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"Everyone's just laughing at me. I hate it. Big breasts, big ass, big deal. Can't I be anything else? Gee, how long can you be sexy?"

~ Marilyn Monroe




CHAPTER 1

I glared at my wife's tits. "They're fucking expanding."

Marcia scowled at me. With heat. Not a good heat. "I've gained a few pounds."

"Well, shit, it all went to your tits."

"You know, some men like big boobs."

"They're fucking fat-bags. Who likes fat?" I put my phone away. I liked surprising her at indelicate times with pictures.

She stood there in her robe, frowning at me. "I dare you to show that to someone. And I know you won't. Why not just delete it?"

I took it back out and tapped the pictures. I showed her. Dry look on her face, partially open robe, nipple just covered in a side-shot.

She rolled her eyes. "I don't know why you took it. You hate boobs. You might as well delete it. You sure as hell won't show anyone that."

"Who would want to see it?"

She lowered her chin at me and tilted her head. "Someone who likes breasts."

I laughed, scoffing. "Don't tempt me."

"You won't because you're not proud of them. Many husbands would kill for a wife that had these babies."

"Babies? They passed that stage decades ago. They're full grown adults. Giants in the Earth. Titans."

She sighed and went back into the bathroom.

I said, "Yes, that's it. The Titanic Tits of Terra, starring Kim Kardashian and Tom Cruise. Or The Terrorizing Tits of Tokyo—"

"Shut up..." her voice echoed from the bathroom.

"Blimp Boobs of Buffalo?"

Silence.

"Bouncing Breast-Beasts of Bangkok?"

"Don't you need to show the other unit?"

We owned a duplex. Rented out the other side. I checked my phone for the time. "Doh! Right you are."

Silence.

I left her in the bathroom. We loved each other, really. But she had put on a few pounds – just puffed up a little – and it all seemed to be in her breasts. Thicker thighs, a tad thicker arms. The forties can do that to a person.

She wasn't fat, but I was hoping she'd do something to stave off the expansion of those damned mammaries of hers.

Never did like big tits.

Hated them.

Now ass? I was an ass-man. A well-shaped ass would have me drooling. And legs? Yum. Nothing prettier than a woman's backside, except for the face.

Not to be confused with an anal worshiper. I wasn't much into that. Did it a few times. Pussy feels far, far better. But the feminine form was a feast for the eyes. From the back.

I hurried out the front door and crossed over the connecting driveways. I fumbled out my keys with a calloused hand and found the one I needed. I unlocked the front door and swung it open.

Freshly painted and carpets cleaned, I wandered through the rooms making sure everything looked right.

I admired the fireplace.

I had built it. I was a bricklayer by trade.

"Hello?" A knock followed the query.

I spun. "Come in. Dirk, was it?" I held out my hand. A muscular man and his small wife greeted me. She was a small stunner – blue eyes and brunette curls. Pale skin and an almost flat chest.

"Duke."

"Ah, Duke, sorry. I'm Gary." We shook.

"This is my wife, Charity."

"Charity, charmed." I shook her hand.

She sighed and shook my hand.

Duke said, "She gets that greeting all the time."

She said, "It's okay. I guess if I'm going to be alliterized, I'm glad my name isn't Fawn of Phoebe."

I made a begging gesture with my hands. "My apologies. I tend to use alliterations to make fun of my wife."

They looked at me funny.

Ouch, that came out wrong, I thought. I waved as if to clear the air of smoke. "Um, not like it sounds. Marcia is..." I grabbed out my phone and pressed pictures. Seeing the latest one, I thumbed it. Well, why not? She thinks I won't show anyone.

I showed Duke first. "My wife."

His eyes grew round. Very round. His mouth even dropped open.

Wondering what was going through his mind, I pulled it away and showed Charity. "That's Marcia."

The woman blinked. "She let you take that picture?"

I laughed. "Uh, well, not really. I like to surprise her at odd times and take pictures. Just a joke I like to play on her. It's all in fun."

The young woman glanced at her husband.

I did, too.

He was swallowing, looking stunned.

Charity said, "Cool down, Duke."

He ran a hand over his buzzed hair. "Yeah, right. Of course. So..." He wandered off to check out the rooms. She followed him.

