started talking dirty to me. My boyfriend had never done that, but although it shocked and surprised me I can't deny that I got a thrill from my boss telling me what a lovely tight pussy I had.
"In fact it's so tight it's going to make me cum. I'm going to fill your pussy with sperm - are you safe?"
"Yes."
"Do you want it?"
"Yes, yes," I babbled.
"What do you want?"
"I want you to do it, cum in my pussy."
That obviously got to my boss because he gripped my hips as though his life depended on it and I felt his prick his stiffen and swell. Then it was jerking inside me and there was that lovely warm, wet feeling when a man fills your pussy with sperm.
My boss collapsed on top of me and I lay there with him covering me. I was wondering how I was going to bring this to a conclusion, but then felt his prick starting its inevitable retreat. I didn't want the embarrassment of sperm dripping out of me and onto the floor, so I asked him if I could get dressed. He moved away and began to adjust his clothing. I pulled my panties back into place and tugged my skirt hem; that was all it took and I was properly dressed again.
There was an awkward atmosphere; I suppose it's not surprising that neither of us knew what to say. For a couple of years we'd had a formal employer/employee relationship, but suddenly here I was with his sperm in my pussy. I moved towards the door, my boss took the hint and a few seconds later I was closing the door behind him.
I wandered through into the bedroom and changed my clothes. My knickers were stained and wet so they went straight in the wash and I used a tissue to wipe the excess sperm leaking out of me. It was clear that my boss had pumped a full load into me.
After that I got a bite to eat and settled down to watch the TV. Or rather I tried to watch; I must admit I was worried that this wasn't going to be the end of it, but I tried to put that thought from my mind.
Inevitably those thoughts returned when I went to bed. I also found myself thinking about the moment when my boss mounted me and his cock slid between my cunt lips. My hand strayed downwards and I replayed what had happened as though it was some sort of personal blue movie. I experienced another shuddering and very satisfactory orgasm and must has drifted off to sleep soon afterwards.
I was a bit apprehensive when I went into work the next day, but it was just another working day. There was no comment or even hint about last night from my boss and it was as though it had never happened.
My brother got his cover note, but I made it absolutely clear that if there were any similar problems in the future then he was on his own. Of course I didn't tell him what I'd had to do to retrieve the cover note.
In the event I moved to another firm about eight months later. It was a more senior position with a higher salary, but I did wonder if subconsciously I did it to get away from my boss.
That was fifteen years ago and I'm married now with two young children. I've never mentioned that incident to my husband and in some ways I'd almost forgotten about it. Then one night recently I'd forgotten to do something and my husband Mike gave my backside a playful slap and said I'd been a bad girl.
The circumstances were very different but it all came flooding back. I went upstairs and checked that our daughters were asleep, then slipped into our bedroom and changed. Coming downstairs in high heels, a silk blouse, a short skirt and my sexiest underwear I felt very nervous and excited.
I opened the lounge door and flicked the main light off. Mike stared at me in astonishment.
"You're right I have been a bad girl and bad girls have to be punished. Would you like to smack my bottom?"
Mike continued to stare at me and eventually I had to repeat the question. He just nodded dumbly and I draped myself across his lap. The first couple of slaps were pretty lame, so I told him that he should pull my skirt up. I hoped the sight of my lacy Brazilian knickers would inflame him. They certainly exposed quite a bit of my backside, but fortunately I've kept in good shape and still have a nice trim behind.
"Bloody hell Julie," he whispered. "Your arse looks perfect."
"Then give it a good spanking!"
His hand clattered down with extra vigour. A few more blows and without any prompting from me he pulled my knickers down and began to chastise my bare bottom. I gave an occasional yelp, hoping that I wouldn't wake our daughters, but finally cracked and asked him to stop.



I slid off his lap onto the floor and took up the most provocative pose I could imagine. I went down on my elbows and knees and looked back at him with what I can only describe as a "come on" look.
Mike took the hint and scrambled to get his prick out. He covered me and his prick slid into my lustful pussy. He was very hyped up and it was inevitable that it was just a series of brutal thrusts, then he groaned, his prick jerked and jerked inside me and he fired his seed deep into my pussy.
We lay together on the floor, sperm was trickling out of my pussy onto the carpet, but I didn't care. Mike sat up and ran his hand up the back of my leg.
"Gently," I warned him, as his hand neared my backside. He ran his fingertips very carefully across my backside.
"What made you do that?" he asked. "We've never done anything like that before." I hesitated for a second, tempted to tell him the truth, but I didn't have the nerve.
"I don't know, I just thought of it when you gave my bottom a slap and I guessed it might turn you on."
"Well it worked," he said.
It certainly did and not surprisingly the occasional spanking became a part of our sex life. In fact last week I turned the tables on him. We were fucking in the missionary position when I gave Mike's backside a firm slap. The sexual charge was obvious, so I slapped him again. He thrust convulsively into me and fired his sperm into my pussy. There was no need to ask whether being spanked had turned him on - his prick had given the definitive answer.
I'm sure I'll spank him again, but I've also been thinking about introducing some role-playing. Perhaps we could pretend he was my boss and he had to chastise me for some misdemeanour at work.
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Looking back I'm sure it was the moment when I saw her partially backlit that filled me with desire. The sun created a shining halo to her hair and perfectly framed the innocent smile on her beautiful face. So far so very respectable, but the backlighting made her dress semi-transparent, emphasising the firm swell of her breasts and the wonderful shape of her legs.
How many times had I spread those legs and thrust into her, drawing inarticulate moans and gasps before firing my load into her core. We'd been married for twenty years so there must have been thousands of times.
Suddenly now we were free and I felt restless and unsatisfied. All our energies recently had gone into our family, but within a period of twelve months both our children had headed off to university and become independent.
Both of us saw this holiday as an opportunity to reconnect, to become a couple again. My apologies if this comes across as a bit selfish, but, for what felt like a long time, Karen had been a mother, now I wanted her back as a wife.
Fortunately I think she felt the same way. She might have been nearly forty, but good genes and an interest in sports meant she had kept her looks and figure. I won't claim she was exceptional, and I know I'm biased, but she could have passed for thirty and when the mum's got together at High School events, it was clear she was in the top 10% and I intercepted quite a few admiring looks from the men present.
On one memorable occasion I overheard two men discussing the attractive brunette in the black and white skirt. When I told Karen about it later, she was alarmed that they had described her as a MILF, but reluctantly admitted that the fact that they found her attractive was flattering.
I had tried to encourage Karen into being more sexually adventurous. I got a surprise when she told me one of her friends had asked her whether we would be interested in an evening where we swapped partners. Karen didn't even consult me, she just turned it down politely, but firmly and told me later.
"I know you think I'm a prude," she said. "But it's just how I am, so swapping isn't going to happen."
Shy and strait-laced she may have been, but I was delighted to find that she was a bit of a closet exhibitionist. I've always been interested in photography and I'd been surprised how easy it had been to get Karen to pose for me. I took some very explicit full-frontal shots and our photo sessions always ended with Karen getting very wet and asking me to fuck her.
I'd made it clear that I wanted this holiday to include a few photo sessions; Karen made what felt like a token protest and had then gone along with the idea. So I'd made sure that as well as a selection of sensible undies, she had also packed some of the skimpier, lacier items she owned.
These had been unpacked as soon as we arrived at our hotel, but it was quite late and there really wasn't much time for anything else. The following morning we had a leisurely breakfast then took a walk round the grounds of the hotel. These included two small lakes with footpaths which curved round the far side and close to a river, though that was actually fenced off from the hotel grounds.
In the afternoon we claimed a couple of loungers next to the pool and settled down with our books. Later we both got in the pool and did a few lengths, but Karen is much more of a swimmer than I am and I got out and went to the bar while she stayed in to do some more lengths.
I got chatting to another British couple at the bar so I was a bit slower returning to the pool than I expected. I was surprised to see Karen still in the water, but stood at the side chatting to a guy. She smiled and introduced me to Greg, then excused herself saying her skin would start to look like a prune and climbed out of the pool. We settled back on the loungers with our drinks and Greg began to do a few more lengths of the pool.
He was a confident swimmer, moving easily through the water with firm positive strokes. After several lengths he levered himself out of the pool and began to dry himself off. I guessed he was in his early thirties and clearly in much better than average shape.
I didn't say anything to Karen, but the body language as they were chatting in the pool had been very relaxed, which surprised me because Karen is normally rather shy and reserved when meeting people for the first time. I was tempted to say something to Karen, but decided that might annoy her so I left it.
The following evening we'd been out to a restaurant for a meal and when we got back to the hotel Karen suggested a walk round one of the lakes. It was still very warm, the moon was out and the subdued lighting by the side of the path added to the romantic ambiance. I knew that half way round the lake there was a stone shelter done in a mock classical style and my plan was to pause there and see if Karen was receptive to a kiss and a caress. Actually I hoped we might have sex al fresco. I don't think Karen would normally be willing to risk it, but she'd had more wine than usual at the restaurant and I was hoping that would lower her inhibitions.
We were very close to the stone shelter when, to my annoyance, I saw someone approaching from the opposite direction. That was, at least temporarily, going to put a brake on my plans for the downfall of Karen's knickers, then I got a bit of a surprise when I realised it was Greg.
Karen smiled and said hello and we ended up chatting with him for a while. It was clear from their conversation that Greg had been here for several days and he recommended a couple of restaurants and places to visit. While we were chatting another couple came past and I decided that sex would have to wait until we got back to the room.
I was again struck by how relaxed Karen seemed when she was talking to him. A bit later when we were wandering back towards our room I commented that Greg seemed a pleasant guy. Karen agreed and I said it was odd that he was here on his own.
"He was supposed to be coming with a friend, but he broke his ankle, which is a bit ironic because both Greg and his friend are doctors. Anyway Greg decided he needed a break so he came on his own."
"You seem to know a fair bit about him," I remarked.
"Well you were a long time getting those drinks yesterday, so we had time to talk."
"He might be gay," I teased, though to be honest I hadn't picked up any hints that he was.
"I don't think so," said Karen. "Not given the way he kept looking at my breasts when we were talking at the pool. He wasn't being blatant or crude about it, but he couldn't help sneaking glances at them."
I could understand that because Karen has fabulous 36D breasts and the white bikini she had been wearing yesterday becomes slightly see-through when its wet and Greg would almost certainly have seen a hint of her prominent dark areola.
We reached our room without too much more being said, but as soon as we were in bed Karen cuddled up to me.
"You were going to try and seduce me out there weren't you, but then Greg came along and spoilt your plans."
I was surprised my intentions had been so obvious and said as much to Karen. She laughed.
"I can't put my finger on why I knew, but I did. Anyway we haven't had sex for a while, so you must be desperate for it. Would you like to fuck me now?"
She reached down and squeezed my balls.
"Or would you like to save it for tomorrow night and take another walk round the lake?"
My reply was out even before I'd chance to think about it.
"Perhaps you'd like to take a walk alone and see if you bumped into Greg."
There was a silence and I wondered if I had gone too far.
"Is that what you want?" Karen asked, her tone deadly serious. "You want me to save myself for Greg?"
I could feel my heart pounding and I was dry mouthed as I took the plunge.
"It would be exciting," I said rather lamely.
"What would be exciting?" Karen asked in a soft, calm voice.
"If you saved your body for Greg," I gasped.
"Does that excite you?" Karen asked. "Would you really want that?"
In reply I took her hand and in the inky blackness I placed it on my rock hard cock. Copious amounts of pre-cum were leaking from the end and she swirled it round with a fingertip.
"You are very excited aren't you? Well you want me to save myself, but it's clear you need some relief, so I guess you had better make yourself cum."
I paused, unsure exactly what to do, but Karen made it clear.
"Put the lamp on, I want to see you make yourself cum."
This was very different from our normal vanilla sex. I was eager to comply and switched the bedside lamp on, then lay back down and began to stroke my cock.
"Think of me spreading my legs for Greg and his massive erection sliding between my cunt lips. Picture him giving your wife's married pussy a good fucking and cumming inside her."
That was too much for me. I gave a climactic groan and the first rope of cum shot across my chest.
"That's it," Karen purred. "Cum for me."
Another rope of sperm splattered on my chest, then another.
* * * * * * * * *
Karen continues the story.
At breakfast the next morning I felt a bit embarrassed by how I'd got carried away on the previous evening. However there was still a lingering feeling of excitement, so I decided that a bit of teasing was called for.
"Did you enjoy last night?" I asked. Tony nodded a bit sheepishly.
"I did," he said. "I must admit you really surprised me. I've asked you about sharing before and you've always said no, but last night you seemed interested." He paused then fixed me with a look. "Are you interested?"
That was a serious question, and to give myself time to think I replied with a question.
"Would you really want to try it? I just don't get it, why would you want your wife to have sex with another man?"
"I'm not sure I can explain it, but I did Google it once and it seems to appeal to quite a few men. One article said 20% of men, another put it as high as 50%. There was another article which linked it to a past where mating was more communal and the sight of your woman having sex with another man would make you want to mate with her; the intention being to replace his sperm with yours."
Fortunately there was no one nearby and no risk of being overheard, but even so I was blushing. Such a frank exchange over breakfast was having an effect on me and I kept having to cross and uncross my legs. We'd talked about this before and I'd said it was a fantasy that was never going to become reality. But we were on holiday, away from any prying eyes, and there was a handsome man who was interested in me. Tony looked straight at me.
"Yes I really would like to try it, but I'd only want to do it if you're willing. I don't want to twist your arm to do it, and anyway if I tried to do that, it would just annoy you. But what do you think? Are you willing to try it?"
I ran a finger round the rim of my coffee cup, then looked up with a shy smile.
"Possibly."
* * * * * * * * *
"I can't believe I'm doing this. I must be mad."
"Not mad, just a bit naughty, but in a very good way," Tony replied with a grin.
I was sat on the balcony to our room with a glass of white wine on the table. We'd just come back from a pleasant meal at a nearby restaurant and were sat looking out across the lake. My stomach was full of butterflies because we'd agreed that if we saw Greg taking his usual evening stroll round the lake I would head out and do a circuit in the opposite direction. The intention was that I would meet him halfway, near the stone shelter and we would see if anything developed.
Was I willing to let anything develop? I'd had a bit more to drink than usual and I wasn't sure whether that was to give me some Dutch courage or an excuse, or a bit of both. I still wasn't sure whether I would go through with this. I was a virgin when I met Tony and he was the only man I'd had sex with. If I went with Greg that would change and there would be no turning the clock back. I'd said all this to Tony and he'd made it clear he was happy for me to have a liaison, but at the end of the day the decision was mine. Any further thoughts were interrupted when Tony made a suggestion.
"Why don't you take your bra off? It would fit the mood of the evening if you did."
I was wearing a sundress with thin shoulder straps, sandals with a bit of a heel, a lacy white bra and matching panties.
"I can't do that, it would be too obvious."
"Why not? They may not be quite as firm as when I met you, but you still have wonderful breasts."
Tony stood up, came round behind me, got me to sit slightly forward in the chair, then unfastened my bra and removed it. It might seem odd, but that single action really did seem to ramp up the sexual tension. I sat there, outwardly calm, but constantly scanning for any sign of Greg and very aware of the moist arousal between my legs.
In the event it took another fifteen minutes (which seemed to last forever), and then we both spotted Greg at the same time. He came along the main path, paused to speak briefly to a couple, then headed for the path round the lake. I looked at Tony and he smiled and told me to go.
To my surprise and annoyance I was trembling slightly as I got up, and walking down the stairs I felt very nervous. I calmed down a bit as I took the path around the lake and for the hundredth time thought about what I was going to do. My plan was to get to the stone house before Greg, linger there until he arrived and then see what happened. Perhaps nothing would, but Tony had encouraged me to "go with the flow."
I reached the stone house before Greg, rested my palms on the top of the wooden fence and looked back towards the hotel. There was an almost full moon and the hotel lights shone brightly across the lake. I could see people moving on some of the balconies, but I wasn't sure which was our balcony and anyway Tony was sat down so it would be very difficult to pick him out.
I didn't have long to wait before Greg appeared. He seemed surprised to see me and asked where Tony was. I said he had a headache, so I'd ended up taking a walk on my own.
I'd chatted to Greg a few times since that first occasion at the pool, but there had either been Tony with me or other people around. This time we were alone in the moonlight and I think we were both very aware of that and the result was an awkward and stilted conversation. I tried to fill a silence by commenting on how attractive the moon looked reflected in the lake. When I looked back, Greg's gaze wasn't on the lake, but on my cleavage.
"I'm sorry," he said. "Moonlight makes even the most civilised man primitive."
I didn't know what to say to that, but I didn't need to say anything because Greg leaned in and kissed me. At first it was quite tentative, then his tongue flickered against my lips. I responded by parting my lips in an obvious gesture of encouragement and our kissing became more passionate.
His right hand was resting on my hip, but it soon slid upwards and he began to squeeze and knead my breasts. I was a bit embarrassed because my erect nipples were an unmistakeable sign of just how aroused I was. His caresses were very firm, almost rough and this emphasised that for the first time in over twenty years I was allowing another man to touch me.
His hand slid down and he began to squeeze my arse. I did nothing to stop him and was very aware of what his next target would be. Prior to Tony there had only been two boys (you couldn't call them men) who had touched my pussy and really that had been the usual clumsy teenage fumblings. This was very different - I was a married woman with two grown up children and, with my husband's full approval, I was about to let another man have access to my most intimate place.
Or I would have done if we hadn't been startled by the sound of voices. We hurriedly disentangled ourselves and I smoothed my dress down as a couple came round the corner. They were old enough to be retired and had obviously spoken to Greg before, because they stopped for a chat. I could see the woman eyeing me up and deciding (correctly) that they had interrupted something. I felt like guilt and embarrassment were written all over my face and kept my left hand and wedding ring down by my side.
Before they had even moved on another couple came from the opposite direction and I realised that our romantic moonlight meeting was over. As soon as both couples had gone I told Greg that I was heading back to the hotel. He said nothing and we walked most of the way back in silence. We had entered the last stretch of the lakeside path and an avenue of trees and bushes sheltered us from the hotel.
"I'm sorry we were interrupted," Greg said. I noticed he was choosing his words carefully and there was no suggestion of an apology for how he had kissed and caressed me; nor should there have been because I had encouraged him. "I've got to ask you this - will you come back to my room with me?"
