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Vacation Hotwife

Cucked by My Wife and Her Surfer Boyfriend







“What the damn hell?” Piper and I cursed in unison.

My wife and I were celebrating our twentieth anniversary. We were married at twenty-one with a baby on the way. Now that our son was grown up and off at college, we were taking advantage of the opportunity to be a little more intrepid. For this trip, we were trekking to Thailand. Piper found a camp site on a small private beach. The plan was to stay there for a week just soaking up the sun, reading, and making love before spending another week exploring other parts of the country. Piper and I had never had a real honeymoon, so the cove sounded like the perfect romantic getaway.

It took a full day and a half of travel to get to the cove from our home in the States. The anticipation of finally reaching our destination was quashed when we saw that the cove housed not one, but four huts spaced only about ten yards apart. The marketing material had led us to assume that we would be the only ones there. We pulled in and parked. There was only one other vehicle that I could see. I didn’t see any sign of other people until Piper pointed out a trio of surfers in the water.

Piper and I walked to the beach. We managed to get their attention and waved them in.

One of them reached us before the others. He was tall with weathered blonde hair and looked to be around twenty. None of them had an ounce of fat on them. “Hey bruh, what’s happening?”

“Hey,” I replied. I couldn’t bring myself to say “bruh.” “Are you guys staying here, too?” I motioned to the huts behind us.

“Yeah, man.”

“We thought there was going to be only one hut,” I explained.

“Nah, bruh. There’s four,” he said, stating the obvious.

“Quatro,” one of the others chimed in.

The first guy continued. “There were supposed to be four of us on this trip, but Charlie had to cancel. That’s probably what happened.”

It still felt like we got conned, but there was nothing I could do about it. “I guess,” I relented and extended my hand. “I’m Oliver and this is my wife, Piper.”

“Piper,” the second one chimed again, being not so subtle about checking out my wife.

The alpha shook my hand. “I’m Phineas. People call me Finn. That’s Timothy and that’s Mick.”

“Nice to meet you guys. Listen, we’re pretty beat from the trip. Which one is ours,” I asked.

Finn pointed to the last one in the row. Piper and I thanked our beach mates and headed for our hut, to take a much-needed nap.  The huts were nice. Each was fronted with a sliding glass door, so you could look out at the ocean from your bed if you chose to leave the blinds open. There was a small bathroom in each hut, but there was a communal shower set back from the huts.  The huts had electricity, but only enough to power a small refrigerator, a few lamps and an outlet, presumably for charging electronics.  I guessed the electricity was somehow solar generated, but I didn’t really care at that point. Piper and I didn’t bother unpacking before lying down.

When I woke up, it was the next morning. I wasn’t surprised I had slept so long. The trip had really taken it out of me. I couldn’t sleep on planes like Piper.  Plus, Piper was a night owl. I was an early bird. It worked well for us. I had mornings to myself. She had the nights. We met in the middle.

I went to the bathroom and saw one of Piper’s swimsuits drying on a hook. When I came out, I noticed that she was sleeping naked. I made a mental note to make sure to keep the blinds closed so our new friends didn’t get a peek at more than they bargained for.  I slid open the door as quietly as I could and made my way outside.  Finn was sitting on one of the makeshift benches that encircled a firepit.

“Good morning,” I announced myself, coming up behind him. 

“Hey, it’s Oliver,” Finn smiled and offered me a mango.  “Your wife’s a cool lady, man.”

“Really?” I said, surprised.

“Yeah, dude. She’s a good hang. We took her out last night, amongst the waves and the stars. It was rad.”

“The three of you?”

“Yeah, man.” Finn picked up on my concern. “Don’t worry. We were total gentleman.”  Then he seemed to become self-conscious that I might be insulted they didn’t try anything with my wife. “I mean, not that your wife’s not hot. She’s smokin’. We’re just, you know, respectful.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that,” I chuckled. It was clear that Finn was a good-hearted young man. 

By the time Piper woke up, I had eaten breakfast, taken a swim in the ocean, and showered. I’d also spent a while watching Finn et al surf and getting to know them a little bit.  They were a lot smarter than I had given them credit for based on our first meeting.  Finn and Timothy (not Tim or Timmy) had known each other since second grade. They met Mick in college, their freshman year.  And it turned out that they went to school only about an hour away from us in the States. 

Piper emerged from our hut in cutoffs and a t-shirt. The boys and I were sitting on the benches having lunch.  She greeted us with a smile and a “Good morning, boys.”

“Good morning,” they all replied.

“Piper,” Timothy sang rhetorically in his stoner voice. Mick let out a wolf howl. Everyone other than me, including Piper, chuckled. Piper had obviously developed a rapport and an inside joke or two with our new friends. After lunch, Piper and I took a hike in the woods along the beach. 

I asked the obvious question. “So, what exactly did I miss last night?”

Piper smiled. “Oh, it was amazing. They have a spare surfboard. We all went out and floated in the ocean, looking up at the moon and the stars. It was amazing.”

“Finn made sure to tell me that they were all complete gentlemen,” I teased. “He also said you were ‘smokin hot’, in case you were wondering.”