She had an amazing little ass under that sundress. It swayed so beautifully...

I shook myself and waited in the entry. Huh... he liked her picture. Interesting. I guess some men are big boob fans after all. I'd have to tell Marcia and taunt her with it.

I could hear them talking. She was sounding negative about the price. He sounded defensive.

They came back out and checked the kitchen and garage.

He said, "Nice kitchen. All modern. New countertops..."

She wasn't giving any input.

They disappeared into the garage.

I actually was charging a little over market for it. Sometimes you got a tenant who took the first offer and didn't want to haggle.

She led the way back into the living room, but waited for him to speak. Her blue eyes were so blue they made my dick hurt.

Beautiful face, beautiful ass, no chest... I wanted to get a picture. I took my phone out and took one as he joined her.

He said, "How much was the rent here?"

"Nine seventy-five—"

Charity said, "Is too high."

I raised a hand. "Nine hundred for you. You look like a decent couple."

She looked at him, quickly.

He was nodding. And beginning to smile.

Yeah, it was a little under market. Standard was twenty-five higher per month. But having a seemingly decent and stable couple renting it was worth more than the extra money from flakes.

She said, "That's a good price." She was talking to her husband.

He bobbed his head. "Definitely. You have an application to fill out?"

I dipped my chin. In the kitchen, I pulled a sheet from the drawer. "Small one. Usual details. Credit check and the like." I handed it over.

"First and security?"

"Yep." Standard.

He pursed his lips and nodded his approval. "Mind if we fill this out here?"

"Sure, go ahead. Pen in the drawer if you don't have one."

Duke snatched a Parker out of his pants pocket and clicked it.

Charity looked pleased.

I know I was.




CHAPTER 2

"I showed your picture."

Marcia frowned. "What picture?"

"The one from this morning. Boob shot from the side through the robe."

Her lips twisted up at the corner in disbelief. "You did not."

"Did so."

"To who? A dog or a passing cat?"

We were sitting in my office as I ran a credit check on the couple. "The couple that just applied."

"Are you kidding?"

"No, in fact, the guy about fell over when he saw you."

"He did not." She frowned. "You really showed them?"

I snickered. "I don't think the wife was too happy about it."

"Were they old?"

"No." I pulled out my phone and thumbed the pic. "Here."

She gawked. "You showed them my picture?"

"Yeah, why not? You said I wouldn't, so I did."

"Oh my gosh, did they say anything?"

"No, but Duke was drooling all over my phone."

"He was not."

"If your tits weren't so big, your brain would get plenty of blood and oxygen and know I'm telling the truth."

She coughed. "They're not that big."

"When was the last decade you saw your toes?"

"Stop it."

I grunted and scanned the report. "No debt... wow."

"Duke?"

"Yes, and Charity."

"I suppose you were flirting with her."

"What would make you think that?"

"She has smaller boobs."

"That's an understatement."

She exhaled balefully. "Maybe I should work out. Go to a gym or something."

I paused. There was a serious tone to her voice and that was my clue to stop joking and give her a few seconds of seriousness. "Maybe. Or you could just ride a bike." A tickle of jocularity came back. "Oh... never mind, there's no way those things would let you keep your balance."

"Stop it, I'm serious."

I deadpanned, "So am I."

She coughed and tossed a magazine at me.

I sympathized with her: she sat all day while I hauled bricks around. "If you want to..." I didn't want to press. While our married life was a lot of kidding around, I knew when to stop.

~ ~ ~

I asked, "Should I sleep on the floor?"

She glared at me. "My boobs are not taking up the whole bed."

"No, just the whole room. They're out of control."

"They are not. And why are you naked? You're not getting sex from me; you're mean."

"Aw, don't get all boob-hurt – I mean, butt-hurt."

She shook her head.

I was in next to her. "Could you move those things? I want to see your face."

"Stop it." She grabbed at my dick. "What would you do if I didn't have these? Your life would be boring."

"I might actually be able to kiss you without mountain-climbing over them first."

"Quit it. At least your dick likes me."

I was getting hard. Marcia was fun, even with the massive monsters. Well, okay, they weren't all that big.