I hesitated and the fact that I didn't say no, must have encouraged Greg because he took me in his arms and kissed me. It quickly became rather passionate and I ended up backed up against one of the trees. Greg was tight against me and I was very aware of the heat and power of his body. He smothered my neck with kisses and asked me again to go back to his room, but this time added that my husband need never know. I don't know why, but for some reason I blurted out that my husband didn't mind. That stopped Greg and he asked what I meant.
"My husband has given me a hall pass. He knows I'm out here with you and he doesn't mind, in fact it turns him on."
"Then come back with me," Greg said with undeniable logic. This might sound odd, but I didn't want people to see me heading back to his room with Greg and I said as much.
"That's fine," he said. "It's room 315, I'll go on ahead and you follow me shortly."
I didn't say anything to that, but simply nodded. Greg kissed me again, then turned and headed back to the hotel. I stood alone for a short time. I was apprehensive, but also excited about the plan of action I had just committed myself to. I knew that I needed to tell Tony what I was going to do, so I headed back to our room.
I joined Tony on the balcony and was embarrassed to find that he had been able to see Greg and I kissing (he'd used the pair of compact binoculars we always take on holiday with us).
"I've said I'll go to his room. Are you sure you can handle that? I don't want to come back and find you acting all hurt and betrayed."
"No, that's fine," Tony said. "I'll be waiting here for you. But when you come back I'll want to have sex with you."
I nodded my agreement to that; he had always been very clear that if I had sex with another man he would want to reclaim me afterwards. He asked if I had a condom on me and I picked up my small bag, checked there was one inside and then slipped the bag over my shoulder. I gave Tony a brief, but passionate kiss, then left the room.
It wasn't a very long walk to room 315. but it gave me time to ponder what I was about to do. Yes I felt very nervous, but I didn't seriously contemplate backing out. If I'm honest my main concern was that no one saw me going into his room. Fortunately the corridor was deserted when I knocked on his door and he quickly let me into the room. He looked relieved to see me and said he'd been worried that I had changed my mind.
"No it's all fine, it's just that I've been back to our room and told Tony what's happening."
Greg nodded at that, then put his arms round my waist and kissed me.
"So, there's no embarrassment," he said. "There's a condom on the bedside cabinet and I'll use that, but I'm careful with my health, I was tested a few months back and there's been no one since, so I know I'm clean."



I don't like condoms and I knew from pillow talk with Tony that his ultimate fantasy for me to return to with another man's cum in my pussy and then he would get to add his load as well. I nodded, mumbled OK and we kissed again.
I was expecting more kissing and caressing, but when we broke from that first kiss, Greg surprised me by easing both my shoulder straps down and then tugging at the top half of my dress so that my breasts were exposed. His head went down and I gasped as he began to lick and suck at my breasts. One tug and my dress was a pool of material round my feet and I was stood there in just a pair of lacy panties and my sandals.
I quickly unbuttoned Greg's top, threw that to one side, then tugged at his belt. Once that was undone, I pulled his zip down and reached inside. This was a big moment for me. If you discounted the sad loser who had flashed at me when I was a teenager, then Tony's was really the only cock I'd ever seen or felt. I could feel the outline of Greg's cock through his briefs; not surprisingly he was erect (I'd have felt insulted if he hadn't been).
I rubbed him a couple of times, then tugged the waistband of his briefs down, which had the desired effect of making his cock spring into view. I do like the heat and strength of an erect prick, there's something very primitive about one, and of course I knew Greg's would soon be inside me and in due course would be filling my pussy with sperm.
His right hand was between my thighs, rubbing me through my panties and then I gasped as he pulled them to one side and slipped first one and then two fingers into me. Greg was obviously impatient to be inside me because he guided me towards the bed, pulled my knickers off, then hurriedly removed the rest of his clothing.
Looking back we rather rushed things, but I guess that was inevitable given the passion and excitement we felt. I spread my legs, Greg moved above me, then I felt his cock probing for my pussy. I reached down, adjusted his aim, my cunt lips parted and I was deliciously wet, so he slid easily into my depths.
At first he fucked me with a gentle, rhythmic motion, but I dug my nails into his backside and scratched lightly which encouraged him to thrust harder. I must have been very excited because even though we hadn't been fucking for long I could feel the first waves of an approaching orgasm.
I locked my legs over his back and urged him to fuck me harder and then I was shuddering and gasping as the most intense orgasm I had experienced for a long time racked through my body.
My stifled cries and passionate movements clearly got to Greg because suddenly his body locked tight, he groaned, then I felt his prick jerk and jerk as he fired his sperm into my pussy.
Our bodies were almost fused into one and we lay together for what felt like a long time, but probably wasn't really. I knew I ought to head back to Tony, so I asked Greg if he would move and rather reluctantly he eased himself to one side.
He was obviously disappointed that I was leaving so quickly, but all I'd been wearing was a dress, panties and sandals, so it only took a few seconds for me to get dressed. I gave him one last kiss and then I was out of the door and headed back to our room.
Once, when Tony was working away on business, we had sexted each other and he'd said that the thought of me returning to him with wet panties because another man's sperm was leaking out of me was a very sexy one. Somewhat to my surprise I did find it a very erotic thought, but had never imagined that scenario would become reality, yet now here I was in that very situation.
I hadn't wiped myself, so by the time I reached our room quite a bit of Greg's sperm had leaked out of me and my panties were wet through. It felt a bit uncomfortable, but it was also exciting confirmation that I was now an experienced woman.
I entered our room as quietly as I could. A single bedside lamp was on and Tony was sat up in bed. I kicked my sandals off, pulled my dress off over my head and slid into bed next to Tony. I told him to turn the lamp off, which he quickly did. I then took his hand and guided it between my legs.
"Feel how wet I am."
Tony kissed me passionately, all the while still stroking me through my wet panties. We had role played this scenario several times, so in effect I was thoroughly rehearsed in what my husband wanted me to say. I broke from the kiss and whispered in his ear.
"He fucked me and he didn't use a condom. He said he was clean and I trusted him, so I let him ride me bareback and cum in my pussy."
My hand slid down to his groin and his rock hard erection confirmed how excited he was.
"Does that turn you on. Do you like the fact that another man fucked me?" Without waiting for an answer I continued. "Would you like to add your sperm to the load that's in your wife's sweet married pussy?"
He tugged frantically at my knickers and I helped him to pull them off. Now it was his turn to move above me and position his cock against my cunt lips. He paused as if savouring the moment, then slowly, gently he penetrated. I was extremely wet so he slid easily into me. I was intrigued to know how it felt; did it feel any different to him?
"Is that nice?" I asked.
"Nice, it's fucking gorgeous. Your pussy is so hot and wet I don't think I'm going to last very long. Did you enjoy it?" he gasped.
"Yes I did, it was very nice."
"Better than me?" he asked. Here was the challenge, the risk to his ego. Fortunately I was able to give a truthful answer.
"No, he wasn't better than you, but it did feel different. I can't really describe it, but I knew it wasn't you fucking me."
"Did he have a bigger cock than me?" Tony suddenly blurted out. I almost laughed at that - why do men worry so much about size?
"No, he was about the same size as you, but he had a nice prick and he knew how to use it." I paused and then gave Tony the dirty talk which I know he likes, and which if I'm honest I also enjoy. "Do you think I'm a slut?"
"Yes I do, but you're my slut and I'm going to reclaim you."
"Go on then," I urged him. "Do it, fuck me like the slut I am and cum in my pussy."
The pace of his thrusts increased, then there was one last brutal thrust and I locked my heels behind his back as he added his sperm to the store already in my lustful pussy.
* * * * * * * * *
Breakfast the next morning was a particularly slow and lazy affair. We kept exchanging little looks and smiles in unspoken recognition of the events of last night. I had thought I might feel guilty, but fortunately I didn't. There was a small part of me that regretted the fact that I could no longer say that the only man I had ever slept with was my husband. But another part of me enjoyed the fact that I was an experienced woman, that I now knew what it felt like to have another man's prick in my pussy and to have another man's sperm inside me.
When we had almost finished Tony suggested that tomorrow afternoon we might want to take another walk in the Menacha valley, but this time we could take a picnic with us. That was fine by me. One of the staff had recommended it to us and it turned out to be just as quiet and peaceful as he said it would be. Then Tony added another suggestion.
"Tomorrow is Greg's last full day. Why don't we ask him if he would like to join us?"
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We'd taken a walk along the Menacha valley a few days previously and for footwear I reckoned trainers would suffice because it wasn't much more than a gentle stroll. The weather would almost certainly be the same - hot when we set off, but cooling down a little as the afternoon wore on.
Last time I'd opted for shorts and a T-shirt, but then it was just a walk with my husband Tony, so my clothing simply had to be functional. This time I was going with my husband and my lover and we would be stopping for a picnic at some stage. I decided a simple knee-length white skirt and a pink T-shirt would be fine. The skirt was flared which would help keep me cool and would also allow easy access if that was required. For walking I would normally have worn a sensible bra and pants set, but this time I decided my freshly washed lacy white set were more appropriate.
It was just after 2pm when we set off and the air-con in the hire car was a necessity. We followed the single track side road until the tarmac finished, then parked by the side of a dirt track and headed up the valley. Fortunately I didn't have to carry anything, but the men had brought small backpacks to carry the food and drink.
It was a slight, but definite incline and after some forty minutes of easy paced walking we were well away from the car. Just like last time there was no one about; we'd been told this was poor land for farming and had been abandoned and was reverting to nature. That did make for a quiet, relaxing walk in peaceful surroundings.
Tony suggested we leave the track and head off up the hill to our right and find a suitable spot for a picnic. The slope was a bit steeper now and the ground became rockier and the scrub began to close in on us. It was clear we weren't going to climb much higher, but then we spotted a small neglected terrace with a few olive trees.
We headed across to that and Greg suggested that we spread our travel rug under the largest of the trees. The shade was very welcome and I sat down while the men got the food and drink out. As well as the essential water, we also had a bottle of white wine, plus some cheese, crackers and a bit of fruit.
The wine was poured, Greg proposed a toast to new friends and we chinked our glasses together, though they were actually plastic ones and didn't make much noise. We chatted a bit about the hotel and whether we liked it enough to return. I do have a bit of a soft spot for Mediterranean islands and my answer was yes.
Looking out across the slope, with the blue of the Mediterranean stretching away in the distance, I felt surprisingly relaxed. Until two nights ago my husband Tony was the only man I had slept with, but then with his knowledge and full agreement, I had gone to Greg's room and let him fuck me.
I had assumed that was the end of it, but then Tony had suggested this picnic and said that, if I was willing, a spot of sex al fresco was possible. He pointed out that Greg was leaving early the next morning, whilst we still had three more days of our holiday left. We were unlikely to see him again, so why not seize the day and do something different. I could only recall two previous occasions when Tony and I had had sex outdoors, which does rather indicate how conservative I am.
I'd had reservations about the picnic, but Tony was keen and I have to be honest and say that the sex with Greg had been very enjoyable. One stipulation I'd made was that if I had sex with Greg, then Tony would have to make himself absent. He was disappointed by that, because he wanted to stay and watch, but I thought it would be too inhibiting having him there while Greg was fucking me. I did say to Tony that I didn't expect him to disappear miles away and if he chose to watch from a discrete distance, well that was up to him.
For his part he was very clear that if I had sex with Greg then he would want to reclaim me afterwards (as he had done the previous night) and I said that was fine, but in that case Greg would have to absent himself.
This was then all agreed with Greg when Tony sought out him out and invited him to join us for a picnic. I didn't get involved in that conversation; it would have been far too embarrassing for me and anyway Tony was happy to do it on his own. At my insistence he had stressed to Greg that if, on the day I didn't want to have sex, that was my choice and the men would have to accept it.
Well the day had arrived, but somewhat to my surprise I felt quite relaxed and was comfortable with the idea of having sex with both of them. I suppose the big psychological hurdle had been that first night in Greg's room, once that was out of the way, having another liaison was much easier. I did wonder who was going to make the first move, but almost as soon as the food had been put to one side, Tony announced he was going to take a walk and would be back in a while.
As soon as Tony disappeared from sight Greg turned and kissed me, then he reached across and started to fondle my breasts. That didn't last long before he started tugging at my T-shirt and I raised my arms over my head to help him remove it. Next a lacy white bra was carelessly thrown to one side, then I returned the favour by removing Greg's shirt.
He got me to lie back on the rug and I revelled in the sensations as he licked and sucked my breasts. He paid a lot of attention to my nipples, teasing them mercilessly, so that despite the heat they were sticking out prominently. He rested one hand on my knee and I parted my legs which was an obvious invitation for him to explore. His fingertips glided gently up my thigh and then across my pubic mound with the lightest of motions. I was waiting for him to slip his hand inside my knickers when he surprised me by asking me to stand up and remove my skirt. As soon as that was out of the way he knelt at my feet and gently peeled my panties down; I raised one foot and then the other so he could remove them completely. He then nuzzled at my bush seeming to love the feel and smell of it. I found that a bit embarrassing because I am very furry down there, but he obviously liked it, so who was I to complain.
I also scanned round hurriedly because I was stood naked while a man who wasn't my husband showered my pubic area with kisses. There was no sign of anyone - I couldn't even see Tony, though I assumed he was somewhere nearby watching us. Anyway I wanted to be on level terms with Greg, so I pulled him to his feet and tugged impatiently at his shorts and briefs. They were soon thrown to the side and now it was my turn to kneel down. Of course that brought me to eye level with his cock and I told hold of it and began a very slow pumping action. He was rock hard and slowly and deliberately I lowered my head and took his cock into my mouth. It's not something I do a lot with Tony, but it is something I enjoy. I'm fascinated by the contrast between the veined shaft and the smoother, much more rubbery head. I could lie and say that Greg had an enormous cock, but the truth is that it was much the same size as Tony's. Monster cocks are fine in porn movies, but I did once read a survey of experienced women and the clear consensus was that an average sized cock is best; less is disappointing, more is uncomfortable.
Greg groaned and asked me to stop because I was going to make him cum. So we lay together and I squeezed his balls, conscious of the millions of sperm which he would soon be releasing inside me.
"Why don't you go on top?" Greg suggested and that was fine by me, so I straddled him and guided his erect penis until it was resting against my pussy lips. Slowly, gently I sank down until he was embedded deep inside me. Penetration is nice and deep in that position, but then I eased myself forward so that my breasts dangled enticingly in front of Greg. I leaned a bit closer and he latched on to one of them. He then switched to the other breast, ensuring they both got full attention before flipping me onto my back.
"God, you've got fabulous tits," he exclaimed. "Tony said you had world-class breasts and he isn't wrong."
"What else did he say about me?" I asked, curious to know what had been said when I wasn't there.
"To be honest we mostly spoke about practicalities. He said no rough stuff or anal and that if you said no at any stage then that absolutely had to be respected. He did say that a bit of dirty talk was fine, even desirable, but not to get too carried away."
"Oh, so if you were allowed to say something dirty to me what would it be?" I teased.
"I'd tell you how fuckable you are, how gorgeous it is to be inside you. I'd tell you what a wonderful body you have - full, firm tits and a deliciously hairy pussy that needs filling with sperm."
That did make me blush a bit, but it also turned me on. It's only relatively recently that I've discovered the surprising pleasure in a bit of dirty talk and there was a definite thrill in having such a frank conversation with Greg.
"Is that what you are going to do?" I asked. "Are you going to fill my pussy with your sperm?"
"Yes. I'm so glad we're not using condoms. I want to seed you, so that you return to your husband with my sperm inside you."
"Tony's always said that a woman hasn't been fucked properly unless she's got a load of sperm in her pussy. Do you feel the same?"
"Yes I do. I want to seed you, there's a very primal urge to mark you as mine. Can I mark you?"
I didn't understand what he meant, so Greg demonstrated by sucking in some of the flesh on right breast. He did it very gently so there was only a faint mark, but then asked if he could continue. Feeling very reckless I said yes and he sucked harder, leaving a very obvious bruise on my breast.
"Now you're mine," he said. "And soon I'm going to cum in your pussy."
"I want that, but first fuck me from behind; we've never done that and it's my favourite position."
We moved and I went down on all fours with no qualms about displaying my pussy and arse to Greg. He quickly slipped his prick back into me and began to fuck me again. He was hitting all the right spots and the sensations were wonderful.
"Oh, that is so nice. I like your big, hard prick fucking me from behind."
"And I like fucking you, you are so fuckable."
He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back towards him. I wasn't expecting that and it hurt, but somehow it communicated the urgency of his desire and it emphasised the fact that he was in charge - I belonged to him. I cried out with a mixture of pleasure and pain and he hesitated, but I urged him on.
"Don't stop, don't stop," I babbled. "Keep fucking me."
The pace of his thrusts increased, then without warning he stuck a finger in my bottom; it was as though he had pressed a button and orgasmic waves overwhelmed me. My shudders and moans took Greg over the top, his body locked tight and he gave an agonised groan as his prick jerked and jerked inside me, firing its seed into my lustful cunt.
Greg lay on top of me, but the position meant that his prick soon slipped out of me. That released a rush of sperm which ran down onto the rug. Greg climbed off me and I turned over and propped myself up on my elbows.
"It feels like you released quite a load in me."
"I hope I did. You were so sexy that it felt like you drained everything out of me." Somewhat to my surprise he reached across and stroked the inside of my thigh next to my pussy. "Fucking you has been wonderful and I'm so glad I got to cum in your cunt."
I must have pulled a bit of a face at that, because Greg immediately apologised.
"I'm sorry if my use of the C word offended you, I didn't mean to. It's just that we've been so close and you are so sexy and fuckable." Greg glanced round and said that he had better get dressed because it was Tony's turn.
Sure enough as soon as Greg started to get dressed Tony emerged from cover and walked towards us. Nothing was said between them; Greg finished dressing and walked away before Tony reached us.
I laid back with my legs spread, my knees bent and the soles of my feet flat on the ground. In that position my pussy was fully displayed. Tony got his phone out and took a few photos before hurriedly undressing.
He slid into me very easily and just like last time he commented on how hot and wet I felt. He asked me if Greg made me cum and I said yes, then he asked me if Greg came. I must admit I wasn't up for a long session, I'd been fucked once already, so I wanted this to be quick and decided to hurry things along.
"Yes he came. He fired a full load into my pussy. Does that turn you on? Would you like to add your sperm to the load in my married pussy?"