“They’re good boys. I got some looks, but no one laid a hand on me,” Piper assured. “You know what they told me, though?”

“What?”

“They said that usually, when they do that, they all jerk off looking up at the night sky.” Piper looked at me, mimicking disbelief. “Can you believe that?”

“A group of twenty-year-olds jerking off? Yes, I can believe it. Sounds like you ruined their party.”

“Well, it was still fun,” Piper defended herself.  “And who says they didn’t jerk off after I left. I did notice a bulge or two.”

“I thought they were the ones looking at you? Sounds like you were doing some looking of your own, young lady.”

Piper started blushing. “Hey, there’s nothing wrong with looking. You would, too, if you were surrounded by a bunch of young female co-eds with hot bodies.”

Piper and I had made it a good distance from the huts by that point. Far enough to have some privacy.

“Yeah? You like their hot bodies?”

Piper could tell by my tone that I wasn’t joking anymore. I was getting horny.

“Maybe. Why? Do you like that they were checking out your wife?”

“Maybe.” I moved closer and took Piper in my arms and kissed her. “I bet you loved that they were hard for you.”

Piper pushed down my shorts and took my cock in her hand. I unbuttoned her cutoffs and pushed them down in turn, rubbing between her legs. Piper and I had twenty years of practice at getting each other aroused. It wasn’t long before she turned around and balanced herself against a tree, presenting herself for me to fuck.

I took her hip in hand and slid myself inside her warm pussy. “Sorry I’m not one of your young admirers. I guess you’ll have to settle for your husband,” I teased as I slowly started fucking her.

Piper bucked back against me. “It’s alright. You’ll do,” she smiled. I could tell she was enjoying herself more than usual. Piper loved having sex in nature. I, on the other hand, was wishing we were in a cozy bed. My knee was starting to hurt. Don't get me wrong, I was enjoying myself. Piper had really taken care of herself. She'd spent the last several years working out and studying martial arts. She had the body of a 25-year-old. I was indeed a lucky man. So, even though my knee hurt, looking down at her tight ass as I fucked her could not be described as a hardship. I ignored the pain as Piper and I fucked each other harder and harder until we were both groaning and ready to come. She looked so sexy with her cut offs pulled down to her thighs. Piper was lost in the moment looking down at the ground slamming back into me getting herself off.

“Fuck me!” she groaned.

I happily obliged. I was doing my best not to come so she could get off before I was done but it was going be close. Finally, with a loud moan, she came on my cock. Satisfied that she was satisfied, I pulled out and jerked myself onto the ground. We didn't have any way to clean up, so I didn't want to get any messier than necessary. With age comes wisdom. Having been married for 20 years, we high fived and both unceremoniously pulled our pants back up. We agreed it would be nice to head back to camp for a dip in the ocean before dinner.

The surfers joined us for dinner around the fire pit.  Mick and Timothy announced they were going to make the trek into town for some nightlife and invited us to join. Piper and I declined. We were enjoying the peace and relative solitude of the beach.  Finn said he was going to spend the night taking photographs. Apparently, that was his major in school. He had quite a nice camera with lots of gizmos that made no sense to me. Piper had a passing interest in photography and seemed to understand most of it. 

After sunset, Mick and Timothy left for town, leaving just Piper, Finn, and I. We had a few drinks and talked until I was tired and ready for bed. Piper walked me to our hut to say goodnight.

“Have fun with your boyfriend,” I joked. I had teased Piper relentlessly for years about all our son’s friends who obviously had crushes on her.  She was a MILF if ever there was one and I took great pleasure in making fun of her for it. 

“Ha ha,” she smiled. She was used to it. 

Piper kissed me and closed the sliding glass door behind her as she left. I closed the blinds and laid down. Hearing the waves crashing in the distance, it didn’t take long at all for me to drift off into a deep sleep.

I woke up in the middle of the night or rather, I was woken up. Piper’s mouth was latched onto my cock. I was hard. Piper was shaking me with one hand, using her other to aid in her libidinous pursuit.

“What the fuck?” I mumbled, coming to.

“I need you to fuck me!” she whispered urgently, wasting no time straddling me. 

I had absolutely no clue what was happening. “Piper, what’s going on? Are you okay?”

“Shut up and fuck me,” she demanded, sliding down my cock. “Oh, fuck yes!”

“What is happening,” I begged.

“I needed you to fuck me or I was going to fuck him,” she answered plainly, grinding on me like she was on a mission.

“Fuck who?”

“Finn.”

“But…,” I tried to ask, but was silence.

“Just shut up and fuck me!” she ordered.

I hadn’t seen Piper this horny in years. It was a serious turn-on to see her so riled up. At that point, an explanation could wait. I just held on for the ride. Piper alternated slamming up and down on my cock and grinding against me. Other than for the sake of our wedding vows, I don’t think it mattered who I was at that point. I was merely being used as a masturbatory aid.  And she wasn’t thinking about me. Her eyes were closed and was obviously unaware she was mouthing “Finn” as she fucked me.

“Yes! Yes!” Piper cried as she started to orgasm. “Fuck me! Fuck me!” Her body shook and she collapsed onto my chest, out of breath with my cock still hard inside of her. I tried to slowly fuck her, but was shooed away. “Give me a minute, babe.  I’ll finish you off, just give me a sec.”