She said, "You really showed them my picture?"

"Mm hmm."

"I would've sworn you never would."

"Seemed like a cool idea at the time." I rubbed at her pussy through her panties. It was warm and inviting, so I slipped my hand in.

"You really think he liked them?"

"He licked my phone."

Her hips moved. "He did not."

"Well, really, yeah, he was practically drooling. His wife gave him a look."

"Uh oh."

"He got away with it." I shoved fingers into her, deep. She was moist and relaxed, pussy ready. "Oh... I think you like this."

She gave me a dry look. "It would be nice to hear compliments about them for once, instead of jokes."

"No compliments at the school?" She worked at Lincoln Elementary.

"The only man in the office is Cade Logan. He's grossly obese and doesn't bathe."

"Yeah, I know. But no one new?"

"Just women. And we all try to avoid Cade."

I swallowed. "I don't even want to know if he drools on your tits."

"Ugh."

"I'll be calling the new renters in the morning. Telling them the good news. Maybe you can impress him when they move in."

"He looked sort of young."

"Late twenties, not bad."

"And he's married."

"Maybe she'll drool on them, too."

She gasped and thrust her hips at me.

I gave her a satisfied smile. "Oh, you like the idea of both of them slobbering on your bags?"

"Oh, stop it."

"Rubbing your nipples?"

"Quit." She squeezed me. "Hey, who's getting excited here?"

"You are."

"No, your dick is."

I removed my hand and climbed over her. "I need climbing gear."

"Shut up."

"You just want to hear more about muscular, young Duke." I thrust in hard and fast.

She moaned out with surprise and excitement.

I pounded in, slapping my balls and the base of my cock against her pussy. "You're probably hoping he'll suck your nipples."

She started to scowl, but her expression changed in an instant to slack-jawed stupor. Her eyes began to roll up in her head and she let out a loud groan of relief. Her climax swept through her almost like waves inside her body. She undulated beneath me as she finished.

Amused, I assaulted her pussy with all the ardor I had.

She bounced on the mattress, her large boobs rotating on her chest.

If I had been a tit-man, that would've turned me on. But I still love my wife and I gave her my climax as a complement to hers.




CHAPTER 3

I watched Duke and Charity move in a week later on a Saturday.

He was the kind who wanted to do it all himself with the help of friends.

I was strong, but screw that; if I had to move, I'd be hiring a moving company.

A couple of pick-up trucks came and went.

I sipped my vodka and shook my head. If you got all that energy, go for it. Not for me.

My thoughts were interrupted by Marcia. "Trying to catch that girl's eye?"

I snorted. "Like she's going to leave muscle-stud for me." I was in great shape, really, but hey, I was getting close to fifty. "That's not going to happen."

"They done?"

"Shit, I don't know." I waved my glass. "They keep bringing another loaded truck or two."

She sat next to me on the vacant lawn chair. We would often sit out front and watch cars and the day go by with drinks in hand.

On weekends, anyway.

She said, "Be careful of your shorts."

I knew what she meant. Sitting low in the lawn chairs sometimes pulled the leg openings out a little. Someone at the right angle might be able to see a shady shape up there and call the police.

"No one's looking up my shorts."

"Still..."

"You afraid Charity will squat down in front of me and look up there?"

"No, maybe Duke is gay. He'll want to slob on your knob." She delivered a dirty smile.

I scowled. "Shut up."

"I bet he is."

"Knock it off."

"He wants to suck you."

"Gross."

"All the young muscleheads are gay."

I frowned at her. "Says who?"

"TV."

"Well, you watch too much of it then." Satisfied I had stopped that exchange with something close to a victory, I sipped my drink.

"Is that him?" She motioned to the driver of one of the trucks they were using.

"Nah. I showed you his picture—"

"Once."

I whipped out my cell and thumbed to the pictures. "That guy is one of the friends, I guess. Here."

She looked at the picture. "Oh, right. Boyish face."

I grunted.

She handed it back and settled comfortably into the chair. She drank her own vodka.

Ten, maybe fifteen minutes later, the other truck pulled up.

I said, "There he is."

"I recognize him now."

"Getting all worked up over a gay guy?"