The pace of his thrusts increased and I urged him to do it. Then I took a finger and stuck it up his arse. I use that little trick quite sparingly, so it never fails to excite Tony and this time it had the desired result. He groaned and swore as he pumped his sperm into my cunt.
We lay for a while, then Tony moved to one side and quickly passed me a couple of tissues to soak up the sperm which was trickling out of me. I got dressed quite quickly and it wasn't long before we headed back to the car. Fortunately it was now all downhill, but it was a bit uncomfortable because of the sperm leaking out of me and soaking my panties. I had wanted to bring a pantyliner, but Tony asked me not to because the thought of me walking round in panties soaked with another man's sperm was quite a turn-on. I'd agreed, mainly to please him, but also because, somewhat to my surprise, the thought was agreeably sexy for me as well.
The drive back to the hotel was uneventful and we picked up our keys and prepared to head back to our rooms. Greg gave me a rather chaste peck on the cheek, but then surprised me by saying that if we would like to get together tonight that would be nice. I wasn't up for that, so I said no I needed a quiet evening; Greg shrugged and we said our goodbyes.
Tony and I ended up eating in the hotel restaurant that night and then shared a beer sat on our balcony, overlooking the lakeside path where this particular chain of events had begun.
We went to bed a little earlier than usual and cuddled up to each other and ended up chatting about the picnic. Tony wanted to know how I felt about everything and I think he was relieved that I was OK and that nothing had upset me. I mentioned the surprisingly intimate conversation I'd had with Greg and of course he wanted to know more. I told him that Greg had said how sexy I was and Tony agreed - he said I'd never looked sexier than when he came across and I was laid back, a love bite (hickey to our American friends) prominent on my breast, my cunt lips gaping from the passage of Greg's cock and his sperm oozing out of me.
Not surprisingly this conversation had an effect on Tony and I couldn't help but notice that his prick was standing to attention. I have to be honest and say that I was finding it arousing, so I couldn't resist reaching down and touching him.
After that it was inevitable what would happen, so despite saying earlier that I wasn't up for another fucking, that's exactly what happened and for the third time that day my pussy received a load of sperm.
We slept in the next morning and had a bit of a lazy day. Of course Greg had gone and we reverted to being a normal married couple. It was clear that Tony was delighted that we had managed to turn his fantasy into reality and for the rest of the holiday he was incredibly attentive to my needs, to the extent that it felt like a second honeymoon.
* * * * * * * * * * * *
The overhead sign signalled that you could unfasten your seatbelt. Several people stirred around me, but our flight home was an early one and I already felt a bit tired. I glanced out of the window at the blue of the Mediterranean, with the coastline receding on our left. I reclined my seat slightly and closed my eyes.
A few more hours and we would be back home, but I was returning as an experienced woman and I was unsure how that would affect our marriage. Tony had intimated that he would be interested in further adventures, but the choice was up to me. I knew that I could have a word with my friend Diane and say that I had changed my mind about swapping and if they were still interested then we would like to meet and take it further.
However I wasn't sure that was wise. The fact that I didn't actually fancy her husband was a major stumbling block and anyway I felt a liaison with a couple who lived near us and we saw regularly was too risky. There was an obvious danger of emotional attachment and the fall-out from that could be disastrous.
If I was honest the option which interested me was the thought of sex with some handsome anonymous stranger. He would have to be good looking, polite and respectful. Tony had said about perhaps going for a break at an upmarket hotel and that it would be interesting if I went and sat alone in the bar one evening and we waited to see if anyone approached me.
I had a mental picture of me sat in a little black dress, the bar lighting is subdued and I'm approached by an attractive man who offers to buy me a drink.
A few weeks ago I would have said that scenario would never happen, but now I wasn't so sure. I thought back to the last few days and a series of events flashed through my mind like stills in a slideshow - the decisive moment when Greg came inside me for the first time, Greg peeling down my panties underneath that olive tree, the love bite on my right breast, walking back to the car with my knickers soaked in cum.
I smiled at the thought of that love bite. It had faded now, but the day afterwards I was going to wear a one-piece swimsuit which hid it, but Tony insisted that I wear my white bikini so anyone could see it.
I couldn't imagine there were going to be anymore love bites, nor could I see us involved in swapping with any of our friends, but if we went away somewhere and the pieces all fell into place that might be different. I know that some people saw me as strait-laced, a bit of a prude, but perhaps away from home there could be a different side to me - a woman who was prepared to be discretely promiscuous.
I thought again about an anonymous man at a hotel bar. We would chat for a while and it's obvious he ticks all the right boxes. He pays me some subtle compliments and on the surface our conversation is very civilised, but the subtext is that we both know he wants to fuck me and of course it's up to me what happens - I have the power. He isn't crude or too forward, but after a while he suggests that we go to his room.
That thought obviously pleased me because Tony asked me why I was smiling. I opened my eyes and glanced across at him.
"I didn't realise I was, but if you're good I'll tell you the reason later."
I closed my eyes again and left Tony to puzzle over what I meant.
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* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
"What do you think?" my wife asked, turning her head sideways and giving me a look that was both shy and teasing.
"I like it. I like it a lot," I replied as Karen turned her attention back to the full-length mirror in our bedroom. She tugged at the hem of the red dress she had just bought. It was a couple of inches shorter than she would normally wear and ended well above her knees.
I should explain that it had been bought for a specific event. For some years my wife had been involved in a group of local mums and they were all now reaching the milestone of their fortieth birthdays.
In fact Karen was the oldest at forty-two, but two members of the group, Annette and Jayne, had their fortieth birthday on consecutive days and a joint celebration was planned. Annette was the most extrovert member of the group and a weekend away for all the women in the group and their partners had been her idea.
In truth Annette was the unofficial leader of the group and I have to be honest and say that she was a bit too bossy for my liking. There was also an attention seeking side to her which I put down to a family history that included a lot of involvement with amateur dramatics.
Nevertheless she was very friendly with my wife Karen, which surprised me because Karen was a quieter and more conservative person. Anyway I saw a fair bit of Annette and we got along fine, though she wasn't my favourite person and I had a strong suspicion that the feeling was reciprocated.
I might not have been over fond of Annette but her ideas for the weekend away definitely met with my approval. Through a family friend she had got the use of a ten bedroom country house in rural Suffolk and Karen rather nervously told me that the women had agreed that the Saturday night celebration would be themed as a tarts and vicars party.
Karen was worried that I would disapprove of her dressing up in a tarty fashion, but I soon reassured her that wasn't the case. We've been married for twenty years and I wouldn't say our sex life was in a rut, but inevitably some of the excitement had evaporated and a sexy weekend away was probably long overdue.
In case you're not familiar with the concept I should explain that at a tarts and vicars party the women all dress in a revealing, tarty (i.e. sluttish) fashion and the men have to dress as sober, staid (i.e. boring) country vicars. Apparently the original suggestion had been to have everyone in period costume in keeping with the country house where we were staying, but that had proved expensive and impractical, so Annette had suggested tarts and vicars instead.
Karen didn't have a dress which counted as tarty so she had gone out shopping and come back with a little red dress. She was modelling it for me now together with the seamed stockings and the black high heels she had bought. It wasn't hugely revealing, but it was definitely shorter and more low-cut than anything else she owned. In fact as she changed position to check different angles in the mirror I noticed that the slit at the back of the dress meant the lace top of her hold-ups (and indeed some of the bare flesh above that) was easily visible.
I felt a pleasurable stiffening in my penis when I saw that. Not because of the flesh on display, but because I knew the men in our group would be treated to the same view. Karen is a very attractive woman and has kept her looks incredibly well; people are often very surprised to find that she is in her forties.
There had been times when I'd seen some of the other men studying her appreciatively. I didn't feel jealous or angry about that, I liked the fact that I had an attractive wife, but there was another side to it as well.
For some time I'd fantasised about watching another man fuck my innocent wife. Eventually I plucked up the courage and told Karen. She was shocked, but to my relief she wasn't upset, though she did say it wasn't going to happen. Nevertheless the idea of including another man in our lovemaking did become a regular item of pillow talk and invariably got both of us pretty aroused.
Of course all this was running through my mind as I watched Karen checking herself in the mirror.
"You're sure it's alright?" she asked me again. "I'm not showing too much am I?"
"No, all it shows is that you've still got a great figure." At that moment she bent over to pick up her hairbrush and I was treated to a great view down the front of her dress. I could see her 36D breasts nestling in the cups of a black bra. God I love her tits. They're world class, full and satisfying with prominent nipples and large, dark areola.
"And when you bend over it shows you've got great tits," I added with a laugh. She came across and aimed a friendly blow at me, I dodged and tried to grab her, but she skipped away.
"Oh no, you're not messing my new clothes up," she laughed. Not now I thought, but if I had anything to do with it they were going to get thoroughly messed up at some stage.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
"What do you think?" I asked Steve and Martyn. "I reckon we have a very good chance."
"I'd say it's pretty certain," said Steve with a confident grin. "They're experienced married women, they know what it's for. Think about how they've set this up - the clothes, the game. There's going to be a lot of sex tonight, what we can't predict is who and when."
Martyn didn't look convinced, but I had to agree with Steve. We hadn't pushed or prompted the women in any way; it had all been their idea. I'd got the first surprise when Annette had come up with the idea of a tarts and vicars party. The major surprise came however when Karen had shown me the red and black garter she had bought.
Apparently it was another idea of Annette's. There was going to be a game of hide and seek, but with a difference. All the women were going to wear garters and the men had to catch them and "claim" their garters.
It was the Saturday night and we were sat in the lounge of Shirewood House, the country house which we had hired for the weekend. It had ten bedrooms and the young lad that I once was would have described it as a mansion, though I suspect the genuinely wealthy would have regarded it as nothing more than a pretentious farmhouse. However it was over two hundred years old and did have a definite character about it.
The women were upstairs getting changed. Annette had stage managed it all. The men had to get changed for dinner first and then the women got free run of the upstairs.
So far the weekend had gone really well. There were five couples and some of them couldn't get there until late on Friday so that had been a chill-out evening with nothing in particular planned.
In truth we hadn't done much during the day on Saturday. There had been some extra shopping to do (mainly for alcohol) and we had all taken the opportunity to explore the house and its extensive gardens. It was midsummer and fortunately the weather had been fine so most of the afternoon was spent relaxing and chatting on the patio.
I'd got a shower and changed for the evening. My outfit had been pretty easy - some boring grey trousers, a dog collar I'd bought from a fancy dress firm and a dark pullover. As a group the men had looked pretty drab and there had been some good-natured mockery from our wives.
Now we were waiting for them and judging by the laughter and shouts coming from upstairs they were having a good time. It sounded like the bedroom doors were open and remarks were being shouted backwards and forwards. I was pleasantly surprised to hear Karen joining in with the banter even though it was difficult to tell what was being said. She'd been drinking wine in the afternoon and that had probably helped her lose some of her inhibitions.
There were five women and I was used to seeing them in everyday situations and clothing, but tonight the aim was to appear sexy. I was intrigued to see what they would look like and from the comments being made it was obvious the other husbands were just as keen as I was.
It seemed to take an age, but eventually we heard them coming downstairs. As I expected Annette led them into the room and it was equally predictable that she had chosen a low-cut dress which emphasised her ample bust. In all fairness all the women were wearing low-cut tops. Lindsay was perhaps the most conservative of them all and also the least attractive, but even she looked bedworthy in a shiny purple blouse which had two or three more buttons undone than was necessary and exposed the deep cleft between her generous breasts.
Jayne's slim build was perfectly suited to the red mini-skirt she had chosen and it was very obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath her white blouse. Karen was one of the last to enter and she had put on more make-up than usual without going over the top. I dislike make-up that's caked on, but she'd avoided that mistake and the eye-shadow and lipstick she had chosen suited her long dark hair and at times almost Latin looks (not that there is anything remotely Latin in her families background).
Karen came across to me and the first thing she said was that she would have to be very careful because she'd discovered that from the rear you could easily see the tops of her stockings. I assured her that you could see some flesh as well.
"Why didn't you warn me?"
"Because I thought it might put you off wearing the dress and anyway it's only the odd glimpse. There's a nice teasing quality about it which is very sexy."
She tried not to show it, but I think she was actually quite pleased with my reply. It's one of the odd things about Karen, essentially she's a shy, conservative person, but after several years of marriage I found that there was an exhibitionist side to her, though she normally keeps it well hidden.
She's not vain or overly fashion conscious, but she does like dressing up and to look attractive. Every now and again she has let me photograph her in various stages of undress and although she said it was only for my benefit, it invariably got her very wet and led to excellent sex.
I sincerely hoped that good sex was on the agenda for tonight, but the intriguing possibility was that it might not be with Karen. The women had arranged this game and despite instructions to the contrary the men had all agreed that whilst removing those garters we might just let our hands stray to more intimate parts of the female anatomy.
Steve is the most extrovert in our group and while the women were upstairs he had asked if any of us had a problem with someone else having "a bit of fun" with their wife. No one did.
So as we filed through into the dining room with its long wooden table my thoughts were very much on the possibilities ahead of us. A lot of wine and lager was being drunk, though I was careful not to drink too much; if called upon I wanted to be able to perform. There was definitely a flirtatious, sexy atmosphere. When the desserts were served Annette pulled a strawberry from her husband's plate and pushed it between her breasts. Her husband Martyn drew loud cheers when he buried his head into her cleavage and emerged with the strawberry. Annette calmly got another strawberry and offered it to Tom sat on her other side. There were even louder cheers when he extracted it in a similar manner.
Even his normally strait-laced wife Lindsay was laughing; if anyone was going to object she would, so that barrier had been overcome quite easily. I shot a glance at Karen and she gave me an amused, almost knowing smile, which added to my feeling that the women had something planned.
By now I was impatient for the meal to finish and the real event to begin. Again it was Annette who took charge, rapping loudly on the table with a knife.
"Gentlemen it's time to discover how good your hunting skills are. We're going to disappear. In five minutes, when the clock says fifteen minutes past ten, you can pursue your quarry. We may be in the house or we may be hidden in the garden. When you catch one of these tarts you must remove her garter as a symbol of your conquest and then return her to the house and wait with her. In other words it's strictly one tart per vicar, we don't want any greedy vicars capturing two tarts."
There was some laughter and a few jokes as the women rose from the table, but there was a definite tension in the air and I think everyone knew the jokes were just an attempt to hide our nerves. I'm sure I wasn't the only man who couldn't believe his luck; our wives were dressed for sex and we were allowed to hunt them down and capture them. There was a very basic almost caveman-like mentality about it and the flirtatious atmosphere struggled to contain the lust simmering underneath.
The women were soon gone and we strained to hear and get some clues about where they were going, but there wasn't much to go on. I got the impression that no-one had gone upstairs, but perhaps they had just negotiated the stairs very quietly.
It was odd, but as the moment approached none of us really knew what to say. I glanced at Bob, there was no way I could tell him that given a choice I would choose his wife Helen and happily push her dress up round her waist to help me locate her garter. And that would only be the start because what I really wanted was to pull her panties off and spread her legs.
It might sound disloyal, but I was clear that I didn't want to catch Karen; I wanted to handle an unfamiliar woman. Just at that moment Tom muttered that it would be just his luck to catch his wife.
"Well let her escape and grab another woman," said Steve with a pitying expression. There were nods of agreement and it was clear we were all on the same wavelength. I knew there would be no shortage of men willing to grab Karen and the thought of hands thrusting roughly up her dress only increased my excitement.
Finally it was time and we opened the door from the dining room. One condition which Annette had arranged was that that the house was lit by candlelight which only added to the mystery and challenge. I decided to head outside, certain that some of the women must have gone out there. It was a warm evening and there was a three-quarter moon so the lighting wasn't too bad.
Every ten paces or so I stopped and listened, straining for any clues. The only sound was made by Steve and Martyn moving through the garden as quietly as they could. I was in competition with at least two other men and I was desperate to beat them. It really mattered to me because at least one or two of us were going to struggle to capture a woman and I could imagine the inevitable remarks.
I had a strange feeling of heightened senses. There was a raw, metallic taste in my mouth and sounds which normally wouldn't have registered suddenly became significant. I moved into the shadow of some trees and waited. Just as I was about to move on there was a scuffling of feet, a cry and the sounds of a struggle.
I moved cautiously towards the sounds and became aware of some movement just visible through the trees. A gap provided an almost clear view and I could see Lindsay stood with her back against a tree. The light was good enough to see the dark straps of her suspender belt, but more importantly Martyn's hand was working busily between her legs.
He was stroking her pussy through her knickers and the voyeur in me urged him to slip his hand inside and finger fuck her. Then out of the corner of my eye I saw another movement. It was largely hidden by the trees but the light coloured clothing gave it away and made me realise it had to be one of the women.
Reluctantly I turned from the scene in front of me. The voyeur in me was tempted to stay and watch, but the need to capture my own woman was strong. If I moved to the end of this row of trees then I felt I might find myself in the ideal spot to intercept her. With an agonising mixture of care and urgency I moved into place. I tried to scan the ground for any twigs or branches which might betray my movements, but had also to keep looking for more signs of my prey.
I felt a huge surge of relief when I got a glimpse of the pale clothing moving in the direction I had anticipated. At almost the same moment I realised that the pale dress had to belong to Annette. How oddly fitting that I would be grabbing hold of one of my wife's best friends on her birthday. And how would she feel when she realised it was me?
Her movements were careful and quiet, but enough for me to track her approach from the other side of a dense conifer. Then she was past without even a glance towards the shadows where I lurked. It was an almost perfect ambush. Two strides and I was on her from behind. One hand went round her waist and trapped her arms against her sides, I clamped my other hand over her mouth.
"It seems I have captured you and I'm entitled to claim my prize."
I slid my hand down from her mouth, slowly and very deliberately across her breasts then down further and a pause to caress the glorious swell of her pubic mound. There was no protest as my hand moved up the front of her dress, across the soft sheen of stockings, barely a pause at her garter, before moving on to the soft warm flesh above her stocking tops. My hand closed on her panties and as I caressed her I could feel the springy promise of her pubic hair nestling against my palm. I went to slip my hand inside her panties, but Annette grabbed my wrist.
"No, I'm sorry, but you're not going there." The disappointment was acute, but it was her call and at least she was wording it diplomatically (apologising to me in fact!).