Piper slid to my side, leaving me to jerk myself slowly while I waited. “Piper, what the hell is going on?”

“I’ll tell you, but you have to promise not to get mad, okay?”

“Okay, fine,” I agreed impatiently.

“We didn’t do anything. I promise. I never touched him.”

I was lost. “What are you talking about?”

Piper started relaying the events that explained what had just happened. “Okay. Finn was showing me how to use his camera. We were taking pictures of the moon and the ocean and stuff. Then he took a picture of me and told me how beautiful I looked. Like, he made a big deal of it. But he didn’t mean anything by it, Oliver. I promise. He showed me the picture of me standing in my bikini in the moonlight. It looked amazing. I hadn’t felt that pretty in years. Hell, probably not since I was his age. I started posing for him. I couldn’t get over how good I looked in the photos. It made me feel young again. I wanted more. I started posing more and more sexy. It wasn’t Finn, baby. It was me. Here, look. He put the pictures on my phone.” Piper grabbed her phone and started scrolling through the photos, holding it so I could see. My hands were otherwise occupied.

“Wow,” I exclaimed.  Piper was right. She looked absolutely amazing. Her skin was some tantalizing, sexy shade of blue in the moonlight. Her skin sparkled from little bits of sand scattered randomly along her busty frame. The shape of her body was outlined in the sky behind her, dotted with stars. I had never seen her look so sexy, even when she was young. The photos were genuinely remarkable.

I had been stroking my cock unconsciously the whole time Piper had been speaking. Piper paused scrolling the photos, bringing my activity below the equator back into awareness. 

“See?” Piper asked, looking for reassurance that I understood so far.

“Yeah, I get it.” I felt a little weird masturbating at this point, but Piper started scrolling through the photos again, each of them getting sexier than the next. “You look so fucking sexy,” I cooed. In the photos, Piper kept posing more and more seductively. There were photos of her on all fours from different angles, showing her curves from the side, the arch of her back, looking down from behind, from the front with her ass in the air and her chin in the sand. There were photos of her on her knees, looking up at the camera, her cleavage in view, her face illuminated perfectly in the light of the moon. “Jesus Christ, that’s hot,” I whispered loudly.

Then Piper flipped to the next photo. It was the same as the last. She was on her knees in the sand, a wave from the ocean barely reaching between her knees. She was looking up at the camera just like in the last photo. The only difference was that she was topless. “We took some nudes. It wasn’t Finn’s idea, baby. It was mine. He was a complete gentleman. Please don’t be mad.”

“I’m not mad,” I reassured her. In fact, I was the complete opposite. The photos were incredibly sexy. But even beyond the photos, for some reason, the thought of Finn posing my wife naked and her willingly participating made me horny in some new, primal way. I slowed my pace on my cock. I nursed it, savoring how hot the moment was. “You took your clothes of for him?” My change in demeanor and tone of voice made it clear that I was anything but upset.

Piper nodded slowly. Our eyes locked. I could tell by the way she looked at me that she understood I wanted more. The game was afoot. “Keep looking,” she whispered and motioned with her head to the phone.

The photos got more and more sexual. Finn had taken closeups, each a different study of a part of Piper’s body. A shoulder. Her navel. Her mouth and lips. Her hips. All very artistic. All very beautiful. Finn was, indeed, a talented photographer. The photos continued. Her feet. Then her perfect, firm ass paid for with a million lunges. Then her breasts. Then just her nipples, barely dotted with sand. Then her mound, and her folds glistening in the moonlight.

“Oh fuck, that’s hot.” I groaned. I resisted the urge to make myself come. I wanted to keep savoring the moment.

Piper appeared to steel herself. “There’s more,” she confessed, looking at me, unsure of what my reaction would be.

“Tell me,” I urged.

“Please understand. I was so turned on. I felt so sexy.”

I nodded, waiting.

Piper looked down in shame. “I played with myself.” She paused for a moment, still looking down, tracing her finger nervously along the bed sheet. “I masturbated in front of Finn.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned again, stroking myself harder.

Pipers breathing got deeper. She looked at me again. “I couldn’t help it.” Piper bit her lip. “He took his clothes off, Oliver.”

I stared at my wife, hanging on her every word.

“He stroked his cock for me, baby. We masturbated looking at each other.”

“Did you come for him?” I could barely get the words out I was so turned on.

Piper nodded her head. “Yes.”

“Did he come?”

“Yes,” she nodded slowly.

Piper reached over and gently rubbed my balls as I jerked my cock. She smiled wickedly in a way I had not seen before, watching how much I was getting off.

“I got on my knees for him.”

“Oh,” I groaned loudly. “Did you suck his cock?”

“No,” she shook her head ……… “I let him come on me.”

I came so hard envisioning Finn coming all over my wife’s face and tits. Piper knew my body as well as I did and squeezed my balls perfectly, drawing out every last bit of pleasure. I came for what seemed like a lifetime.

“Are you mad?” she asked, looking at me sheepishly.