She lowered her brows at me. "Stop it. He's probably a red meat-eating heterosexual."

I growled, "Nice change of tune."

Duke saw us and I guess more importantly my wife. His face lit up and he came trotting over. "Hey."

I lifted my glass. "Duke. This is my wife, Marcia."

His face, weary and warm, lit up with elastic energy. He wiped his hand and offered. "Hi, Marcia."

My wife smiled so prettily I thought her cheeks would crack. "Well, hello..."

His eyes dropped down to her boobs.

I almost snorted. Ha! Can't control yourself, can you?

Marcia primped next to me.

You've got to be kidding. He's not much more than half your age.

Duke licked his lips and tore his eyes away. He looked pale. Very pale. His mouth was working as if to say something or work up enough moisture to swallow.

I said, "You want a drink?"

"Ah, sure, maybe when I'm done?"

"No problem. Just let us know."

His eyes locked back onto my wife's tits.

Well, they're getting attention. Ought to make her feel good.

Charity joined him after coming out of the unit. "Hi."

I waved at her. "This is my wife, Marcia. This is Duke's wife, Charity." I made the required introductions barely suppressing a burp.

The girl looked as amazing as I remembered: deep and brilliant blue eyes under a head of brunette curls.

I didn't gawk.

Not really any reason to, anyway. The girl had no interest in me. She seemed possessive of her husband and even shot a warning look at my wife's terrorizing tits.

I liked her; she saw the danger of my wife's weapons and knew to be wary of setting them off. They might bounce or spring out or something. Destruction everywhere.

If one of her boobs gets loose, it'd be a national emergency. Helicopters everywhere, riot police, news reporters shoving microphones against the escaped tit, and mothers covering their husbands' eyes while the children stare on.

Duke said, "We'll come by after we're done – and I've showered."

Charity said, "We are?"

"For drinks."

I raised my glass to reinforce his point.

Marcia said, "It would be a pleasure to have company."

Charity's defensive look dropped away. "Drinks, huh?"

I said, "All the good stuff in life."

My wife snorted. But I knew she didn't mean that I valued booze, but rather that I devalued her tits.

I kicked her foot.

We watched them go back to carrying boxes and furniture.

Marcia said, "Stop looking at her."

"I wasn't." Actually, I had been looking at Duke. "You just don't want me looking at a girl while you check him out."

She hid a grin. "He sure did look good in that t-shirt. He works out."

"He installs tinting on car windows. Must take time for the gym or have a weight set at work." I downed my drink. "Should I be worried about leaving you out here?"

She gave me a long-suffering look. "I'm not running off with some kid. Besides, he's married."

I stood and stretched. "Ah... the truth comes out. If he wasn't, you'd be running over there right now with tits flopping all over the place."

"My boobs don't flop."

I grunted, "No, I guess not. They're so huge they have their own gravity well."

She slapped my leg. "Oh gosh..."

I started to lean towards her and then over onto one foot. "Red alert! Red alert! We're being pulled in by two massive global anomalies. We can't break free."

She groaned. "Quit it."

I snickered.




CHAPTER 4

I got up from my lawn chair and stretched my back.

Duke and Charity were coming over.

Marcia had already gone inside.

I was feeling tipsy already. A good tipsy that made me smile at everything. "Hey, you two." I thought that was familiar enough.

Charity said, "Hi." Sweet little voice.

How I'd love to jam my cock down your throat and drench your mouth with my cum...

Duke looked lost and frowned at my wife's empty lawn chair.

I said, "Let's go inside. We have air conditioning in our unit."

He laughed in disappointment. "Aw, we don't get air conditioning?"

"I'd have to charge more to recover the investment."

He tossed up his hands. "Ah, well."

I let them in.

Both of their eyes went round at my fireplace wall: I had mortared in the entire face with river rock.

Charity breathed, "That's beautiful..."

I appreciated the sentiment. "Thanks."

Marcia came bouncing out – almost.

Duke's eyes locked on like missile radar onto her boobs.

I said, "I'll pour you some drinks." No one followed me, of course. Charity had no interest in talking to me and Duke was busy drilling through Marcia's sweater with his x-ray vision.

I came back out and passed out drinks.