I moved my hand lower and slipped her garter down. There was no struggle and indeed she raised her foot to help me remove it. Crouching there and seeing the silky promise of her knickers I bitterly regretted the fact that she had stopped me. That must have shown on my face because when I stood up she told me not to worry, it would be worth the wait.
"What do you mean?" I said, completely baffled.
"Don't be so impatient," she replied.
"No, come on, what do you mean by that?" I asked with a hint of edge to my voice.
"Patience," was all she said as she put a finger to my lips to stop the questions I was going to blurt out. Then she held out her hand and led me towards the house.
We entered through the front door and the candlelit interior reminded me of a costume drama and made me wish that the women had dressed in period clothes.
Those stray thoughts were soon driven from my mind when we went into the lounge and I saw Karen sat in one of the chairs. An odd, almost shy smile passed between us.
With the arrival of Annette and I there were now six people in the room, so just over half of us were accounted for. I sat on the chair arm next to Karen and asked her who'd caught her.
"Bob did. I was behind the curtains in the dining room, but it must have been too obvious because I was the second woman back here."
Further conversation was interrupted when another couple returned. We soon worked out that only Steve and Helen were missing. I did think there might be a problem because if Helen had found a good hiding place then we could all be stood around like spare parts. I really was impatient to find out what the woman had in mind, because it seemed obvious to me that something had been planned.
Luckily I didn't have too much longer to wait before Steve appeared with Helen. There were lots of comments about what they had been doing, but I learnt later that Steve had been searching the garden unsuccessfully and one of the women had had to tip him off about where Helen was hiding.
Annette had gathered together all the garters and I saw her exchanging looks with the women. She put them all into what looked like a felt bag and moved to centre stage in front of the fireplace.



"It's time for the main event of the evening. Martyn you were the first one back here so you get the first choice in tonight's lucky dip. Pick a garter from the bag then you can escort its owner to her room."
There was a general buzz in the room at that and I turned to look at Karen. She gave me a wry smile.
"Surprised?"
"When did you hatch this plan? And did you all agree, even Lindsay?" I said with a nod towards the most conservative woman in the group.
"We all agreed it a while ago. I knew you wouldn't mind and when I realised the others were up for it I decided to go with the flow."
Martyn rummaged in the bag and pulled out a blue and white garter. Helen stood up rather coolly and didn't even glance at her husband as she left the room with Martyn. I felt a definite twinge of disappointment and jealousy. Helen was very attractive and had a lovely curvy figure, but now there was no chance of me drawing her.
"Your wife was the first to be chosen," Annette said to Bob. "So now it's your turn."
Bob reached confidently into the bag and a spasm passed through me when I saw he had pulled out Karen's red and black garter. He scanned the room expectantly and Karen stood up in a nervous and rather embarrassed manner. As she headed for the door she gave a cautious glance in my direction, but averted her eyes as soon as she realised I was looking at her.
Bob stood aside to let her out of the room first and then they were gone. So that was it, my wife was going to be in our room with Bob. He would undress her, his hands would explore her body, she would lie back and spread her legs and then her pussy would yield to the rigid arrogance of his stiff prick.
Bob was a large, powerful man, carrying a bit too much weight in truth, but he was a regular at the gym and was in reasonable shape. He was only a couple of inches taller than me, but much bulkier and although Karen isn't petite I did wonder if she would find him a bit overwhelming. Or would his bulk and power appeal to her?
"When you've got a minute Tony," Annette said, looking quizzically at me. "Karen's gone and it's your turn to choose."
That brought my focus back to the room. Two wives had been chosen, so I could end up with any one of three and clearly there was no chance of picking my wife's garter.
Somewhat to my surprise I wasn't too fussy who I picked. Lindsay was the least attractive woman in the group, but even so there had been times when I'd found myself idly wondering whether her strait-laced exterior hid the fact that she was a minx in the bedroom. Perhaps I was about to find out.
My fingers swirled around amongst the garters and I plucked one out. I held a red garter aloft and Jayne stood up, smoothed her skirt down and approached me. She smiled coyly at me, a moments recognition of the intimacy we would soon be sharing.
I was pleased to have picked Jayne. Firstly I got on reasonably well with her, she was sensible and down to earth and I was pretty sure she would approach some extra-marital sex in the same level-headed way.
The big bonus was that she was a blonde. I have to confess that I've only slept with a handful of women and all of them were brunettes. Finally I was going to be able to add a blonde to the list. I sincerely hoped that Jayne didn't shave as I had an irrational desire to see her bush.
I didn't know which room Jayne was in, so I let her lead the way. Following her up the stairs was tantalising. Like any red-blooded male I was trying to get a view up her skirt and work out whether she was wearing tights or stockings. The candlelight made it very difficult to be sure and a possible glimpse of stocking tops was perhaps largely down to my overactive imagination.
Jayne turned right when we reached the landing and as chance would have it that took us past the room Karen and I were sharing. I strained to detect the sounds of sex, but there was nothing except the overloud beating of my heart.
We went another two doors down and Jayne opened the door to a high ceilinged room with a white quilted double bed and windows hidden by floor to ceiling velvet curtains.
She closed the door behind me and we turned to face each other. This was potentially an awkward moment, but I'd already decided to begin with a request.
"Is it alright if I kiss you?" Jayne smiled with a hint of shyness and said she would like that, but first she wanted to say that she was safe and understood that I was, so there was no need for a condom. That did surprise me because it meant there had been some rather frank talk between the wives. But I certainly wasn't going to object to going bareback, so I simply nodded, took Jayne in my arms and kissed her.
At first it was just our lips, but soon our tongues began to fence with each other. Even though I'd expected it I was still surprised by how different Jayne felt from my wife. She was slim, indeed skinny and while my left hand confirmed how small and firm her backside was, my right hand checked out her almost non-existent breasts. I must admit I think my wife's 36D tits are almost perfect, but as a man you have to love the huge variety of women's breasts.
We fell back onto the bed, still fully clothed and my hand slid between Jayne's thighs. She parted her legs willingly and I soon confirmed that she was indeed wearing stockings. I caressed her pussy gently through her panties, before deciding that it was time to remove some of her clothing.
It didn't take long because she wasn't wearing much - a white blouse, red mini-skirt, white stockings and suspenders and lacy white panties. I've always enjoyed undressing women. It's like unwrapping a present and the pleasurable anticipation is heightened if the present is beautifully wrapped.
I savoured removing each item, though I was careful to leave her stockings and suspenders in place. Jayne made no comment about that and my guess was that her husband Steve was like me and she'd learnt that men enjoyed the feel of a woman's stockinged legs crossed over the small of their back.
The decisive moment soon arrived and Jayne guided my penis so that it nuzzled against her pussy lips. I leaned gently into her and she gasped as I slid inside her.
Given her skinny build I wasn't surprised that she felt very different from my wife. Despite being the mother of two children her cunt felt deliciously tight and I relished the tight grip around my rock hard cock.
To be honest the whole situation was making me almost light-headed. This was Jayne, the attractive MILF who lived at the top of our street and who I saw from time to time and who I had occasionally fantasized about fucking. Her husband Steve was a friend of mine and yet I would soon be seeding his wife.
And of course at this very moment my wife was almost certainly laid back in our bed gasping and groaning as Bob thrust vigorously between her thighs.
It's not surprising that I soon felt the pressure of an approaching orgasm, so I disengaged, slid down the bed and tongued Jayne's tight quim. She clearly liked that and her pleasure intensified when I found her engorged love bud. As I licked and sucked at her clitoris she shuddered, then cried out as an intense orgasm racked through her body.
I felt deeply gratified because like any man I like to feel I give the woman pleasure. We took a breather though dotting in lots of small kisses, then Jayne signalled that she wanted more. Again I slid into her, again she gasped, but after a gentle start I picked up the pace and began to fuck her with more force. That clearly suited her because she urged me on, telling me to keep fucking her.
When she realised my orgasm was imminent she dug her nails fiercely into my backside and urged me to fill her pussy with sperm. Of course that took me over the top and I gave a final brutal thrust and almost blacked out as my prick jerked uncontrollably and fired burst after burst of sperm into Jayne's lustful vagina.
I lay on top of her gasping, still hardly believing that after twenty years of only knowing one woman here I was laid between the legs of my first ever blonde with my seed deep inside her.
My cock began its inevitable retreat, so I rolled off Jayne and she reached for a tissue and used it to soak up the sperm trickling from her pussy. The soft lighting in the room made it wonderfully intimate and I gently stroked Jayne's back. She smiled at me before reaching for another tissue. I had saved myself for tonight, expecting to have vigorous sex with my wife, but in the event it was Jayne who had received a ball-bursting load of sperm.
Soon Jayne laid back and I returned to caressing her. She smiled and told me I would have to go soon.
"It's arranged that midnight is the witching hour, so you have to be out and downstairs by then."
We lay kissing occasionally, unsure what, if anything, to say to each other. I must admit to being partially distracted by thoughts about my wife. She was in another room with another man and soon she would return to me. Would she have had a good experience? Might she even have had great sex and made a real connection with Bob? Knowing them both I was confident that wasn't the case.
My main concern was that our pillow talk about sharing or swapping invariably involved a scenario where I reclaimed Karen and added my sperm to the load already in her pussy. However being forty eight years old I couldn't pretend I was a young man and was concerned that I wouldn't be able to climax two times in a relatively short period.
Perhaps my anxieties transmitted themselves to Jayne because she said we ought to make a move, with the result that we were one of the first couples to return to the room downstairs.
The wait for Karen seemed to take forever, but was probably less than ten minutes. As soon as she came into the room I studied her face, hoping to get some hint of what it had been like for her. To be honest I couldn't detect any clues. Yes her hair was tousled and her face was flushed, but that was more or less what I expected.
It was clear that none of the couples wanted to sit round and exchange small talk, so Karen and I said our goodnights and headed up to our room.
As soon as we closed the door I asked if she was alright. She said was fine and asked who I had gone with. When I told her Jayne, she nodded, but didn't make any comment.
"I know this is going to disappoint you," she said with a wry smile. "You've always said that if I ever had sex with someone else you would want to reclaim me afterwards. Perhaps it's the wine, perhaps it's the fact that I've just been given a good seeing-to, but I'm too tired. Can we please leave it?"
I felt an odd mixture of relief and disappointment when she said that. I've always wanted to fuck her soon after another man has enjoyed her pussy, but I wasn't certain I could rise to the occasion. Perhaps I would, but I didn't fancy failing for the first time ever.
Anyway it was all a bit academic, it was her body, so it was her choice. I said yes we could leave the reclaiming out.
We undressed fairly quickly and Karen was soon asleep. I half expected not being able to sleep because one hundred and one questions were going through my mind, but in the event it wasn't too long before I dropped off.
When I awoke I was surprised to see the bedside clock showing it was after 8am. I'd woken because I had a full bladder, but Karen was still sleeping peacefully, so I decided I could wait before heading for the loo.
All those questions returned to my mind. Did they use a condom? Did he make Karen cum? Had she enjoyed the sex with him more than she enjoyed it with me?
I looked afresh at the innocent face of my sleeping wife. No longer so innocent. Until last night I was the only man she had slept with, but now another man had given her "a good seeing-to" (to use her phrase). My prick stirred pleasurably at that thought and I realised with a glow of satisfaction that I was up for fucking her if the opportunity arose.
I waited another twenty minutes, but with Karen still sound asleep I decided to use the loo. Slowly and as quietly and carefully as possible, I got out of the bed and went to the en-suite bathroom.
When I returned Karen was awake and said that she needed to go. I listened to the sound of her peeing and then heard the sound of her tearing some toilet paper from the roll. As well as dabbing herself dry was she also using the tissue to remove excess sperm from her married pussy?
She returned, slid into bed next to me and immediately cuddled up to me.
"Some sperm has moved and is starting to leak out. I haven't wiped it. Do you want to reclaim me?"
She took my hand and placed it between her legs. I probed tentatively at her outer lips and found her wet and willing. I knew my prick was already rock hard and had no doubt about my ability to perform. I moved between her spread thighs and she grasped my penis and rubbed the head between her cunt lips. Satisfied that there was ample lubrication she let go.
Slowly, gently, savouring the moment, I leaned into her. My cock penetrated her, lubricated by the sperm of another man who only a few hours ago had enjoyed my wife's cunt. She gasped as I pushed in to the hilt.
"So he didn't use a condom?"
"No, he didn't. He said he was safe and I trusted him," she gasped again. "You know I don't like condoms; bareback is much nicer."
"You let him cum in your pussy?"
"Yes, and he came twice."
"Twice!" That was enough of a surprise to make me stop.
"Yes, twice, but don't stop, keep fucking me. He came so quickly the first time - it was just a few thrusts and he came, which left me high and dry. We lay there for a while, then he apologised and said he wanted to try and do it properly."
"So what happened," I asked, continuing to thrust into her.
"He put my hand on his cock and it started to get hard, then he asked me to go down on him. I wasn't sure about that, but he begged me, so I did it. That really did get him hard, so I straddled him and guided his cock home."
This was all too intense for me, I could feel the pressure of an imminent and unstoppable orgasm and warned Karen. We had role played this scenario several times so she knew what to say.
"Do it then, cum for me, add your sperm to the load already in my married pussy."
I groaned, gave a final thrust and fired burst after burst of sperm deep into my wife.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
One month later
I couldn't see my wife, but the deeper, slower rhythm to her breathing made it clear she was asleep. Despite the vigorous sex we had just enjoyed I wasn't ready to drop off. I should explain that Karen had been on a night out with her friends and it was clear they had exchanged some quite intimate gossip. That isn't at all typical of Karen who is normally quite a reserved, private person.
When she came back Karen cuddled up to me in bed and excitedly asked me if, when we went away for that weekend, I remembered Helen leaving the room part way through breakfast on the Sunday morning. Not surprisingly I didn't remember that, but Karen said that after a couple of glasses of wine Helen had laughingly confessed that when she left the breakfast table it was because Martyn's sperm was soaking her knickers and making her very uncomfortable, so she left to change them and put a panty liner on.
That was a lovely erotic snippet. I certainly found it arousing and it had clearly had the same effect on Karen because she made it clear that she was up for a good fucking.
They say that men are the ones who fall straight asleep after sex, but tonight it was the other way round - Karen was asleep and I was laid awake thinking. I might not have been able to remember that specific incident with Helen, but I did remember looking round the breakfast table at the five wives gathered there and thinking that all of them had recently been fucked by a man other than their husband. Even though I had just had sex, the thought of those women (all thoroughly respectable members of the school PTA) sat there with sperm oozing from their well fucked pussies was enough to make my prick stir.
There was also the interesting fact that Helen had asked Karen if we would like to go round for a meal sometime soon. What would the lovely Helen be serving up for dessert?
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This story contains details of wife swapping, so please don't read it if that bothers you
* * * * *
No two marriages are the same, but many have a lot in common. Karen and I were in our forties and had been married for twenty years. I wouldn't say our sex life was in a rut, but it had settled into a routine of about once a week and usually on a Saturday night.
We tried to spice things up with sexy underwear and the occasional bit of role playing, which is really nothing more than the sort of stuff a lot of couples resort to. I did once suggest wife swapping to Karen, but she said no, though my fears that she would be offended proved groundless.
Anyway our sex life was fine, perhaps a bit vanilla, but Karen was such a smart, attractive woman that I didn't really have any grounds for complaint.
Things might have stayed that way if Karen hadn't drunk a bit too much one night and become more talkative than normal. I should explain that about once every couple of months we meet up with Tracy and Laura, two old school friends of Karen's, and have a dinner party.
We take it in turns and on this occasion Laura and Tom were the hosts. All three women are rather strait-laced, especially Laura, who is in truth quite uptight. She'd seemed surprised, shocked almost, when Karen once mentioned that we had a vibrator; something that I didn't think was at all out of the ordinary.
On this particular night Karen had a bit more to drink than normal and like most people that does make her more talkative.
Tracy's husband Rick mentioned that they had watched the film The Accused on TV the previous night which included a scene where a woman (played by Jodie Foster) was raped in a pool hall. Rick commented that being raped was the worst thing that can happen to a woman.
Karen gave me a wry smile and a knowing look. We had gone to see The Accused when it originally came out and I found the rape scene harsh and unpleasant, and had said as much to Karen. So I'd been surprised when she said it had turned her on. "I'm sure I'd hate the reality, but it did turn me on" was how she put it. Rather hesitantly she admitted that she sometimes daydreamed about being taken very forcefully by a handsome, powerfully built man who just ignores her protests and takes his pleasure.
Anyway Rick intercepted the knowing look Karen gave me.
"What's up? Don't you agree?" He asked, looking puzzled. Karen laughed.
"Sorry, no I agree with you. It's just that sometimes I do daydream about being taken by a big brute of a man."
"Whoa", said Rick excitedly. "Watch out Tony or something might happen."
"Oh it already has," said Karen. That really caught everyone's attention, so Karen hurriedly put them right.
"I don't mean in real life. It's just that sometimes we act out little games."
I was rather embarrassed by the way Karen was giving away our bedroom secrets, but a part of me was excited, and I could see that the others were enthralled and were hanging on to Karen's every word.
"What sort of games?" asked Rick.
"Oh there's a workman in the house and he likes what he sees and takes payment in kind. Or I'm alone at night and an intruder grabs me, rips my clothes off and has me."
"Really", said Laura her eyes widening. "But what about the clothes, they'll be ruined."
"That doesn't matter. I only use older ones or sometimes we buy an inexpensive blouse or some sexy knickers just for ripping."
More questions followed and I admired how confident Karen was about the sexy fun we sometimes enjoyed. I had assumed that a lot of couples went in for this sort of thing, but it seemed clear that the others didn't indulge in anything similar. However it was also obvious that the basic idea intrigued them. After that the conversation settled down to more normal subjects, but a bit of a buzz lingered.
When we got home Karen undressed and slipped into bed naked - a sure sign that she wanted sex. I slid my cock into her moist channel and wondered how it was that I never tired of her luscious pussy.
"You were on good form tonight," I told her.
"I was wasn't I," she giggled. "Do you think I went too far?"
"Not at all. I bet Rick and Tom are grateful that you've given their wives something to think about."
We chatted some more and the evening came to a perfect close when Karen enjoyed a shuddering climax and I fired my sperm into her lush cunt.