Utterly spent, I shook my head. “No. Jesus Christ that was hot. Did you really do that?”

Piper nodded her head. “Are you sure you’re not mad?”

“I’m pretty sure,” I replied. “I think I might actually wish that you’d sucked his cock,” I said jokingly or more accurately, half-jokingly.

Piper looked a little surprised, but in a welcome way – like I had just relieved her of her guilt.  “I thought about it,” she joked back and laughed. Or was she half-joking, too, I wondered?

“Oh fuck,” I shook my head, the image playing in my mind. “What’s happening with us?”

“I don’t know,” Piper agreed. “It must be the sea air.”

We were silent for a moment, then Piper got up to go to the bathroom. Before she closed the door she turned and asked one more time, “So we’re good, yeah?”

“Yeah,” I concurred. “We’re good.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next day, I was up well before Piper as usual. Our campmates were out surfing. They lived toddlers. They played hard in the morning, napped in the afternoon, and played hard again as late as they could stand it. Finn found his way to the firepit circle to say good morning. I could tell he was wondering if I knew what had happened the night before. I said nothing. We just chatted about what life was like back home. Only an hour away from each other, we were familiar with each other’s hometowns.  It occurred to me how pointless it seemed to travel halfway around the world only to meet someone a hour away from home. Eventually, he went back to surfing with his mates. By the time Piper joined me, the boys were heading in for their siesta. 

“Piper!” the boys greeted her with a smile, one by one, as they passed her on the way to their huts. I felt a little tingle in my no-no bits when Piper and Finn exchanged glances. We avoided directly talking about the events of the night before, but we exchanged a few knowing looks. For me, I actually felt closer to my wife than I had in years. I didn’t really understand why. I think she felt it, too. We had a great afternoon swimming in the ocean and lying in the sand, enjoying the peace and quiet while the others slept. I held her hand like when we were dating.

At dusk, the surfers were up and at it again. The trio offered to teach Piper and I how to surf. I declined in favor of preparing dinner for everyone. Surfing was never one of my aspirations. Piper, however, gladly took them up on their offer.  I could see her in the distance, doing her best to follow Finn’s instruction.  All three of them seemed to make a concerted effort to help her and make sure she was okay.  I’m a little ashamed to say that I had always kind of looked down on surfers as being more or less useless stoner types, but I was definitely starting to soften my view. These young men seemed genuinely kind and helpful, far more so than most people I have known in the world. 

After sunset, we all sat around the fire pit eating the dinner I had prepared. I found myself basking in that moment. We all seemed so happy. Piper, especially. She laughed and smiled all evening. We were in paradise. Once I partook of a few drinks after dinner, I was ready for bed. As usual, Piper accompanied me for a while as I got ready to turn in.  Once we were in the hut, she changed into a bikini. 

“Planning on taking some more pictures?” I asked unassumingly, trying to not ruin the chances that she was.

“Maybe,” she replied suggestively.

I didn’t pursue it any further until she was heading out the door and I couldn’t help but tease, “Have fun with your boyfriend.”

Piper hmpfed through her nose. “Goodnight, love,” she smiled. It wasn’t her usual smile, though. I could tell something was troubling her. She was out the door before I could ask. I don’t know if I would have asked, though, even if she hadn’t left.  I had a hard time getting to sleep. Apparently, I was troubled as well. I worried about what was bothering Piper. I worried if my reaction to her dalliances the night before offended her. I questioned if we had really had the great day I thought we’d had. I thought about going to finder Piper and ease my mind, but secretly, I didn’t want to ruin the chances of hearing another story.  In the end, I gave up and took an antihistamine to help me sleep. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I woke up to Piper shaking me. Her face was only inches from mine, clearly visible in the bright moonlight. “Wake up, Oliver,” she panted. “Oliver, wake up.”

“Wha?” My eyes started to focus a little more. Piper looked panicked or in shock. I couldn’t tell. I had never seen that look on her face before.

“He’s fucking me,” she whimpered and dug her fingers into my chest.

Having been awake for less than ten seconds, I hadn’t noticed that the bed was rocking in time with Finn thrusting his cock into my wife from behind.  My cock started getting hard almost instantly.

“Oh, God, baby,” Piper panted even heavier. “He’s fucking me,” she repeated incredulously. I reached my hand down to my cock. Piper’s breath reached an almost frantic, seizure-like state. “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!” she whimpered loudly, trying not to scream out loud for the entire camp to hear. I squeezed my dick under the covers watching and listening to my wife whine through a long orgasm at the hands of a twenty-year-old surfer dude.

Piper’s face fell into my chest. Finn continued slowly pleasuring himself with my wife while she recovered. I couldn’t help but start stroking my cock under my pajama pants.

“Are you okay?” Piper worried, looking up at me sorrowfully. I nodded, still a bit confused. She looked down at the activity under the sheets. She nodded back before turning around and guiding Finn down to the bed next to me. She crawled between his legs, his cock in her hand, holding it in front of her face. She paused, looking at me again, questioning my approval.  I peeled back the sheets and pulled my cock out, stroking it as an undeniable indication that I was okay with what was about to happen next.