Duke was sitting in between his wife and mine, but his head was facing Marcia's tits.

Predictable. I engaged Charity as she took a long drink. "You own a candle shop?"

She almost choked on the vodka. "No. I wish. I just work there."

"Ah. Hope to own your own one day?"

She made a face. "I don't know... Seems easier to work for someone else and collect a paycheck. At least I know what I'm getting paid."

No ambition? But sensible for all that, anyway. "I gave up working for someone else quite a while ago. Won't go back. But maybe it's a little different in the construction business."

Disinterest floated across her features.

Great. Whatever. I ignored her and sipped my drink.

She spent more time gulping than talking after that.

I offered to refill.

She eagerly handed me her glass, and so did Duke.

I remained quiet, letting the hours slip by. Three hours by the clock on the wall.

Charity looked pasty and plastered. Not wanting to talk, she just sat there and drank.

Duke and my wife were talking about his window tinting business. He was talking about how people let their backseats get so filthy and didn't bother cleaning them before asking for him to apply tinting to their rear windows.

Marcia said, "I keep my car clean."

He laughed. "No way. I have yet to see a car with a clean backseat—"

She got up. "I'll prove it to you. Come on."

My truck had no backseat; I had nothing to prove. I said to Charity as they left, "You feeling all right?"

She blinked at me and started to shake her head. "Just need to rest my eyes..." She leaned her head back and closed them.

While I had thought it might be nice to get to know these two, the wife sure had no interest in socializing with me. What the fuck? It wasn't like I was ugly or fat. Instead, it was Duke and Marcia that couldn't keep their mouths shut.

Figures.

My wife and Duke came back in a moment later. He was shaking his head. Said to me, "I've never seen a cleaner car. Your wife sure takes care of it."

I grunted. "She vacuums it every weekend."

"It shows." He sat next to his wife and noticed her. "Uh oh, I think she had too much."

"Yep, I think she passed out."

"Maybe I should get her home."

Marcia said, "Why not put her in the guest bedroom? Let her sleep some of it off?"

He liked that idea. "Yeah? That wouldn't be a problem?"

"Not at all."

He started to tug at an arm, then got up and started pulling on her legs.

I rose quickly, not wanting him to drag the poor girl by the feet. "Let me help."

"Oh, yeah, thanks..."

But I was unsteady and knew immediately why he was having trouble. I was having a hard time with my balance this late in the drinking day. I got my hand under her arms and pulled.

He finally gripped her knees and lifted.

I was gripping from the front, though, and it was awkward. "Let me get around..." I twisted her into one arm. She was totally limp. My hand brushed across her flat little breast. I felt her nipple under the shirt and counted it as the only victory I was going to get out of the day.

More was in store.

She was so limp, that when I got behind her to help him carry her, her arms just slid up. My grip at her armpits turned into nothing and she started to slide.

Fuck, I can carry bricks, but not a passed out girl?

Her shirt slid up with the beginning of her fall, exposing her pale, flat boobs.

Marcia said, "Gary, stop that."

I chuckled. "I can't get a grip." My hands scrambled to keep her from falling and both brushed over her bare boobs. Her shirt, bunched up above them, finally afforded some purchase and we lifted her.

The memory of her soft little A-cups moved across my palms.

So maybe the girl wasn't interested and didn't want to talk to me. At least I got to feel her tits.

Duke was laughing as I led the way backwards. "Sorry about this."

"Nah, it's all right." We got her into the guest bedroom and transferred her to the bed.

He immediately rearranged her shirt.

She moaned in a stupor and kept her eyes closed.

Back in the living room, I grabbed glasses to refresh our drinks. "Last one, maybe. I've had about enough."

Duke said, "I'll take a double, then."

"Sure thing."

~ ~ ~

I was definitely buzzed after that last one.

Duke and Marcia talked like best friends.

I sat and either listened or not; I didn't care. But my attention sharpened when Marcia giggled, put one finger inside her top and pulled at the neck.

Duke leaned over and looked at her cleavage.

She laughed and let go, letting it snap back into place.

There wasn't much he was going to see except cleavage. I shrugged.

He pulled a fiver from his pants and waved it.

I couldn't hear what he was saying.