I didn't think too much more about it until a couple of weeks later when Rick telephoned me at work. After a few pleasantries he thanked me for mentioning the role playing Karen and I enjoyed.
"That game of yours worked a treat. Tracy and I tried it last weekend and she loved it. I tore her blouse open, then ripped her panties off and she was wet as hell and I had a hard on like a iron bar. Afterwards she said it was the most exciting sex we've ever had."
At this stage I decided it was best to shut the office door. Rick went on to say that he'd been thinking about it and wondered if at the next meal we fancied doing something different.
"What do you have in mind?" I asked.
"I thought we'd get the girls to dress up and then rip their clothes off."
I could feel my cock stiffening so it was obvious what my answer would be. I told Rick I was up for it, but I was very doubtful that our wives would be keen. He surprised me by saying that Tracy was willing. However as we chatted further it became clear that Tracy hadn't actually said yes, but she had said she would if Karen and Laura would. Rick said that was the closest we would get to a yes from her.
He asked if I would ask Karen and if she was OK then we had to figure out a way to get Laura to agree. We both agreed that her inhibited nature meant she would be a tough nut to crack.
I decided to wait until the next time Karen and I were making love as I thought she might be more receptive then. As soon as I raised the subject Karen laughed.
"I wondered when you would get round to that. Tracy rang the other day and told me about Rick's idea. We've chatted and we will ask Laura, but strictly on the understanding that there's no swapping and any ripping and subsequent activity is in separate rooms."
Given that I was half expecting a flat refusal I could hardly complain at the conditions. At the back of my mind was the thought that if it all went well there might be a repeat and maybe we could get the conditions eased.
Somewhat to my surprise Laura did say yes and what we all agreed was for a change we would go out to a restaurant and then on for a drink. The men would leave the pub first, our wives would follow soon afterwards, enter the darkened house and go to their allocated room. Karen and I had the lounge, Tom and Laura got the conservatory and Rick and Tracy would use the dining room (hot on the table!).
We were all going to stay the night. Rick and Tracy didn't have any kids so their house was ideal.
The women had made it a condition that they got to pick the clothes, insisting that they were going to look sexy, not sluttish. That was fine by me; I've always preferred a subtle look to a blatant one.
To make things easier and so the neighbours didn't see our wives going out all tarted up the women decided to get changed at Rick and Tracy's. It felt great driving out to their house knowing that some sexy fun was on the agenda. Waiting in their lounge for our wives to come down was wonderful. There was a real tingle of anticipation; at last we were doing something other than just plain vanilla sex.
I know I'm biased, but Karen is definitely the best looking of the three. She's about 5 ft 6, long dark hair and with a lovely figure topped off by a 36D bust. Although she's approaching her mid-forties many people think she's in her thirties.
Tracy is very pleasant looking with a slim boyish figure accentuated by her short hair. She is also distinctly flat chested.
In contrast Laura has big tits, 36DD at least, but unfortunately the rest of her is a bit big. She is at best plain looking and doesn't help herself with the frumpy clothes she normally chooses. If I'm making her sound rather dull then I ought to add that she is a really nice person.
We didn't have too long to wait before our wives entered the lounge. Karen was wearing a lacy black bra which showed quite nicely through her rather see-through white blouse. Her red skirt went to just below her knee. It perhaps gives you an idea of how conservative our wives are in that Karen had always said that wearing a coloured bra beneath a white blouse was sluttish.
Tracy's tight white top made it clear that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her erect nipples poked two pleasing bumps in the thin material. Her black skirt went to just above her knee.
Laura had a longer black skirt, but the main feature was a low cut purple blouse which displayed an impressive amount of cleavage.
We were soon off to the new Thai restaurant we had decided to try. Laura usually has very little to drink, but tonight she had two large glasses of wine, which I took as a sign of nerves.
After a slightly awkward start we all started to loosen up a bit, helped by the excellent food and drink. We made sure that our wives glasses were topped up and none of them objected.
After the meal we headed to the pub down the road. Our wives self-conscious awareness of their sexy appearance had softened under the influence of alcohol into a much more relaxed atmosphere. In particular Laura no longer seemed to care who got a good view of her cleavage. It was nearly time for the men to leave when Rick spoke up.
"Why don't we stop pussyfooting around. Let's go for it and draw lots for partners."
"You mean swap?" said Tracy. "Well you three can change rooms, but we're not."
"OK," said Rick. "That sounds good."
"That's not what I meant," said Tracy.
"I know that," said Rick with a laugh. "But it's what you said."
Tracy shook her head and looked at Karen who just shrugged. I decided to step in.
"Laura what do you think?" I asked, crossing my fingers that she was past caring.
"OK, it's fine by me."
"Alright," said Rick "We'll head back now. We're free to change rooms if we want and you can do the same if you want. We'll call a taxi and then get him to come back for you."
"Wait," Tracy said. "We've agreed to the clothes ripping and changing rooms, but we need a safe word, so that if anyone wants to call a halt they can and no questions asked. Can anyone suggest one?"
"Twat," said Karen, looking at me. I had to laugh at that. The double meaning was perfect - both an insult and a slang term for the vagina.
"OK," I said. "If you get called a twat you have to stop."
A minute later we were outside.
"Everyone up for changing the order?" Rick asked rubbing his hands. Tom and I gave an emphatic yes. It was a fifteen minute drive back to Rick's and I suggested that once we were back we should draw lots to sort out a new order.
As soon as we were inside Rick texted Tracy to say the taxi was on its way. Then he scribbled names on three bits of paper, put them in a glass and thrust it at me. I pulled one out and laughed.
Typical - Lounge -- the room I already had! I put it back, Rick swirled them round with a pen and I picked again.
Conservatory. Rick gave a satisfied nod.
"OK. That means I switch to the lounge and Tom you get the dining room."
"No rush we've got a good twenty minutes." We chatted for a while but we were all preoccupied with what was about to happen, so we cut the small talk and headed for our allocated rooms.
I went into the conservatory. All the blinds were down making it very dark, so I raised the two on the french window letting in a bit of light. They looked out onto a tall hedge with farmland beyond, so there was little chance of being seen. There was a bookcase by the far wall and I decided to stand by that, let my victim reach the middle of the room, then grab them and pull them down onto one of the settees which was on either side of the room.
But who would I get? Well if the women stuck to the plan I'd get Laura. Was that OK? Well she was nothing to look at, but I reckoned those big tits would be fun. Also I had a sneaking suspicion that Tom was the only man she'd ever been with and I had an idea there hadn't been much sex in their marriage recently. So rousing her hidden passions would be an exciting challenge.
It came to me with a bit of a start that I was the only man Karen had ever had sex with so this would be a big event for her. Did I mind? I found the idea of another man fucking her quite arousing and felt my penis stiffen pleasurably.
After all this it would be ironic if Karen walked into the conservatory. Well the odds of that happening were one in three. Anyway it was pretty much down to chance from now on. I glanced at my watch - they could arrive anytime now.
In the event it was another ten minutes before I heard car doors slamming. The hall door opened and there was a whispered conversation; I couldn't tell who was talking, never mind what was being said.
Whoever came to the conservatory would come via the kitchen. There was the click clack of high heels on the kitchen floor, they slowed and then stopped as they reached the entrance to the conservatory. There was a pause and I was suddenly aware of how fast my heart was beating. It sounded alarmingly loud and I tensed as a shiver of anticipation passed through me.
A woman entered the room and the short hair and slim build immediately identified her as Tracy. She paused in the middle of the floor and I stepped up behind her, put one arm tight round her middle and clamped the other over her mouth.
"Stand still. Don't struggle." We stood motionless briefly. "I'm not going to hurt you. Nod your head if you understand." Tracy nodded. Slowly I took my hand away from her mouth.
"What's your name?"
"Tracy."
"Alright Tracy, just relax, do as you're told and we can both have some fun."
"What sort of fun?" she asked. In reply I cupped one of her cute little breasts and squeezed.
"There's no need for that," she said trying to remove my hand, but I kept it firmly in place. Instead I began to explore with my other hand.
As my hand slid across her skirt I was delighted to feel a tell-tale bump which indicated she was wearing stockings and suspenders. My hand moved round to give her backside a squeeze and I could feel her skirt moving freely over bare skin, so either she wasn't wearing any knickers or (more likely) she was wearing a thong.
I was glad I'd adjusted the blinds so there was enough light to see because an enticing sight would be revealed when I pulled Tracy's skirt aside. I shuffled her across towards one of the settees.
"Don't, don't. There's no need to do this," she pleaded as I pushed her down and moved above her. I kissed her forcefully and she squirmed, turning her head away. I slid a hand inside her top and began to fondle one of her tits.
"No," she said pulling my hand away.
"Tracy either you let me have it or I take it. Either way it's the same result; I'm going to have you." My hand went back to her breast, but she pulled it away again. It was time to take charge so I grabbed hold of her top with both hands and ripped it open. She gasped and hurriedly put both hands across her breasts to hide her nakedness, but I pulled them aside and clamped my mouth onto one of her nipples.
There was a flow and a passion to our movements and events had taken on a momentum which made it clear that neither of us wanted to stop. I grabbed hold of the hem of her skirt and tugged it up round her waist. I glanced down -- stockings, suspenders and a black thong. I grabbed the thong and ripped.
"Oh God, no," Tracy cried. I thrust my hand between her thighs and pushed two fingers between her pussy lips. To say she was wet was an understatement; it was clear she was very aroused.
I was desperate to be inside her. To feel my cock sliding into my wife's friend, to take her, spread her legs, fuck her. I tugged at my trousers, hurriedly pulling them down and releasing my erect cock.
"No, don't, please don't. My husband could come back at any time."
"Good. He'll see his wife with another man's cock in her pussy. Maybe he'll want a turn afterwards." I thrust viciously at her, but Tracy wriggled and my cock butted against her upper thigh. Another thrust, another miss, and another miss. Then heaven -- the next thrust found her entrance and suddenly I was deep inside her. I groaned, Tracy cried out and arched her back.
With her slim hips and boyish figure Tracy felt very different from Karen's much more curvy build. Her cunt was incredibly tight and gripped my cock along its full length. I savoured the moment and then began to fuck her with firm, deep strokes. I kissed her and all pretence of resistance was abandoned as her tongue fenced enthusiastically with mine.
Indistinct sounds carried from elsewhere in the house and I vaguely registered that at this moment my wife was probably laid there with another man's cock inside her. But all my attention was on Tracy and the wonderful feeling of fucking her lustful cunt. In fact it was too nice, there was no way I was going to be able to hold back for very long.
Her love juices were soaking my balls and I could feel her love honey running down towards the crack of her arse. I used my index finger to work some lubrication around her rosebud. I felt her stiffen, perhaps uncertain of my intentions. Fingering Karen's arsehole wasn't something I'd done until we'd been married for several years and I tried not to overuse it, so it normally had an explosive impact on her. I wondered if it would do the same for Tracy.
A few more thrusts, then I slid my finger into her arse. Tracy stiffened, then shuddered violently as an orgasm swept through her. I picked up the pace, then one last thrust and that wonderful moment when all thoughts vanish from your mind and all you're aware of is your cock pumping sperm into a willing cunt.
Slowly, gradually we came back down to earth and eventually disentangled ourselves. I'd released quite a load into Tracy so she had to find some kitchen roll to wipe the copious amounts of sperm leaking from her pussy.
I could hear sounds elsewhere in the house and my thoughts turned to Karen and what she had been doing. Tracy and I kissed for one last time and I couldn't resist sliding my hand up her skirt and fingering her cunt again. At first she let me, but then she put a hand on my wrist, so rather reluctantly I stopped. We looked at each other.
"Thanks," I said. "That was wonderful." Tracy simply gave a quiet smile of acknowledgement and we headed upstairs. We parted on the upstairs landing and when I entered the bedroom we had been allocated Karen was already there. She turned and gave me a quiet smile, oddly reminiscent of the smile Tracy had just given me. Her blouse was open down the front and I noticed that several buttons were missing.
Nothing was said. We embraced and kissed. My hand slid between her thighs and Karen parted her legs and allowed me to seek the confirmation I desired. She was very wet and very slippery. She began to unfasten my trousers and we undressed hurriedly and slipped into bed.
I mounted her, my prick sliding easily into her slick wetness. I pulled her close and whispered the inevitable question into her ear.
"Who fucked you?"
"Tom fucked me. Who did you fuck?"
"I fucked Tracy. Is that alright?" A bit of a stupid question really because the deed was done, there was no going back.
"Yes, that's OK," Karen replied. "Was it nice?" she asked with just a touch of anxiety.
"Yes it was very nice," I said, there didn't seem to be any point lying. "But I prefer your big tits and furry slit." That was definitely true. I already knew that Tracy was flat-chested; I now also knew that she had rather sparse pubic hair (a definite contrast with Karen's luxuriant bush).



All this time I was very aware that just a few minutes ago another man's cock had been inside my wife's cunt and that he'd fucked her properly, not pulling out, but emptying his balls deep inside her.
It was my first experience of sloppy seconds and in truth I found it very exciting. Our sex life had been plain vanilla, but now here I was, my cock still coated with her best friend's love honey and about to add my load to the sperm already inside my wife's cunt. I could feel the pressure of an orgasm building and warned Karen that I wasn't going to last much longer.
"Go on then, do it. Cum in me. Cum in my pussy."
"It's not a pussy any more," I gasped. "You're an experienced woman now, so it's not a pussy, it's a cunt."
"Alright, fuck my cunt, fill it with your sperm."
That took me over the top and I groaned as my cock jerked and jerked inside Karen, firing several bursts of cum into her well-fucked cunt. I clung to her for a while, but then my cock began its inevitable retreat and Karen asked me to get a tissue. I wanted to talk to her, to ask how she felt, but sensed this wasn't the right time, perhaps in the morning I thought.
We both soon fell asleep and I woke first to find that I'd slept a bit later than normal. The house was quiet, so I lay there waiting for Karen to wake. I found it surprisingly arousing to look at the attractive woman asleep next to me and think that she had sperm from two men in her cunt. After all those years of perfectly satisfactory, but rather routine sex, we had finally done something different.
I was curious to see how Karen felt when she woke, but in the event she complained of a headache and asked for a glass of water and a couple of paracetamol. I realised it wasn't the right time to chat and soon afterwards we heard people moving, so we got up and went downstairs.
Breakfast was slightly awkward. Karen had a headache and wasn't at her best and it was clear that Laura had a hangover. She hadn't really had that much to drink last night, but she normally stuck to soft drinks, so perhaps it wasn't surprising that a few glasses of wine had had such an effect on her.
Sat at the breakfast table making polite conversation I couldn't help glancing at Tracy and thinking that only a few hours ago I was between her thighs, drawing gasps of pleasure from her before we collided with a glorious mutual climax. I felt a definite masculine pride in the knowledge that she probably still had some of my sperm in her vagina. I'd known her as a friend of my wife for years and it did seem odd (almost unreal) to think that last night her cunt lips had parted as my cock penetrated her and I had fired my sperm into her pussy.
Those thoughts were causing a pleasurable stirring in my loins and I knew that later I would want to claim my wife's body again. Both Rick and Tom seemed quite buoyant and I guessed they were having similar thoughts to me. I knew that Tom was a virgin when he met Laura and I was pretty certain there hadn't been anything other than occasional sex in their marriage recently, so last night must have been pretty momentous for him.
Not surprisingly he looked like the cat who'd got the cream. In truth he had good reason to -- Karen was much better looking than Laura and she still had a wonderful figure. Presumably he was glancing at Karen and thinking "I've fucked her, last night I came in her pussy."
Laura interrupted my musings and said that her headache wasn't clearing and if we didn't mind they would head off shortly. Karen took that as a cue and said that we would do the same.
It didn't take us long to sort out our things and we were soon outside on the front drive saying our goodbyes. I hugged Laura and gave her a peck on the cheek, but she avoided any real sort of eye contact. Next I shook hands with Tom and it was firmer and friendlier than normal, clearly we were both taking the opportunity to make it clear that we were comfortable with the events of last night. I liked Tom, he may not have been at the front of the queue when good looks were handed out, but he was a pleasant, down to earth guy and if he'd finally experienced some prime pussy then good for him.
Next I shook hands with Rick, hugged Tracy and thanked them for hosting us. I didn't make any direct comment about last night's events, but I did say we'd had a great time. There was a flicker of acknowledgement in Tracy's eyes, a brief recognition of the intimacy we had shared. Then we were into our car and off home. The journey passed quietly and although Karen didn't say anything I had a definite feeling that she wasn't in the mood to discuss what had happened.
However that night we enjoyed a leisurely lovemaking session and inevitably I asked Karen how the previous night had been for her. She said it had been good and bad. An intriguing comment which I naturally asked her to explain.
"Well Tom's 6 foot 2, so he's about three inches taller than you and he's got big hands and feet. You know what they say that means; well at least in his case it's true. So don't be offended but he does have a bigger cock than you. It's not much bigger, but I did feel stretched. Having said that he's not a very considerate lover, he just pushed it in me, thrust in and out excitedly and then came very quickly."
What I didn't see coming was Karen's revelation that as soon as we left the pub three men had come over and tried to chat them up.
"They offered to buy us a drink, but we said we were going as soon as our taxi came. They asked if it was alright if they chatted to us until then and that seemed harmless, so we said OK. Anyway when the taxi arrived they came outside with us and they talked us into letting them have a goodnight kiss."
"Oh, you let them did you?"
"Yes, we did, and my guy had a sly feel of my breasts."
"Tell me more!"
"I stopped him, but not straight away. I let him have a bit of a feel, then pulled his hand away. And I was wearing that soft, lacy bra you like, so he will have felt the shape of my breasts, not just the material of my bra. In truth I was a bit of a tease."
"You were weren't you. It was quite a night wasn't it."
"Yes, it was. I can hardly believe that Laura said yes. She is normally so uptight and straight-laced. She rang me earlier and, in her words, Rick fucked her senseless last night."
"Tell me more," I said...and Karen did.
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"What do you think I should wear?" my wife asked.
"It's up to you," I shrugged. "Something business like, but which doesn't hide the fact that you're an attractive woman. We need this meeting to be a success and I've seen Graham looking at you, so we need to exploit every small advantage we have".
Karen gave me a disapproving look, "I'm not going looking like a slut."
"And that's not what I'm suggesting; anything too blatant would be counterproductive, he'd see through it, but this meeting is vital. This is the only interest we've had, lose it and our firm will go under, we will have to sell this house and move to something much smaller."