Piper kept her gaze on me as she licked Finn’s cock from base to tip. She took him greedily in her mouth and started bobbing up and down on his shaft. “Oh fuck,” I whispered at the sight. This seemed to spur Piper on even more. Finn had the cock I had always wished I had. It was similar to mine, nicely shaped with a full head.  The difference was, though, that his was at least two inches longer than mine, maybe more. The girth was scaled proportionally as well, making his probably the biggest cock my wife had ever had, based on what she told me of the guys she was with before me.  I watched Piper absolutely worship Finn’s cock with her mouth. Her face was shining in the moonlight from the blend of Finn’s precum and her saliva. 

“Oh, fuck, Piper,” Finn groaned. Hearing him say my wife’s name as though she were his while she worked his cock with a lust I hadn’t seen in years, if ever, brought me the first pang of jealousy.

Piper pulled herself from Finn’s cock and squeezed it’s base firmly. “Don’t you dare come yet. I still need you.” She held him there for a few moments, giving Finn’s body some time to back away from the precipice. When Piper seemed assured that Finn wasn’t going to come, she ambled up and straddled him, hovering over his cock.  “Are you ready?” she asked him. Finn nodded in the affirmative. In one long, slow motion, Piper lowered herself onto Finn, taking his entire length inside her. “Fuck,” she moaned, tilting her face toward the ceiling and arching her back. “Oh, God,” she whispered to the ceiling. “You’re so deep.”

Piper placed one hand on Finn’s leg, the other on his abdomen, using them to balance herself as she began sliding back and forth along Finn’s body. Her pace quickened gradually, grinding her clit faster against her new lover.  Piper was visibly in a pure state of ecstasy. She briefly looked at me and whimpered again, “He’s so deep, baby” before losing herself back in pleasure.  Finn’s hands roamed my wife’s body, holding her hips, pinching her nipples, squeezing her breasts.  Finn and Piper looked amazing together, two perfectly beautiful creatures pleasuring each other in the moonlight shining through the glass door. Piper rocked harder and harder. “Oh fuck,” she moaned. “Fuck me, Finn. Fuck me …… .. yes ….. Yes …. YES ……. YES!!!!” Piper screamed, no longer concerned or even aware that everyone in the other huts would hear her.  I almost came with her but held myself back.

Finn flipped Piper to the mattress facing me and spooned her, burying himself back inside her. He fucked Piper with purpose from the other side of her while she and I stared into each other’s eyes.

I was in awe of my gorgeous wife. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I praised.

“You like watching me, baby?” she huffed.

I grunted and nodded in response.

“You like watching him fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“He fucks me so good.”

“Yes!” I grunted, stroking myself harder. I pressed my lips to hers. She greeted me with her tongue, and we kissed passionately until Finn’s pace reached its limit.

“He’s gonna come soon, baby. I can feel it.” Piper could tell I wanted her to tease me more. “Ohhhh, he’s so fucking big…..Do you want him to come in me? Do you want him to come in your pretty wife?”

I could barely stand it anymore. “Fuck, yes!” I moaned.

“He’s gonna come, Oliver. He’s gonna come!”

Piper and I kissed again until she cooed in my ear, feeling Finn fill her with his warm load.

“Oh fuck!” Finned groaned, gradually slowing his pace until he was sated.

It wasn’t until things settled for a moment that I realized I had come, too. The whole thing felt like one long orgasm. Piper looked at me with a devilish grin. “Watch this, hubby” she challenged. She slid down the bed and took her time cleaning Finn’s spent cock with her tongue and mouth.

“Dude,” Finn sighed, pressing his head back against the pillow. “Your wife is amazing.”

“Tell me about it,” I agreed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next morning was awkward. Around the firepit as we all ate and the surfers tended to their surfboards, it was obvious that Mick and Timothy knew that Finn had fucked Piper the night before. Everyone was quiet before they headed for the waves, leaving me alone. I imagined what their conversation what be like.

“Dude, you fucked Piper?”

“Chill, bruh. I’m not saying anything.”

“Come on, man. Give us something. She’s so fucking hot, dude. Does Oliver know?”

“Don’t worry about it, man. Leave it alone.”

The rest of the day was about the same.  After Piper got up, it was even more awkward. Later on, Piper cornered Finn just after he woke up from his siesta and then reported back to me.

“They know,” she said.

“Well, obviously,” I replied. “I don’t know how they couldn’t. We got pretty loud. What did they say?”

“Finn said they said it was hot.” Piper looked secretly proud, but also a little ashamed of how proud might be. “He said that they jerked off listening to us.”

“So, you got the whole camp off last night,” I elbowed her.

“Shut up,” she giggled.

I took a more serious tone. “I think you like it, Piper. I think you like it that a pack of twenty-year-old surfers have the hots for you. It’s okay, you know.”

“It’s nice,” she shrugged. “Who doesn’t like to be wanted? I know I’m not going be this attractive for much longer.”

“Shut up,” I scolded.

“No, it’s true, Oliver. I’m getting older. There’s nothing to be done about that. And it’s okay. I guess I just really liked feeling sexy again,” she confessed.

I felt bad. “You’ve always been sexy to me, Piper. I’m sorry if I haven’t always made you feel that way.”