She gave him a confused look, looked down at her top and laughed. Loud enough, she said, "Sure..."

He reached both hands over and began kneading her breasts through her top.

She looked at him dumbfounded, blinking almost like Charity had. Then she laughed. "Uh, you're touching my top."

He snickered. "Okay, I guess I owe you five bucks."

Huh? I squinted at them. Her face was flushed and happy. He looked chagrined, but had a devious grin on his face.

Marcia was enjoying the attention, so I let it pass. Groping her top didn't bother me; they were just big boobs. Maybe she'll be happy now.

They went back to talking and I went back to silence.

A half hour later, Charity stumbled out on unsteady feet. She moaned.

Duke got off the couch. "Maybe we should get home. It was nice visiting."

My wife said, "We'll have to do it again."

I pitched in, "Yeah, definitely. Always fun to have company. Come by next Saturday."

Charity was shaking her head. But Duke was still marginally bright-eyed. "Sounds great..." He got his arm around his wife. "But I don't know if Charity will..."

I didn't care. I spoke more to my bricks than I got from her.

~ ~ ~

I was curious Sunday and asked my wife about the previous night. "Was I totally wasted, or did I see you let him grab your tits?" If I recalled correctly, she had let him squeeze them several times.

She blinked. "That's the funny thing. He made me an impossible bet. He bet me five bucks he could touch my boobs without touching my top. Well, there was no way he could..."

I laughed. "You fell for that?"

"Fell for what?"

"He knew he couldn't either, so basically he paid you five bucks to feel your boobs."

She blushed. "Oh..."

"Why didn't you stop him?"

"Well, I did... When I realized he had touched my top. Why didn't you?"

"I couldn't figure out what you two were up to over there—"

"We weren't up to anything. He was very nice."

"To your boobs."

She laughed. "I didn't think he'd ever stop looking at them."

"I bet he can't name the color of your eyes if I went and asked him right now."

"Most likely not."

"You didn't find that insulting?"

She lifted her chin in defiance. "It's kind of nice to have that kind of attention."

I guess I couldn't find a good argument against that. If she was happy with the young guy drooling on her fat bags, then I was happy, too.

I wasn't going to drool on them.




CHAPTER 5

I put most of it from my mind for the work week.

Nothing new.

Rent would be coming in, finally.

Saturday I was sitting out. Marcia had gone inside.

Duke came over, hands stuffed in pockets. "Hey." He was growing a beard. Marcia must have told him she liked beards.

I raised my glass. "Hiya."

"About last week?"

"Hmm?" I motioned to Marcia's chair.

He sat. "Sorry about that bet and all..."

I laughed. "Are you kidding? That was a good one."

He looked at me, studying my face. "You sure? I mean, I kind of groped her. I was drunk—"

"No worries, Duke. I'm not all into big tits and she really liked the attention."

"Are you serious? You don't like big—"

"Nope. Like 'em small. So if you want to pay attention to my wife that way..." I laughed. "Be my guest."

"Wow... really?"

"I'm sure she'll stop you if you go too far." I sipped and changed the subject. "Did Charity say anything about me lifting her shirt? I mean, I hadn't intended to."

"No, she doesn't remember. But it's good she doesn't because she would've freaked out. Doesn't go for playing around kind of stuff."

Too bad. So there's my confirmation: stuck up and prudish. "Ah. Want to head inside? Nothing going on out here."

"Yeah, sure."

I led him in and looked around for Marcia. She had been intent on choosing what to wear - I think she was excited about him coming over again. I heard her in the master bathroom.

I poured him some vodka. "No Charity today?"

"Nah, she had too much. Swore off drinking."

I chuckled. "Yeah, been there a time or two..." I gave him his drink.

Marcia came out. "Oh... I thought I heard some talking out here."

I barely quashed an eyebrow lift.

She was wearing a tank top without a bra. It was textured vertically, but did nothing to hide her nipples.

Duke gawked.

Being brazen, my wife spread her arms for a hug. "Well, hello..."

He jerked as if stung and lurched into her arms. They hugged for a couple seconds.

When they parted, he was panting.

I stifled a snicker. You evil woman, taunting him like that.