I didn't like to think about the consequences if this deal fell through. I moved up behind her and put my arms round her.
"Dress like the smart, confident woman you are, just add a touch more sex appeal to it on this occasion. Graham would like that and so would I. Knowing you're sat there in your best lingerie, including stockings and suspenders will give both of us a boost, and probably Graham as well."
"He's not going to see them," Karen protested.
"True, but if we clinch the deal, then when we get back home I'm going to make damn sure I see them."
A few hours later we were in Graham's office. It was on the second floor of an modern office unit on the outskirts of an industrial estate. The view was across the flat roofs of single storey industrial units with the low grey cloud adding to the nondescript scene.
I glanced at Karen and although she was trying to hide it, I could see that she was nervous. In truth we both were - there was so much that hinged on this meeting.
She had chosen to wear a tight knee length black skirt and a white blouse which was just see-through enough for you to get a clear sense of the lacy black bra she was wearing. It gives you some idea of how conservative Karen is that wearing a coloured bra under a white blouse is something she would normally consider too blatant.
Her underwear was completed by lacy black panties and a suspender belt with lace topped stockings. She had on a pair of reasonably high heels which enhanced and emphasised the pleasing shape of her legs. She had a bit more make-up on than usual, but not excessively so - neither of us is keen on caked on make-up.
Graham and I were both wearing dark business suits and ties, so it was a completely formal business meeting. His desk was impressively clear of paperwork, the only item was the proposal which we had put to him.
I'd met him a year of so earlier at a charity event and had had only limited contact with him since, but, casting around for options, I had realised that he might just be the investor we were looking for.
I knew he was in his early fifties, so about ten years older than me and some fifteen years older than Karen. He ran two businesses from units on this estate and had an interest in several others. In truth he looked the part of the successful businessman, partly because he was lucky to be one of those men who looked more distinguished with age and Karen had seen him at the gym, so although he was carrying one or two extra pounds, he was actually in very good shape.
My sales pitch was concise and to the point. I gave the best possible spin to our proposal and Karen chipped in with several points which hopefully made it clear that she was actively involved in the business and not just there to make up the numbers. Graham listened to us in silence, then leaned forward.
"The business case is painfully thin," he said, opening the proposal and running briefly through some of the figures. "The best case scenario is very little profit for all the time and effort that's involved. It's not difficult to work out that you have tried others with a more direct interest in this line of work, but been turned down."
There was a pause and I could feel my heart pumping and the realisation that we were looking at another refusal. He continued.
"Normally I would say no, but there is one aspect that interests me." He looked directly at me, then at Karen. "I'll accept your proposal, but it's completely conditional on one thing - I get to have sex with Karen."
"You mean..." I stuttered.
"I mean that if I get to fuck her now, then afterwards I will sign the contract." I looked at Karen and like me she was speechless.
"I'll leave you alone and give you five minutes to discuss my proposal, but it's a one-off unrepeatable offer. If you turn me down that's it, the deal is off."
He stood up and left the room. Karen and I looked at each other. If the circumstances were different we would have just picked up our things and left, but the stakes were too high for that, we stood to lose too much.
I waited for Karen to say something, but nothing was forthcoming, so, rather lamely, I asked her what she thought. She turned it back on me and asked me what I thought.
"It's your body, so it's what you think that's important." That might have been true, but it also made it clear that I wasn't rejecting Graham's proposal. Karen looked away and was clearly thinking. I was the only man she had ever slept with, which only added to the dilemma she was facing. She turned back to me.
"Alright, I'll do it, but you'll have to emphasise to Graham that it's a one-off and that he is sworn to secrecy and must never tell anyone."
The remaining couple of minutes seemed to stretch out forever, but finally Graham came back in and sat down again.
"We accept," I said. "But you have to confirm that it is a one-off and you will never tell anyone about it."
"No problem with that," Graham said briskly. "It's a one-off and I've absolutely no intention of telling anyone. But there is one more thing on my part - the sex will have to be bareback, I'm not going to use a condom."
I looked at Karen and she bit her lip in a gesture which signalled her anxiety. She nodded her head briefly and said OK. Graham allowed himself a quiet smile, locked the room door, then moved across to the window and drew the blinds.
"Stand up please." He moved behind Karen, unzipped her skirt, then tugged firmly, so that it fell to the floor and pooled round her feet. Next he turned her to face him and calmly unbuttoned her blouse. I thought he was going to remove it, but he left it gaping open. His eyes roamed approvingly across her 36D breasts, the thin lace of her bra doing nothing to hide her erect nipples and large, dark areola.
"Bend over the desk."
That was quite a sight - my wife bent over, stockings and suspenders on display, the shape of her bottom perfectly emphasised by the lacy black Brazilian knickers she was wearing. I adjusted the horribly constricted feeling in the front of my trousers and suddenly realised that I was fully erect.
Graham had removed his tie and I expected him to simply take his prick out and mount Karen. Instead he calmly undressed until he was completely naked, then he moved behind her. Grabbing hold of the waistband of her knickers he pulled them down, so they fell to the floor.
His hand delved between her legs. There was no sound from Karen, but a slight adjustment in her stance signalled the fact that he was touching her intimately. There was something approximating to a grunt of approval, then he put his hand round the base of his cock and moved in closer.
Graham's body blocked my view and I have to admit that I moved the chair slightly and leaned to one side so that I had a better view. I still couldn't see properly, but he moved into Karen and her muffled gasp made it clear that he had penetrated her.
He began to shaft her with slow deliberate strokes. It was odd watching the clenching and unclenching of Graham's buttocks as he fucked my wife. It felt a bit like watching a private porn movie, though I did notice there was very little sound from Karen. Normal lovemaking would have drawn some gasps and groans from her, but now there was almost nothing. That seemed a clear sign of her reluctant involvement.
Karen was down on her elbows with her palms flat on the table. At that angle the lights kept reflecting off her wedding ring, emphasising that she was a married woman and from today I would no longer be the only man who fucked her.
Graham picked up the pace, then he reached under her body and began to fondle her breasts. He clearly liked what he felt because he reached into the middle of her back and unfastened her bra. Reaching under her again, he pushed her bra out of the way and grabbed hold of her tits.
"Lovely," he exclaimed, clearly enjoying the feel of her full, firm breasts. Finally his hands moved back to grip her hips. The speed and urgency of his thrusts increased and I realised he was going to cum. I could see Karen's tits swaying and slapping against her and hear the insistent sounds of a cock in a wet pussy. Suddenly he grabbed hold of Karen's hair, pulling her head back so I had a clear view of her face. She gave a muffled cry of surprise, her eyes widening as the involuntary spasms of Graham's body made it clear that he was cumming deep inside her.
He collapsed across her and lay there breathing heavily. After a short while he straightened up and told Karen she could get dressed. She dressed hurriedly, avoiding eye contact with me. Graham took his time, but once he was fully dressed he drew the blinds and returned to his desk.
He picked up a pen, signed the contract at the required three places, then passed it to me. Anyone watching from this point on would have thought it was a routine business meeting. There was no attempt to kiss Karen goodbye, or indeed any reference to the intimacy which had taken place, he simply thanked us for coming, opened the door and ushered his out.
The lift was waiting, so we used that and as soon as the doors closed I asked Karen if she was alright. She said she was and I began to apologise for what had happened. She cut me short, saying could we leave the discussion for now.
The drive home didn't take long and was completed in silence. I used the rear view mirror to glance occasionally at the signed contract on the back seat which saved our home and guaranteed our future.
I opened the side door and we stepped into our kitchen. I was putting the keys away when Karen said something very quietly. I turned to face her and she was biting her lip nervously.
"What was that?" I asked. She avoided eye contact and looked down and to one side.
"He made me cum," she said, her voice lacking any emotion. "How awful is that? He made me have sex with him and I enjoyed it."
"You enjoyed it?"
"When he was undressing me I realised that I was aroused and my pussy was becoming wet, and when he came that took me over the top and I came at the same time."
"But you were silent!"
"I had to be, we were in a works building and I didn't want people to hear me. What sort of a slut would they think I was? Anyway keeping quiet made it worse in a way; bottling up the feelings just concentrated them." She paused, then moved closer and looked me full in the face.
"He fired a huge load into me. My knickers are soaked in sperm and when we were walking out to the car I could feel it running down my thighs."
I thought guiltily of the erection I had been nursing since this episode began and of the copious amounts of pre-cum which had leaked from my cock and which were staining my undies.
"Take me upstairs and fuck me. Please." Karen begged. I couldn't help myself, I pushed my hand up her skirt and felt her sticky thighs and soaking wet knickers.
Upstairs I hurriedly drew the curtains and undressed. At my request Karen left her stockings and suspenders on, then laid back on the bed with her legs spread. I grabbed a couple of photos, so we had a record of her freshly fucked pussy, her cunt lips still gaping from the passage of Graham's cock and her bush matted by a mixture of her love juices and Graham's spunk.
I'm afraid the novelty of the situation was too much for me. The slick sensation of Karen's lustful pussy was one thing, but the knowledge that it was caused by another man's sperm was genuinely mind-blowing. I didn't last long, a series of thrusts, then I groaned and swore as an unstoppable orgasm overtook me and I added several jets of sperm to the load already in my wife's cunt.
* * * * *
Two weeks later
Karen turned onto her side in our bed and looked at me. I realised she was going to say something, so I turned to face her. She cupped my balls in her soft, warm hand, a move which she knows I like.
"Can I tell you something, I need to be honest with you, but please don't be angry." I simply said OK, and she paused before continuing.
"When you were out on Thursday night there was a drama on TV which showed an older man having sex with a married woman. You didn't really see much, but it made me think of that afternoon with Graham. I unbuttoned my jeans and played with myself until I came quite explosively. I don't want to have sex again with Graham, I really don't, but the thought just came into my head. I'm sorry."
I sighed and kissed my wife tenderly on the lips.
"There's no need to apologise because I need to be honest with you. I jerked myself off the other day thinking about Graham coming round here, taking you upstairs and fucking you in this bed and then it being my turn to fuck you afterwards."
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This story contains details of wife sharing, so you shouldn't read it if that offends you. It was inspired by a short piece I read about women "misbehaving" on hen nights (bachelorette party to our American friends), which in turn led to the discovery that there are an awful lot of online videos featuring ladies nights/hen nights/ bachelorette parties and male strippers. It is set in a world where sexually transmitted diseases and unwanted pregnancies aren't an issue, so please don't bother raising that point.
* * * * * * *
Looking back I wonder if any of this would have happened if it hadn't been for that minor incident with the bus. I should explain that a girls' night out involving a meal at a restaurant and a night at a hotel had been arranged for my friend Ann's fortieth birthday.
Four of us were on the way there. Ann was driving and got rather flustered with the directions. Another driver blasted their horn and pulled past her. Alarmed she swerved back in and managed to clip the rear end of the bus in front.
"What should I do?" she wailed.
"Drive on," said Diane. "They won't even have felt it."
So Ann carried on and a few minutes later we were checking into our hotel. I was sharing a room with her and it was clear she was still a bit rattled by that minor bump. We had a spa session booked in the afternoon and part way through, when Ann was well out of earshot, Diane and Jayne had a quick word with me.
"We have to arrange it so that we are all in your room at 6 o'clock. We've booked a strippagram and have arranged for him to come dressed as a police officer and to say he's there to arrest Ann for dangerous driving, failing to report an accident and leaving the scene of an accident. Then he'll strip."
My eyes widened at that. I'm the quietest one in the group and would never have thought of that. Diane is more extrovert and sometimes went on a night out with Ann. Given that Diane was divorced and Ann had complained to me about the lack of sex in her marriage, I did sometimes wonder if things happened when they were out together. Still it was a clever idea and I was intrigued to see how it was going to work out.
We had a couple of bottles of prosecco as part of the spa session, so the drinking began before we returned to our rooms. After that Diane and Jayne headed for their room, but we arranged for them to call round in an hour or so when we would open the gin and mixers we had brought with us (no thank you to the extortionate minibar prices!).
It was a bit after 5pm when Diane and Jayne appeared. Safely out of earshot, Diane confirmed that the strippagram would be arriving at about 6pm. We sat on the beds chatting freely. No doubt the alcohol helped with the lively atmosphere, though I remained very aware of the imminent arrival.
It was almost exactly 6pm when there was a knock on the door. I hurried to answer it and of course there was a handsome young "policeman" who asked if there was a Mrs Ann Harvey in the room. I smiled and let him in.
"Video footage shows that you were in collision with a passenger bus at approximately 2pm this afternoon and that you failed to stop and failed to report an accident. I have therefore to advise you that you are under arrest for dangerous driving, failing to stop and failing to report an accident." He then went on to read Ann her rights. She was stunned, absolutely speechless, even more so when he produced a pair of handcuffs, got Ann to hold her hands out and cuffed her.
"It's so hot in here", he said, taking his jacket off. "And you are such a hot lady".
He pulled his tie off and unbuttoned his shirt. Ann's eyes were bulging and then there were shrieks of delight when (courtesy of a couple of velcro fastenings) he suddenly whipped his trousers off to reveal a black leather g-string. We were helpless with laughter and Ann stared at us having realised that it was a joke strippagram.
"You bastards," she laughed. "I'll get even with you."
She was distracted by the stripper removing his g-string so that he was naked. He began to gyrate in front of Ann, took her hands (still in cuffs) and got her to cup his balls. He was now fully erect and that was a real eye opener for me as (and yes I know it sounds a bit sad) my husband's prick was the only one I had ever seen.
He moved even closer to Ann, picked up his shirt and used that as a shield so that we couldn't see what was happening. That did surprise me as I had assumed he would strip and that would be it, but I realised there was going to be more.
Ann's head moved lower and even though strictly speaking I couldn't see, it was pretty clear that she was sucking his cock. Diane reached across and pulled the shirt away. It didn't faze Ann at all, her head continued to bob up and down as she sucked on an impressive and very erect cock.
The stripper made encouraging noises, telling Ann she was doing a great job and then warned her that he was ready to cum. He pulled out, there was a brief flurry of hand movement and the first jet of sperm hit Ann's face.
Diane and Jayne shrieked with excitement, but I was stunned into silence. This was well outside my comfort zone and in truth I was shocked, but I have to be honest and say that I was also excited. I've always found an erect cock very masculine and arousing, and this guy had shaved, so there was no mistaking the pulsing of his balls when he came and the sperm splashing onto Ann's face.
* * * * * * *
"Poor Karen. Did we shock you with the stripper?" Diane asked with a laugh.
It was two hours later and we had a table at an Italian restaurant. I blushed at that remark from Diane and admitted that he'd gone further than I expected.
"I'm sorry," said Diane, "but that episode with the stripper was fantastic and I know what my perfect end to this evening would be." Of course I asked her what the perfect end would be.
"To get laid!" she laughed. "You may have a great marriage, but I'm divorced and Ann's husband isn't interested in sex, so we're going to have an epic evening."
I looked at Ann and she just shrugged. "Martin isn't interested. He's got a pretty good idea that occasionally things happen when Diane and I go out, but he doesn't ask any questions, so I don't tell him any lies. Ring Tony, tell him we're having a great time and we're about to go dancing."
The others urged me to ring him, but I just shook my head. What I couldn't tell them, was that Tony and I had already had this conversation and it had been at his instigation.
I'd sort of warned him about Diane and Ann and had been surprised when he'd urged me to enjoy the weekend and let my hair down a bit. He'd made sure that I took a little black dress for tonight and had insisted that I pack my sexiest lingerie rather than just my everyday undies. I already felt that I had his unspoken approval, but wasn't going to tell the others that. Instead I nipped to the toilets and texted home.
The others are going dancing, do you mind if I join them?
Of course not, it's a girls night out, enjoy yourself
I thought I would push things by seeing what his response would be to something a bit more suggestive.
What if I get chatted up by a hunky younger guy?
He came back immediately.
Enjoy yourself!
Looking back, my natural caution would normally have kicked in at this point, but it was a night away, the excitement of the stripper, a few drinks etc, so I decided to relax and enjoy myself.
One reason Ann and Diane had chosen our hotel was because it had a regular Saturday night disco for guests, so an hour later we were sat at a table chatting and wondering when to head for the dance floor.
It felt unfamiliar sat there as a sort of single woman (or at least one with a license to roam); not surprising really as I hadn't been in that situation for just over twenty years. Diane chivvied us all out onto the dance floor. It was still quiet at that stage but the room was filling up.
When we returned to our table two portly guys in their fifties offered to buy us all a drink. Diane quickly rebuffed them, but I could see that we were getting some admiring looks (my old skill at using my peripheral vision was getting some practise after a long spell in retirement). Diane suggested that within the next five minutes the table of men diagonally opposite us would make a move.
They took a minute or two more than that, but let's not quibble over details. The interesting thing was that there were six of them, but only four of us. I guessed they were somewhere in their thirties and that was confirmed by the guys who sat on either side of me. Apparently it was a reunion group from their university days and they were all approaching their mid thirties.
The dynamic in our group of ten was interesting and there was an unspoken, but definite tension created by the mismatch in numbers. Mike on my left was clearly competing with Andy on my other side, and I have to be honest and say that I found the attention quite flattering.
Two of the other men were in an unspoken tussle for Diane. Ann and Jayne had the attention of the other two, though I was amused to see that the gaze of one of them kept returning to Ann's ample cleavage.
I danced with both Andy and Mike and by now my inhibitions were being steadily eroded by the drinks. Both of them were inclined to let their hands wander. I didn't really let them take any liberties (I'm not going to be felt up on the dance floor!), but they both enjoyed a discrete feel of my backside.
I really hadn't a clue how this was all going to work out, but in the event it was decided by Ann. We went to the toilets and she explained that the guy who was hitting on her was a bore, so how about we invite Andy and Mike back to our room. I told her that Tony would never agree to that.
"Ring him," she urged. "Tell him we are inviting a couple of friends to our room for a nightcap".
Normally I would have done nothing of the sort, but tonight was different. I still couldn't bring myself to speak to Tony, so I tapped out a quick text.
We're going to invite a couple of friends to our room for a nightcap. Is that OK?
It was getting late so I thought Tony might have gone to bed, but I got an immediate reply.
Sure I want you to enjoy yourself. But you have to tell me all the details tomorrow xxx
My eyes widened at that and Ann demanded to know what he'd said. Impatient to know she grabbed my phone from me.