“No, it’s not about you, Oliver. You haven’t done anything wrong. I’m the one who’s in the wrong.  I cheated on you.” Piper started to tear up. “I’m sorry.”

I put my arm around her. “It’s okay, baby. It’s not cheating if I wanted it, too. I think it reminded me of just how sexy you are. In case you didn’t notice the night before, I really enjoyed it.”

Piper efforted a smile. “That doesn’t make it right. How I did it.”

I took her hand and helped her up from the sand. “C’mon.”

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“I’m gonna show you how sexy you are.”

I took Piper to the hut and made love to her, telling her in detail how sexy she was and how hot it was watching her with Finn. The sex was good, but I could tell it didn’t come close to getting her off anywhere near as well as her encounter with Finn had.  Me neither, for that matter.

Over the next few days, things normalized in camp.  We all fell back into the evening routine we had established. Piper surfed with the boys while I fixed dinner. We ate and had drinks. Then I went to bed.  The only difference was that Piper followed me to bed. She was still having trouble reconciling having sex with another man, even as much as we both enjoyed it. In fact, that might have been part of the problem. I don’t know. I tried to reassure her that all was okay. “I trust you,” I told her. “I don’t trust myself,” she replied.

I cooked an extravagant meal for our last night in camp. After dinner, Mick brought out some Bluetooth speakers and put on some Bob Marley.  Piper got up and started dancing. She was still in her white bikini, but had a yellow sarong wrapped around her waist. Piper loved to dance. I knew she would be at it for a while. For the first few songs, the other four of us just watched as my gorgeous wife shook her hips in time with the music.

Eventually, she coaxed Timothy up to dance with her. Their moves were sexy, but Timothy maintained a respectable distance. When they finished their dance, Piper gave him a sweet kiss on the lips. “I’m gonna miss you boys,” she smiled. Mick decided it was his turn then. Another song, another kiss. Finally, Finn joined Piper in the firelight.  The mood changed quickly, all of us mindful of what happened just a few nights prior. Piper had been kind with Timothy and Mick. Nurturing. She was something else with Finn.

The three of us watched intently as Finn and Piper danced. They locked into each other in a way Piper had not with the other two. Every now and then, Piper would glance at me, watching me watch her. Piper and Finn drifted closer as they danced, eventually each placing a hand on the other’s hip.  When the song ended, they carried on for another, edging closer still. Mick segued from Marley to Motown – Mary Wells’ “My Guy.”  Piper smiled at me like a girl on her first date with her crush. DJ Mick followed with “Just My Imagination” by the Temptations.

When the tempo slowed, Finn pulled Piper closer. She put her arms around his neck. His hands reached around her waist. They stared into each other’s eyes. I watched the romantic scene unfold in front of me. Piper ran her fingers through the back of Finn’s hair. Her barely covered breasts pressed against his shirtless chest. Piper eased up on her toes and kissed Finn’s mouth. I had seen Finn fuck her. I had seen Piper suck Finn’s cock. This was the first time I had seen them kiss. I felt a pang of jealousy, similar to the one I felt when Finn called Piper’s name in bed, but much stronger. Piper kissed Finn again, easing her tongue into his mouth. Finn kissed her back. The kiss was far more intimate than what I had witnessed before. Hell, it was far more intimate and passionate than Piper and I had kissed in recent memory. My heart was sinking, but my cock was raging.

I looked to Timothy and Mick. They were as transfixed as I was. I looked back to my wife and her lover. Finn was kissing her neck now, Piper tilting her head back to grant him access, on of her hands now cupping Finn’s backside.  She ran the other hand across his hip and up his bare chest. Finn kissed his way down Piper’s neck to her collarbone, then the top of her chest. Piper leaned back, supported by Finn’s grasp, inviting his advance. Piper looked at me hypnotically and reached under her hair to untie the bikini strap around her neck.  Her top fell, revealing her breasts to everyone. Piper untied the second string of her top and pulled it away from her body, letting it fall to the ground. Her body rose when Finn’s mouth connected with her nipple. She looked down to watch him take her breast in his mouth. Her hands returned to his ass, pulling him closer, forcing Finn to abandon her breast. Piper kissed Finn’s chest, just as he had hers. I glanced again to my left to see Mick and Timothy rubbing themselves through their board shorts, slack jawed. I took that as license to do the same.

Piper continued kissing and licking Finn’s chiseled chest, slowly working her way lower. Then lower, still. Piper eased her way to her knees, staring up at Finn. She untied his board shorts and pulled them open. Finn’s cock sprang out in front of Piper’s face. She looked at me again, her mouth open, her chest rising and falling with slow, deep, hungry breaths.  I pulled the front of my shorts open and reached for my cock. As soon as Piper saw me stroke myself, she closed her eyes and started licking and kissing Finn’s wood.

“God damn!” I heard Mick blurt out when Piper took the lion’s share of Finn’s shaft in her mouth and down her throat.  Piper redoubled her efforts, hearing Mick’s shock. As she worked his cock, Piper untied her sarong and reached her hand into her bikini bottoms to finger herself.  Finn saw this and pulled her back up to him. He kissed her and eased his way down her chest and abdomen as she had done to him. As he reached her navel, Piper looked straight ahead at Finn and Mick as she simultaneously untied both strings of her bikini bottoms, letting gravity do the rest. Her pussy was freshly shaved since the last time I saw it.  Finn got busy, burying his face between her legs.