"Wow", she said. "Your husband and mine are more similar than I thought. Come on, let's get back to the boys."
I tapped out a quick reply before we headed back to the disco.
Luv you xxx
* * * * * * *
Heading up to the room was nerve wracking - I felt an odd mixture of apprehension and excitement as we went up in the elevator. I'd told Ann that, as it was her birthday, she could have her pick of the men. That might sound very generous of me, but there wasn't actually much to choose between them. They were both average height, reasonably attractive and although they were doubtless carrying a few more pounds than when they were in their twenties, neither of them was anywhere near overweight.
Although I'd had a fair bit to drink, I ought to make it clear that I wasn't drunk. Ann had put more away than I had, but she holds it better than I do. So I shouldn't give you the idea that we staggered drunkenly to our room. In fact I think my nerves transmitted themselves to the others and the conversation was stilted and awkward. The corridor leading to our room was deserted, which was a relief; I didn't like the thought of others seeing the four of us heading into a double room. The plush carpeting killed most of the sound, there was just the flash of a green light and a click as Ann's card opened the door.
Once we were in the room, Mike had the good sense to turn on the lamp in the corner and kill the main light. I don't know what I was expecting, rather naively I thought we would get a drink, but Andy simply took Ann in his arms and they kissed passionately. Mike smiled at me, moved in close and gave me a tender kiss on the lips, quickly followed by another. I guess he was testing the water, seeing how I responded, and I appreciated that because I've never liked men who are too pushy.
It was the right approach for me, if he had simply started mauling me I think I might have panicked, but he didn't, so I rewarded him with a proper kiss. At first it was just our lips, but then our tongues started to fence and I don't know about other women, but I regard that as quite intimate.
Anyway when I finally surfaced from that kiss, I was surprised to see that Andy was unzipping Ann's dress. I really hadn't thought this through and it dawned on me that I was expected to do the deed in the same room as Ann. It seemed too late to object and I decided it was easier to go with the flow.
We kissed again and Mike began to caress my backside. His next step was to feel my breasts. Then his hand slid down and began to stroke the inside of my thigh. I stiffened when he did that because he was so close to my most intimate place and very few people had touched me there. He was delighted to discover that I was wearing lace top hold-ups and commented how beautiful they felt. However they didn't detain him for very long and soon his fingertips were gliding across bare flesh until they reached my lacy panties.
He caressed between my legs and then slid his hand inside my knickers. I knew I was all wet and willing, and Mike couldn't miss the unmistakeable signal that gave.
Ann and Andy were well ahead of us. She was stood there in just her panties helping Andy to undress. Mike was clearly impatient to catch them up and turned me round and unzipped my dress. Now I could see Ann kneeling at Andy's feet and peeling his undies down. His erect cock sprang into view, Ann stroked it then took it into her mouth, drawing a very audible gasp from Andy.
Mike removed my dress and unfastened my bra. I was soon naked, Mike hurriedly undressed and by now Ann and Andy were in the bed, kissing passionately as their hands explored each other's bodies.
I think Mike and I would have taken things more slowly if it hadn't been for the urgent sounds of vigorous sex from Ann and Andy. I was curious to know what Mike's cock felt like, and if this was a work of fiction I would say it was a monster which stretched my inexperienced pussy (Tony was the only man I had had sex with!). The truth is that he felt about the same size as Tony, but absolutely rock hard. It still puzzles me about the male organ - I know it's caused by the rush of blood to the penis, but it intrigues me how it can go from being a soft, fleshy organ to a strong, masculine ramrod in a matter of seconds.
I know my husband likes having his balls caressed, so I did the same to Mike, very aware of the millions of sperm inside them and which would soon be in my married pussy. Mike moved above me and I spread my legs wider in anticipation.
His cock probed for my entrance, but his aim was off, so I reached down and guided his prick so that it was resting against my cunt lips. He leaned gently into me and slid into my depths, making me gasp with surprise and pleasure. He pulled part way out, then plunged in again and that was it - we were fucking.
I could hardly believe that after all those years of only knowing one man, suddenly here I was in a hotel room being fucked by a near stranger, while in the adjoining bed, my best friend was gasping and groaning as she received a serious fucking.
Mike's head went down and he sucked on my right breast at the same time as his hand slid under my backside, altering the angle slightly and increasing the penetration, so that he bottomed out inside me, making me groan with pleasure. He touched my cervix, so he was in up to the hilt. I love that feeling, that you are totally possessed by the man, with your two bodies almost fused into one.
I'm sure we would have lasted longer, but there was no mistaking the orgasmic sounds from the next bed. That spurred us on, Mike thrust harder and faster, I pushed back against him, then suddenly he rammed deep into me, gave an almighty groan and came.
That was so nice. The final desperate thrust and then the pulsing of his cock inside me as he fired his seed into me. We lay there gasping for a while, then Ann asked for a tissue. Andy got one and passed another to me.
I was uncertain what was going to happen next. They'd had their pleasure - would they just go or what?
In the event, Ann and Andy settled down to some touching and quiet conversation. Mike followed their lead and asked if I was OK. Before I could answer he said that it had been wonderful for him and he hoped that I had enjoyed it. He asked if I came and a bit reluctantly I said that I hadn't.
I said it reluctantly because it seemed a bit of an insult to Mike, as though I was complaining, but he'd asked and I wasn't going to lie. He apologised and said to give him a minute. I wasn't sure what he meant by that. I assumed it meant he was going to fuck me again, but it was such a long time since my husband had cum twice in one session that I'd almost forgotten that younger men can do it.
We were laid on our sides facing each other and he began to stroke my hip. A few short kisses, then a longer one, his tongue probing gently for mine. His left hand moved to my right breast and he began to caress me, telling me how nice that felt. Then he took my free hand and placed it on his cock.
It was still slightly sticky with our juices, and flaccid, but as soon as I touched it I felt it stir. I grasped the shaft and felt the vigour returning. I pumped it gently and it was soon almost fully erect. Then I did something which Tony loves - I took my nails and raked them firmly across Mike's ball sac. That made Mike gasp, but it clearly turned him on because he pushed firmly so that I was on my back and mounted me.
Now it was my turn to gasp as his prick plunged into my lustful vagina. This time we were ahead of Ann and Andy, but they soon followed our lead and the room was full of the sounds of sex.
I asked Mike to take me from behind because that is my favourite position. It's a measure of how aroused I was that I was dictating positions, because I'm naturally quite submissive and happy for the man to take the lead. I went down on all fours, Mike slid back into me and I groaned with pleasure.
Ann and Andy had copied us and it must have been quite a sight - both of us on our elbows and knees being shafted from behind. I risked a glance at Ann and god was it a sexy image! Her eyes were screwed shut, but her mouth hung open and her gasps and groans mixed with the slapping sounds as her pendulous breasts rocked in tune with Andy's thrusts.
Mike reached round and began to play with my clit. I was already hyped up, but that did it and within seconds I was shuddering my way through a massive orgasm. Mike kept thrusting, then told me to turn over. I quickly complied and he took me again. Now I wanted him to cum, so I raked my nails across his backside. He swore and began to thrust even faster.
"Do it," I urged him. "Cum in my pussy."
I couldn't resist it, I stuck my finger up his backside and it was as though I had pressed a button. He went rigid, swore repeatedly and I felt that his prick jerking and jerking inside me and the lovely warm, wet feeling as he flooded me with sperm.
* * * * * * *
It was just after 9.30 when I woke in the morning. For a moment I wondered where I was, then I remembered and hurriedly looked across at Ann. She was still asleep, but I needed the loo, so I slipped out of bed. When I returned she was stirring and I said that we needed to get moving because check out time was 11am and we had to get breakfast first.
I checked my phone and there was a text from Tony asking for an update. I replied hurriedly:-



Things happened! Full update when I get home. Be patient! Luv you xxxxx
Then I rang Diane and arranged to meet them for breakfast. When we got down the restaurant was fairly quiet and fortunately there was no sign of Mike or any of his group.
Of course we swapped notes and it turned out that Diane had spent the night in one of the men's rooms, which left Jayne in their room with another man. Diane was very upfront and unapologetic about a night of casual sex.
"If I was a man, other men would cheer me on and 100% approve, but because I'm a woman it's somehow different." She went on a bit longer, then turned and asked me what I was going to tell Tony. I hesitated, but Ann already knew the situation, so I thought it made more sense to come clean. Swearing them to secrecy, I explained that last night Tony had given me a hall pass, so on the face of it everything was OK, but I was still a bit apprehensive about what his actual reaction would be.
"I shouldn't worry about that," said Jayne with a knowing look. "He'll be all over you when you get home; I guarantee he'll want to fuck you. Google sperm competition."
* * * * * * *
Ann dropped me back home in the early afternoon. I could have invited her in for a coffee, but today wasn't the right occasion - Tony and I needed to talk. There was a frustrating delay because my neighbour was out on his drive and he saw my suitcase and asked if I had been away. So I had to give him brief details of my night away, though of course I left out all the sexy stuff.
While I was stood talking to him, I felt a liquid movement in my pussy and something wet my knickers. With a start I realised that some of Mike's sperm had been retained inside me and had finally chosen to move. That made me even more keen to get inside, so I ended the conversation with our neighbour at the first opportunity.
Tony was waiting in the kitchen for me. We looked at each other, neither of us sure what to say.
"Waiting for you has been sweet torture," Tony finally said. "The suspense has been killing me. What happened?"
"Remember you gave me a hall pass and told me to enjoy myself. Are you still OK with that?" Tony nodded in reply. I moved closer, stood on tiptoe and whispered in his ear.
"I've been fucked."
We kissed passionately and I could feel the heat of his erection pressing against my middle. When we broke I looked deep into his eyes.
"Feel my panties - they're wet with sperm." Tony thrust his hand excitedly up my skirt and felt my knickers, the damp material confirming what I'd said.
"He rode you bareback?"
"Yes."
"And you let him cum in your pussy?"
"Yes...and he came twice."
"Twice!"
Tony whirled me round and pushed me roughly down across the kitchen table. He rucked my skirt up round my waist, yanked my knickers down and positioned his cock against my cunt lips. There were no preliminaries, no warming me up and I wasn't fully lubricated, so penetration was a bit brutal, but Tony was overcome with passion and I found myself responding.
It didn't take long - a series of frantic thrusts, then a cry of triumph as he released his sperm into my pussy.
In bed that night I described the events in more detail and inevitably it led to us fucking again. Afterwards I laid there, scarcely able to believe that a couple of days ago I had only ever had sex with one man, now I had sperm from two men in my pussy, having been fucked four times in less than 24 hours.
And I didn't know what to say about the text from Diane:
It was a great trip. We should do it again sometime xxx
I had an odd feeling Tony would be happy to agree, but I had mixed emotions about a repeat. I guess I needed some time to let the dust settle and then see what I felt.
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This story includes details of wife swapping so you shouldn't read it if that bothers you.
It was my sixtieth birthday recently and inevitably there was a bit of looking back. I married Steve in 1979 and we've had a very happy, if slightly predictable, marriage. Actually that's a bit unfair because there was a surprising episode earlier in our marriage.
It was back in 1985 and we had a dinner party involving three other couples round at our house. We were all in our late twenties or early to mid-thirties. My husband Steve's new pride and joy (or alternatively his latest toy) was sat on a small desk in the corner of our lounge. Home computers were just starting to appear and Steve was a bit of an enthusiast. All the men were interested in it, so later in the evening, after the meal, it was booted up and we wives rolled our eyes at their geeky enthusiasm. Graham used a computer at his firm, so he had a play with it to see how it compared.
"That looks interesting!" he suddenly exclaimed. Steve shot a look at me with a mixture of amusement and embarrassment. At first I was puzzled and then the penny dropped. Graham's wife Diane realised something was amiss and asked him what he meant.
"There's a programme on here called Stripper."
All eyes were on me and I could feel myself blushing as I explained that it was just a silly game which we had played. Of course they wanted more details and I told them that it was something we had done on a Saturday night when watching a movie together. Red faced I explained that Steve would list all my clothes on the computer and every so often the computer would choose an item and I would remove it.
It would be a random choice, so the very first item I lost might simply be a shoe or it could be my panties. Steve chipped in and said that it was surprisingly sexy to have me sat next to him in a state of partial undress and with what I removed next being dictated by a machine.
"Let's give it a go," said Robert with a glance at his wife Carole.
"I'm not doing it on my own!" I exclaimed, which prompted Steve to say that it could easily be set up to work with four different people; so it was clear he was in favour.
"You'd all object to your wives playing," I said weakly, though the looks on the faces of the men told a different story.
"Not me," said Graham and David simply nodded his agreement. I looked at David's wife Jayne who was probably the most inhibited of the four of us, but before she could say anything Carole said "I'm up for it if the others are, it's time we were a bit naughty". Diane was easily persuaded and to my surprise Jayne nodded reluctantly after David had whispered in her ear. I could hardly back down on my own. Steve said he would change the programme so it worked on all four of us.
While he did that, we nipped upstairs to prepare ourselves and to make sure we were all wearing the same things: skirt, blouse, bra, panties and shoes. Five items in all.
When we returned downstairs the men had turned the lights down and put on some music and the computer screen glowed blankly in the corner.
"About five minutes to the first round," said Steve, and he explained that the machine would choose four garments each time, which would be picked at random and need not be one from each of us. It would allow us to keep four items between us, but not necessarily one each. So some of us might end up with one or two items, and others with none.
We tried to fill the next few minutes with small talk, but it was really awkward. I'm sure the others were thinking the same as me - in a few minutes we were expected to strip for a small group of men. I should explain that I am quite conservative and this was well outside my comfort zone.
Both Diane and Carole seemed surprisingly relaxed, in contrast Jayne looked quite tense. I put that down to her shy, introverted nature, though I did wonder if she was concerned at revealing how flat chested she was. Fortunately I didn't have any qualms on that point. I've always been secretly quite proud of my 36D bust and Steve has always said that I've got fabulous tits and how he loves my rose pink areola and prominent nipples.
There was a beep which made me jump, and the message on the screen read:
KAREN: BRA DIANE: SHOES JAYNE: BLOUSE KAREN: PANTIES
The first round was a disaster for me, but nobody would listen to my protests. So after a bit of a struggle I managed to remove my bra without unbuttoning my blouse and then reached under my skirt and removed my panties while being careful not to reveal anything.
"Let's hope it's Karen's skirt next time," said David, and I blushed again because I knew it might be. We sat around talking for a bit, but the tension was mounting. Another beep and the screen read:
JAYNE: SHOES CAROLE: BRA DIANE: BLOUSE KAREN: SHOES
Thankfully the second round was kinder to me. The men enjoyed watching Diane remove her blouse to reveal a lacy white bra. Carole had a few awkward moments getting her bra off without undoing her blouse, and I was still feeling very vulnerable.
Steve had set it so there were ten minutes between rounds and this time Robert suggested that we should dance while we waited, swapping dance partner each time a song finished. No one objected, certainly none of the men; I think they were only too keen to get their hands on women who were partially undressed. More to the point they were getting their hands on an unfamiliar woman and that must have been a turn on. I know that when I was shuffling round with David he held me close to him and my braless state must have meant that he could feel the soft, but firm warmth of my breasts pressing against him. I could certainly feel his erection pressing against my middle, he wasn't being crude and rubbing it against me, but I couldn't help but notice it. Oddly enough it reminded me of teenage discos and dancing with boys.
Another beep interrupted my thoughts.
DIANE: BRA JAYNE: BRA DIANE: SKIRT KAREN: SKIRT
Jayne managed to remove her bra a bit more smoothly than Carole and I had done. Diane coolly removed her skirt revealing lacy white panties and then unfastened her bra and slipped it off. She had average sized breasts and I noticed that her nipples were very erect, which definitely wasn't down to the room temperature.
When Diane had finished the men all looked at me. "The skirt, Karen," said Robert.
"But I haven't anything on underneath."
"I know. Take if off!"
My fingers trembled as I undid the zip, unbuttoned the waistband, and.....let go. My skirt slid to the floor and I stepped out, trying my best to look dignified in just bra and shoes. I felt very naked and very sexy, a feeling heightened because, although Diane was topless, the other two were still decently covered. I was a popular dancing partner for the next ten minutes.
The room was lit by a single lamp in the corner and the subdued lighting encouraged the men to let their hands roam. Ten minutes was long enough for me to dance with all the men in turn and all of them tried to touch me up. I felt extremely self-conscious and was hugely aware that my love juices were in full flow. If I had let them I think they would have all have felt my pussy, but I didn't want them to discover how wet I was, so I made them settle for squeezing my backside and a brief feel of my breasts.
It was clear the others were doing things, though no one was becoming really intimate. I noticed Steve having a feel of Jayne's backside and Graham had a good grope at Carole who seemed to be responding.
There was another round to go on the computer and I wondered where this was going to end. Carole looked quite smug as she had a reasonable chance of surviving without really revealing anything.
Beep! The green lettering glowed eerily on the computer screen in the corner.
JAYNE: SKIRT CAROLE:SKIRT CAROLE: PANTIES KAREN: BLOUSE
That wiped the smile off Carole's face and all eyes were on her as she slipped her skirt off to reveal a skimpy pair of red panties, then she pushed her thumbs into the waistband and peeled them down.
While she did that I slipped my blouse off and stood there completely naked. I tried to look calm and relaxed, but the truth was that my heart was beating at a hundred miles an hour and I felt deeply self-conscious.
"Why don't we swap partners?" suggested Robert. No one said anything, Robert gave us all a questioning look, but there was still no response so he smiled and said "OK, get ready, lights off for the final session."
He reached across and turned the lamp off. At first the room seemed dark, but there was still some stray light entering where the curtains hadn't been pulled quite shut and my eyes soon adjusted. I was stood near Graham who pulled me to him and began to kiss me passionately. He felt my breasts, then his hand slid down, across my pubic mound and into the cleft between my legs. I parted my legs in an obvious gesture of encouragement. First he slid one finger, then another into my pouting vagina. I was embarrassed by the very liquid sounds it was making, but I was powerless to stop him.
I was also aware of other sounds in the room. Then I saw David sit in one of the armchairs, Carole straddled him, then she gasped "Oh yes" and that was it - it was very obvious they were fucking.
A chain reaction was inevitable and suddenly the room was full of the sounds of sex. Graham pulled me down onto the floor and I cried out as the full length of his hot, hard cock speared into my lustful vagina. The excitement was too much for both of us. I must have been very wound up because I orgasmed very quickly and that pushed Graham over the edge. His body locked tight and I was aware of his cock pulsing inside me as he filled my cunt with sperm.
It was all over as quickly as it had started. We all got dressed rather sheepishly, unsure how to deal with the passion which had been released. The girls took it in turns to go to the loo and "tidy themselves up", though if they were like me it was really a case of dabbing up the excess sperm leaking from their pussy.
When everyone had gone Steve and I did some half-hearted tidying up then decided to leave the rest for the morning. In the bedroom Steve was all over me and pulled me to into bed.
"Sorry, but I really need to fuck you."
I spread my legs and he thrust into me, penetration made easy by my love juices and Graham's sperm still swimming around inside me. This was the first time in years that Steve had been up for it twice in one night, so it was obvious that he was very aroused. It was equally obvious that it wasn't my charms which had done the trick, it was the events downstairs. Put bluntly I wondered if what turned him on so much was the fact that the cunt he was now fucking had just been enjoyed by another man.
I asked him whether he was still excited by the events downstairs. He admitted that was the case, but said that any red blooded male would have found it arousing.
"It was so unplanned and so fucking sexy. Admit it, you were just as turned on. It was exciting wasn't it? You fucked Graham didn't you? What was it like? Did he make you cum?"
So many questions! I answered them truthfully - I had enjoyed it and yes he had made me cum. I immediately asked him the same questions. He had been with Jayne and I had to smile when he made a mild complaint about her small tits, though he then went on to say that her slim build meant she had a lovely tight pussy. He said the excitement had been too much for him and he had cum very quickly, he thought Jayne came but he wasn't sure.
This sexy talk was too much for me and I climaxed again, which encouraged Steve to thrust harder and faster until he groaned and fired several bursts of sperm into my willing pussy.
He rolled off me and my final thought before sleep claimed me was that for the first time in my life I had sperm from two men in my pussy.
* * * * * * * * * *
Carole, Jayne, Diane and I met for a coffee two weeks later. We had chosen a quiet corner in the coffee shop at our local garden centre as it was obvious what the main topic of conversation was going to be.
After a bit of small talk I asked the others what they felt about that evening. I'm not really sure why, but because it had been at our house I felt at least partly responsible. There was a pause and then Jayne spoke up.
"I feel a bit ashamed about acting in that way, but if I'm honest it was exciting and I did enjoy it."
"Thank goodness," said Diane. "That's exactly how I feel." Carole nodded in agreement.
"That's interesting," I said. "Because Steve has suggested we do it again, only this time he says he can spice it up by including a sexy forfeit in each round."
"And what exactly does a sexy forfeit involve?" said Carole with a wry smile.
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This story will make more sense if you have read the first part where an early home computer (the story is set in 1985) and a computer game called Stripper leads to an unexpected wife swapping session for four couples. Several weeks later a second outing for the Stripper game is planned.
It goes without saying that the story contains details of wife swapping, so you shouldn't read it if that offends you.
The couples involved are: Karen and Steve (the main narrator), Diane and Graham, Robert and Carole, and Jayne and David.
*********************************
"Are we all agreed that we want this next session to be a full swap and that the aim is to have a new partner, not our own wives or the one from the last session?"
I looked round the pub table at the three men sat there and got nods of agreement. David spoke up.
"That computer game worked amazingly well last time. I never imagined Jayne would be up for swapping, but it definitely worked the trick. She's willing to have another go at Stripper, but I know she is a bit concerned about a forfeit in each round. What have you got planned for that?"
Graham laughed and suggested that I program the game so that Jayne had to give him a blowjob in front of everyone. David frowned and I knew straightaway what he was thinking.
"Actually, I think that might just scare her off," I said. "It could be going too far, too fast. Better to start gently and ease our way in."
Graham shrugged. "OK, what do you suggest?"
*********************************
"Don't worry," said Karen to the other wives. "We'll tell our husbands that the 22nd at our house is agreed. We'll all wear six items each - blouse, bra, skirt, panties, stockings and shoes and he's to program the Stripper game for that. This time there will be a forfeit in each round, Steve said he won't say in advance what they will be, that would spoil the fun, but he's promised they won't be outrageous."
There was silence for a moment and then Diane said it was fine by her. Karen looked at Carole and Jayne. Carole nodded her agreement and after a brief hesitation Jayne also nodded.
********************************
I watched appreciatively as Karen smoothed her stockings across her thighs. There was a thoughtful look on her face and it occurred to me that she might be thinking the same as me - that later this evening those stockings would be revealed for the benefit of another man.
Everyone turned up on time and the women were all dressed tastefully, but in a way which emphasised their sex appeal. The first time we had played Stripper I had ended up having sex with Jayne. Tonight she had chosen a red miniskirt which emphasised her slim build and shapely legs. I said hello to her husband David and we exchanged a knowing look which acknowledged the significance of tonight for both of us. Graham and Diane arrived soon after and were quickly followed by Rob and Carole.
If all went to plan then by the end of tonight I would have had sex with either Diane or Carole. Diane was tall, with shortish, dark hair and a trim figure. Karen said Diane was the best looking of the wives, but whilst admitting she was good looking, I was sure that Karen's beautiful face, long, dark curly hair and fabulous bust all spoke in her favour. Admittedly as her husband I was a bit biased.
Carole was the shortest of the wives, though not really that short - maybe about five foot three. Her blonde hair was cut in a bob and she had prominent hips, but rather small breasts. I had a feeling that given another ten years she would be carrying too much weight, but for now she was fine.
Anyway if there was a pecking order, then Karen and Diane were the two best looking wives, with Carole and Jayne second. I shouldn't give the impression that Carole and Jayne were plain - they were both very attractive.
As far as the husbands went, there was similar order. False modesty aside, Graham and I were the better looking ones, followed by Rob and David. One point in our favour was that we were all in reasonable shape; thankfully there were no beer bellies.
We settled down in the lounge, everyone had a drink and the lights were turned down low to set the right mood. Graham was the most confident character (a bit too confident for my liking) and immediately nodded towards the computer in the corner and asked if everything was set up.
I said it was, but there was no rush, we had the whole evening and could take our time. As a group we got on well and the conversation flowed, perhaps fuelled by the alcohol. I did notice that our wives were drinking slightly more than usual and I wondered if that was to give them a bit of Dutch courage. I knew that Karen was trying to hide her nerves about tonight (she was quite inexperienced sexually) and the wine was probably an aid to lowering her inhibitions.
It was approaching ten o'clock when Graham caught my eye and raised his eyebrow. I knew he meant that it was time for the main event and I'd been thinking that way myself. It was time to say something and I felt a thrill of excitement about what was about to happen. On the surface ours was a perfectly normal and respectable life on a rather ordinary suburban housing estate, but if all went to plan then in a short while each of these women would be in one of the bedrooms, with their legs spread and an unfamiliar cock pounding their married pussy.
"If everyone is ready, I will boot up the computer and we will start the main event". I looked round the room and there was no dissent - Karen and Diane looked quite calm, Carole gave a quiet smile and Jayne (ever modest) blushed and looked away.
I powered up the computer and there was a wait while it booted up. This was 1985 and computers were slower back then, but eventually the Stripper program was loaded. We had a selection of slow dance numbers playing in the background. The computer beeped and the first round flashed up.
DIANE: BRA. JAYNE: BRA. KAREN: STOCKINGS. CAROLE: FRENCH KISS SOMEONE FOR 30 SECONDS.
We had agreed that the women would take it in turns to stand up, remove an item and then return to their husband. Diane was first up and managed to remove her lacy black bra without taking her blouse off. Jayne had a bit more of a struggle, but managed the same. I watched appreciatively as Karen walked to the centre of the floor, calmly smoothed both her hold up stockings off and dropped them at the side of the room.
Now it was Carole's turn to perform her forfeit and she asked whether she had a choice of who she could kiss. Of course I said yes, to which she replied that as I was the host it was only fair if she chose me. Graham suggested that she should sit on my lap. She walked across, sat on my lap and we kissed to a few cheers whilst Graham announced the time every five seconds. Thirty seconds passed very quickly and Carole gave me a slightly flirtatious look as we parted. I glanced at Karen and she just gave me a mildly amused look.
The next round moved things along nicely.
JAYNE: SHOES. DIANE: PANTIES. DIANE: BLOUSE. KAREN: BLINDFOLDED YOU HAVE TO FEEL THE BULGE OF ONE OF THE MEN AND GUESS WHO IT IS.
Jayne didn't bother to stand up, she simply slipped her shoes off and pushed them to one side. Diane had drawn the short straw and had two items to remove. She stood rather self-consciously in the middle of the room, reached under her skirt and carefully removed her panties. We got a tantalising glimpse of stocking tops, but nothing else. Her panties were tossed carelessly to one side and then she calmly unbuttoned her blouse and took that off. This confirmed what I already knew - she wasn't particularly busty, perhaps B cup, but very nice. And there was a chance that I would shortly have full access to them.
Karen looked at me and asked how her forfeit was supposed to work. I produced a blindfold from my pocket and slipped it over her eyes. Then, as Carole had done the last forfeit, I asked her to choose a husband for Karen to inspect. She smiled at Rob, asked him to stand up, then guided Karen so that her hands touched the crotch of Rob's trousers. Karen's touch was quite light and cautious at first, then she pressed more firmly and the dim lighting couldn't hide Rob's obvious (and understandable) erection.
Satisfied that she had felt enough, Karen said it was David, which was greeted with cheers. She whipped the blindfold off and laughed when she saw it was Rob. David said that as she had got it wrong she would have to do another forfeit. Karen laughed and surprised me by kissing Rob and giving his crotch a quick squeeze. That was greeted with even more cheers; I joined in, pleased that my conservative wife was entering into the spirit of the evening.
The computer picked clothing at random and that became obvious at the next round, as not a single skirt had been removed, but more panties were now discarded.
JAYNE: STOCKINGS. JAYNE: PANTIES. CAROLE: PANTIES. DIANE: GRIND YOUR BOTTOM AGAINST THE MAN OF YOUR CHOICE.
Jayne stood up, peeled her stockings off, then reached under her skirt and produced a pair of lacy red panties. She'd had red panties on the first time we had played this game and that evening had ended with me pumping sperm into her tight pussy. I wouldn't get the benefit of that tonight, but I was sure that whoever did would enjoy themselves.
Carole was next up and wasn't as careful with how much she revealed. Perhaps that was down to the drink, though probably it had more to do with her relatively extrovert nature. Anyway we got a quick glimpse of a blonde bush and the hard on I was nursing became even more intense.
Now Diane stood up and looked round the room. She told David to come and stand behind her, and then proceeded to rub her backside against his crotch. He was clearly loving it and gripped Diane's hips to maximise the contact between them.
I had figured that four rounds was enough on this occasion, so the next one was the final one. I'd told the women that the choices were completely random, but that wasn't completely true. I'd cheated and written the program so that each wife got a forfeit and I'd tailored the last one specifically for Jayne.
KAREN: SKIRT. CAROLE: SHOES. CAROLE: SKIRT. JAYNE: HAVE YOUR BOTTOM SPANKED BY THE MAN OF YOUR CHOICE.
A few months back David said something about Jayne's lovely pert bottom. Graham had made a comment about it being very spankable and David simply smiled in reply. So in a quiet moment in the pub I asked David if he would mind if I included spanking in the forfeits with the express intention that Jayne would be on the receiving end. He said that was OK. I reminded him that it probably wouldn't be him doing the spanking, but he said that was fine. David and I get along well and although we don't normally swap bedroom gossip, he confirmed that he had spanked Jayne on several occasions and she was normally a happy participant.
I watched Karen unzip her skirt and throw it to one side, revealing a luscious pair of black and red panties. Then Carole moved centre stage, kicked her shoes off, unzipped her skirt and revealed a rather sparse blonde bush. I couldn't help but notice that she was much less furry than my wife.
Before Jayne stood up, David whispered in her ear, she paused for a second then gave a quick nod. I became aware of just how fast my heart was beating and realised that I wanted to be the one she chose, so my disappointment was intense when she picked Graham.
A chair was moved into the centre of the floor, Graham sat down and Jayne draped herself across his lap. He rucked her skirt up round her waist, I half expected Jayne to object to that, but she didn't say anything. Of course she had taken her panties off earlier, so her bare bottom was exposed.
Graham raised his hand, then it clattered down onto Jayne's backside, drawing a muffled gasp from her. The third blow drew a yelp from her and the fourth blow made her squeal. I suddenly became aware that Karen was gripping my hand with vivid intensity, her nails digging into my flesh. I can't deny that I was very jealous of Graham who was enjoying an unfamiliar woman wriggling and squirming on his lap while he spanked her.
Six smacks had been agreed and when the final one was delivered, Jayne gasped and put her palms flat on the floor. Graham's hand traced lightly across her backside and I strained to see as his fingertips seemed to make the lightest of contact with her pussy. A shiver passed through Jayne, but then she slid onto the floor and knelt there, modestly pulling her skirt back into place. The atmosphere was drenched with sexuality and I knew it was time to make a move. I suggested that we take the action to the bedrooms, each woman having been allocated a separate one.
"Jayne, why don't you go with Graham. Karen would you go with Rob, which leaves Diane with David and me with Carole." We hadn't pre-agreed partners, but we had agreed that everyone would be with someone new, so what I suggested made sense.
We all stood up and Karen made the first move, taking Rob by the hand and leading him towards the stairs. Seeing her panty clad backside disappear through the doorway, made me realise just how extraordinary this was; a few months ago I would have said there was no chance of anything like this happening, but here we were.
Our house had four bedrooms, so there were enough, but it did mean that Rob would be making love to my wife in our marital bed and I had mixed emotions about that - apprehension about what was going to happen, but also excitement about what was going to happen.
It was a bit of a procession as we all headed upstairs. I was with Carole who was almost naked from the waist down, but I was somewhat distracted by following Jayne, the pink blush to her bottom just visible in the discreet lighting.
Carole and I went into the bedroom we had been allocated and I closed the door gently behind us. I was going to be the gentleman and ask her if I could kiss her, but she clearly wasn't bothered about formalities and started to kiss me enthusiastically. My hand moved instinctively to her breasts and I enjoyed the soft, firm weight with the tip coming up hard beneath my fingers.
Fumbling with the fastening to my jeans, Carole made it clear that she wasn't going to hang around. I reached between her thighs and, as she had lost her skirt and panties earlier, there was no obstacle to my exploration. She moaned as I slid a finger into her.
"Let's get into bed," she gasped. We undressed hurriedly, pulled the quilt to one side and jumped into bed. We lay on our sides facing each other, kissing, but I assume I'm a typical male, in that I had a strong desire to suck her breasts. My head went down and I nuzzled at her. Yes she had noticeably smaller breasts than my wife, but they were still perfect.
At the same time my hand worked busily between her legs, which she had spread eagerly. She reached across grasped my penis and pulled me towards her. She rolled slightly to one side and immediately I was on top of her and between her legs. Her hand guided me to my destination and, managing to restrain myself from a wild thrust, I probed gently at her vagina, then sank easily into her velvet depths, a delicious soft moan issuing from her lips.
Not surprisingly the novelty of the situation got to me and I could feel the pressure starting to build, so I switched position to a more relaxed one where we were both laid on our sides. We kissed again and it was clear that Carole was an enthusiastic participant with no reservations about swapping partners. Once more I nuzzled at her breasts and it wasn't loud, but I could hear the unmistakeable sounds of Diane and David in the next bedroom.
Some sound leakage between the rooms was inevitable and in fact Karen had said that she didn't want me in the bedroom next to her, because she didn't want me to hear the sound of her making love and vice versa.
Anyway hearing those sounds was a reminder of the rampant sexual activity in our house and I had a vivid mental picture of Rob thrusting enthusiastically between my wife's thighs.
It was all too much for me, I rolled Carole onto her back, grabbed her ankles and put them on my shoulders. I love that position because penetration is so deep and Carole's eyes widened as I rammed into her. In fact she lay there surprisingly passive for a woman who had been so noisy and enthusiastic a minute ago. Then she said it.
"Do it, cum in me."
I would have liked to have lasted longer, but I was helpless against those words from another man's wife.
"What...what do you want?"
"Do it. Cum in my pussy. Please."
I groaned, gave a final brutal thrust and almost blacked out as I pumped several bursts of sperm into her willing cunt.
I collapsed on top of her and lay there for several seconds before rolling off. Laid on my back I got a bit of a surprise when Carole cuddled up to me, then reached out and cupped my balls.
"That was nice," she said. "But I didn't cum. Do you think you can go again?" That did surprise me, but she continued before I had time to reply. "Karen says you're good in bed, so it would be nice to have some more."
I was very surprised by that. Karen is conservative and a bit strait-laced and I'd never imagined her swapping bedroom secrets with her friends. I said as much to Carole.
"Oh, don't worry, she didn't really say much. The four of us were out one night, we'd had a few drinks and sex got a mention. Karen's contribution was to say that you were forever touching her bum and bust, and she went on to say that you had a nice prick and knew how to use it."
My "nice prick" perked up at that and Carole giggled appreciatively. I moved above her.
"Well Carole, I must admit it's a while since I've cum twice in one session, but for you I'm more than happy to try."
I rolled on top of her and she squealed as the full length of my prick speared into her very wet pussy.
********************************
Our "seconds" meant that we were the last couple to return to the lounge and I got a very knowing look from Karen. After we had said goodbye to the others she told me that sat in the lounge they could hear the sounds of Carole and I fucking in the bedroom above. I apologised, but said that Carole had been very keen.
"I think Carole has taken a bit of a shine to you," said Karen with just a hint of edge.
I shook my head. "That's just Carole, she's a bit more extrovert than you. Anyway," I said, changing the subject. "How was it with Rob?"
"I'm pretty certain he was happy. He kept going on about my tits and how fabulous they were." I had to smile at that. Rob's a nice guy, but I've got the impression that his sexual experience is quite limited and Karen's 36Ds must have been quite a contrast to Carole's small breasts.
"But he made you cum didn't he?"
Yes he made me cum, then he came." She took my hand and guided it between her legs, to the gusset of her panties which were soaked with Rob's sperm.
"Take me upstairs and I'll tell you all about it."



        