Mick and Timothy had their cocks out now. Piper watched them as intently as they were watching her. Being watched seemed to turn her on as much as Finn.

“Yes!” she panted, Finn still lapping at her folds. Piper held him by the hair and gently steered him.

“Yes,” she repeated, looking at Mick and Timothy. “Let me see.”

The pair leaned back and displayed themselves for my wife. 

“Fuck yes,” she approved. “Ooooo…..make me come……make me come….”

Piper stared at Mick and Timothy masturbating for her as she came, pinching her nipple with one hand and pressing Finn’s mouth to her clit with the other. “Fuck! Yes!.....Yes!.....Yes!!!”

Satisfied, at least momentarily, Piper released Finn from her grip. “Lie down,” she mouthed to him.  Finn did as he was told. Piper straddled him, being careful not to kick up any sand. She slowly lowered herself down his shaft, sighing loudly with a sense of fulfillment at finally having Finn inside her again. 

Piper leaned back and balanced herself with one hand on Finn’s leg.  Staring at Mick stroking his cock, she beckoned him with her finger. Mick stood up and traversed the short distance to my wife.  She leaned further back, still grinding on Finn, offering Mick her breast. He leaned down to suck her tit. Piper motioned for Timothy. He mirrored Mick on her other side. Piper now had both her hands on Finn’s legs supporting herself as she leaned back and kneaded back and forth while the two other young men sucked and licked and pawed at her tits. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Piper straightened up, forcing Timothy and Mick from her breasts. She reached for Mick’s cock and pulled it to her mouth. She held it firmly in her mouth with her hand, letting the motion of her grinding against Finn transfer to Mick’s cock as well. It wasn’t long before Mick grabbed his dick and started jerking it himself. “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” he grunted. Piper flicked her tongue on his glans until he started coming. She latched onto his dick, capturing most of his load in her mouth. Piper wiped the remainder from her chin nonchalantly and carried on riding Finn.

Timothy stood over Finn and presented his cock directly in front of Piper. Timothy had the biggest cock of any of us. Piper smiled up at him as he gathered her hair in his hands, guiding his cock into her mouth.  She only sucked him off for a minute or so before she looked down at Finn.

“Is it okay with you if I let Timothy fuck me?” she asked him. Him, not me. Not her husband. She asked Finn if it was okay.

Finn nodded in agreement. Piper carefully repositioned herself in a sixty-nine with Finn, but keeping her ass high in the air, offering it to Timothy.  She quickly went to work on Finn’s cock with her mouth as Timothy lined up behind her. Piper paused with Finn’s dick in her face and looked at me as Timothy pressed at her entrance. Her eyes got big, and she let out a long, loud breath through pursed lips as he pushed himself deeper.

“Oooo, fuuuuuckkk!” she groaned.

Timothy fucked Piper slowly at first. Once she seemed to adapt to his size, he started jackhammering her.  Piper couldn’t keep her mouth on Finn with Timothy fucking her so hard, so she just held onto his cock while she took the fucking of a lifetime. I was kind of proud of Timothy. All week I had thought of him as the meek one of the bunch. He wasn’t holding anything back now.

“Fuck!” Piper cried. “Yes! Fuck me!”

Finn was absolutely pounding my wife. Piper abandoned Finn’s cock entirely. She pressed her cheek into his thigh and kept her ass lifted high for Timothy. “Oh, God! I’m coming! I’m coming!” she whinnied. Timothy offered her no quarter and continued pounding her through her orgasm. After she finally finished coming, she crawled off Finn and kneeled in front of Timothy. She sucked and jerked him only two feet away from me, putting on one hell of a show until he came down her throat. 

Piper looked at me, stroking myself. Her expression was blank, like she was in a trance.  She looked at Finn. He and I were the only ones that hadn’t come yet. Before I could think about making a move to take my turn, Piper stood up and took Finn’s hand, helping him up from the ground.  She looked at me and our eyes met. She held my gaze for a moment before turning her back to me and leading Finn toward his hut.  They didn’t have far to walk, as his was the one closest to the fire pit.  Piper led him inside and turned to close the sliding glass door. Our eyes met again just before she closed the blinds.

Timothy and Mick grabbed their surfboards.

“Sorry, bruh,” Mick said as he and Timothy walked past me toward the water. 

I sat there for several minutes not knowing what to do.  Lost. Then I heard my wife’s moans coming from Finn’s hut. The sound of their lovemaking beckoned me closer. I approached the hut, being as quiet as I possibly could. I made my way around the back of the hut. Each hut had three small windows at the top of the back wall to allow for ventilation. Finn’s were open, pushed toward the outside, acting as little loudspeakers. I could hear everything.

“I want you, Finn. I want you so much.”

“What about your husband?”

“I love my husband. But I want you so much I can barely stand it.”

I could hear Piper moan as Finn fucked her.

“Please? Please come see me when we get home,” my wife begged.

More moaning. More fucking. More begging.

“Yes, baby. Make love to me. You can have me anytime you want. Please?”

“I’ll do anything you want. I’ll pose for you. Anything. Whatever you want. I just need you. Please?”

I heard Finn’s voice. “Yeah? You like fucking me?”

“God, yes.”

More moaning. More fucking.

“Do I fuck you better than your husband?”

“Yes. So much better. Your cock feels so good, baby.”

“You’ll do anything?”

“Yes, baby. Anything.”

“Are you gonna fuck me in your bed while he’s gone?”

“Oh, fuck. Yes.”

“Are you gonna let Mick and Timothy fuck you, too?”

More moaning. More fucking.

“You mean like we did last night?”

They both giggled.

“You were so hot last night. The way you fucked all of us.”

“Yeah? You liked that?”

“Fuck, yes.”

“What are you gonna do if Oliver finds out?”

“He won’t. He never has to know.”

“What about the pictures I took?”

“It’s okay. I have them hidden in my phone.”

More moaning. More fucking.

“You never know. He might like them,” Finn suggested.

“It doesn’t matter. He’s never going to see them. He can never know about last night. And he can never know that you’re fucking me after we get home.”

“Piper, I’m gonna come. I’m gonna come, baby.”

“Yeah? Let me taste you. Let me taste you one more time.”

More moaning.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come. Oh god…..Fuck!......OH GOD!....FUCK!!!”

“Mmm. You taste so good.”

“Fuck you look so hot.”

“You like me messy, huh?”

“Oh, my god. Look at that.”

“You do really do taste good.”

There were a few moments where it sounded like they were settling in bed.

“So, you really want to cheat on your husband. I mean like cheat, cheat?”

“I love Oliver. I do. He’s my soulmate. And I will stay with him until my dying day. But I can’t help it. You fuck me better than I have ever been fucked. I mean, like, EVERRRRR. I’ve never experienced anything like it. We just fit. You’re like sex on a stick. I wanted you from the moment I saw you. It’s primal.”

Piper’s voice turned serious. “So, yeah. I’m going to cheat on my husband. I’m going to fuck you. Every chance I get. If you want me to fuck Mick and Timothy, I’ll fuck them, too. I’ll come to your school and fuck whoever you want me to fuck as long as I get to fuck you. And you can photograph all of it if that’s what you want to do.”

“You are so fucking hot, Pipes.”

“Thank you, baby.”

It took me weeks after that to figure out how to hack Piper’s phone. But I did. And it was glorious.
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Be sure to check my Author Page on Amazon.com for my latest releases.




Check out some of my other titles, too. Links below...


Books By This Author

Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.


Tutoring the Neighbor - Part 1 of 3

One of my most popular stories. The tale of a bored wife taken with the young black man next door. 

Once our son left for college, my husband and I were free to follow his job prospects in a new town. I was stuck waiting for Fall to start teaching again. I was bored out of my mind while my husband was always at work. To help keep me busy, I started tutoring the neighbors' nineteen-year-old son. I had no idea that would lead to unexpected adventures.

Taken by My Husband's Boss - Part 1 of 3

My husband was up for a promotion at work, but the competition was stiff. I desperately wanted my dream home, but it was going to be impossible unless my husband got he job. Things looked hopeless, unless I chose to take his boss up on an offer to "discuss" my husband's position in his firm.

Wedding Night Cuckold: Watching My Wife Get Blacked On Our Wedding Night

Lisa walked to the entryway table, took an envelope out of her purse, and handed to me. It had my name on it. “Don’t open it until I say,” she pointed at me teasingly as she walked to the door to answer the knock. She held open the door for the young black man to roll in the dining cart.

“You can bring it this way,” she instructed and led him to the bedroom. Just before she disappeared behind the door, she looked at me. “You can open it now,” she smiled.

I opened the envelope and started reading.

“Dear Alex,

I am so happy that you chose me to be your wife. I love you more than words can say. I know you love me just as much and I look forward so very much to spending the rest of our lives together. As your wife, I want to do anything and everything that I possibly can to make your life amazing. I want to spend our first night together as husband and wife showing you that there is nothing in this world I wouldn’t do for you. You can come into the bedroom now.

All My Love,
Lisa.”

Cheating Wife: The Australians

Based on a true story...


There had always been something about an Australian accent that turned me on. Imagine my delight when three hunky Australians rented the house next door for Masters week. 

Cheating Wife: Heartless

I’ve cheated on every boyfriend I’ve ever had. Every. Single. One. I’m a self-diagnosed sociopath. Absent an emotional life, physical pleasure is very important to me. I like food. I like sex. Looking back, I don’t know why I thought it would be a good idea to get married. I am the very definition of a heartless, cheating wife. At some point, my marriage became so mind-numbingly tedious that I just couldn’t stand it anymore. I made the decision to end things with John. But I don’t just like to end things. I end my relationships with a bang. Pun intended.

Cheating Wife: The Handyman

My first release...

I hired an old friend to renovate our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. He had quite the reputation as a ladies man, but I was sure my wife wouldn't cheat.
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