They sat on the couch again and he half-turned towards her to talk.

I didn't mind; I talked to her every day, anyway.

On the third refill, he followed me into the kitchen.

He looked nervous, but was already exhibiting that inebriated look.

"Something up?"

He tugged at the collar of his t-shirt. "You really don't mind if..."

"If?" I poured.

"I just gotta touch them."

I bubbled over with mirth. "Go for it."

"I don't know how..."

I erupted in laughter.

"It's not funny, dude. I gotta, like, taste them."

I raised eyebrows. "Well... I don't know about that..."

He ran a hand through his hair. He mimicked squeezing them. "They're just so—"

"Big, I know. I see them all the time. Can't miss them."

"I wish I was you."

"Why'd you marry your wife, then?"

"Oh, man. Don't get me wrong. I absolutely adore her. She just doesn't have..."

"Big tits."

"Right. And your wife's are made for my mouth."

I leaned close to his ear. "I think she likes the attention. I don't give her tits any of that." I pressed his glass into his hand.

He went back out and set his glass down. "Excuse me... gotta use the restroom."

I settled back into my chair. I hope he isn't going to go jack off in my bathroom. I was making a face.

Marcia said, "What are you scowling at?"

"Oh... Nothing." I looked at her tank top. It had a zipper up the middle. "He's dying to get a better glimpse of your tits. Why don't you zip that down a bit?"

She blushed. "You think he does?"

I coughed. "You think he doesn't?"

I got up and stepped over. I gripped the zipper and lowered it.

"Oh my gosh, are you kidding? I'll spill out."

"Leave it there."

"No way."

"Come on, you wore this without a bra. You want him to see: let him look." I had lowered the zipper to beneath the breasts. If she breathed hard or sneezed, tits would be flying everywhere. It would be chaos.

The bathroom door opened and I sat back down as he came out.

The back of the couch was to the hall and my wife tried to sneak a glance behind her.

Duke was doing the same. He came up behind her and was sneaking a glance over her shoulder. His eyes popped out and his mouth dropped open when he saw the exposure.

He looked comical and I had to struggle not to laugh.

He reached down with an impulsive move and slid his hands down her open top.

Marcia reacted with shock and surprise, clasping her forearms over her boobs, but effectively trapping his hands right where he wanted them. He began kneading her boobs.

He breathed, "Fuck these are awesome."

I decided I had no problem with his groping. What was a little tit-touching? I had already run my hands across his wife's tits. I guess I owe him.

My wife was still shocked. "Oh my gosh, stop that." She shot a look at me. "Are you just going to let him run his hands all over me?"

"He loves your tits."

He was in full grope and squeeze mode.

I said to him, "Light on the pinching. She doesn't like it hard."

Her eyes bugged out and she tugged at his wrists.

He pulled his hands out, but I saw his fingers slide over her nipples under the fabric. "Sorry, I couldn't resist."

She tried to shift her tank top around to straighten it after the mauling.

He sat. "Those are fantastic, Marcia..."

She studied him from under her lashes. One side of her lips lifted with some interest. "You think so?"

"They're so beautiful."

She sent a single eyebrow raise my way.

I said, "Don't hide them, dear. He wants to see."

"I'm not hiding them."

I got up and went back to the bathroom. Pulling my cock out for business, I was amused to feel it fleshy and swollen. Over him groping my wife's dumb tits? Ha.

I went back out and came up behind her. I leaned down and planted a kiss on her neck. She always liked that. At the same time, I reached down and pulled one side of the unzipped tank top aside. Her left breast was exposed.

She squawked, but I offered the boob to Duke. "You wanted a taste?"

His eyes were big again and his mouth open. I didn't need to invite him twice.

He latched his mouth onto her boob and sucked.

Marcia, tense and stunned, slowly let out a breath and settled down. Her exhalation turned into a gasp.

Duke was mumbling in between licks and sucks. "Fucking fantastic. These are so awesome."

My wife's chest was heaving more and more until she pushed him off. "All right, that's enough." She rearranged her top.

I hadn't expected her to go this far, but I hadn't either expected her to stop it so soon.

~ ~ ~

I asked her in bed that night. "Why'd you stop him?"

She was getting into bed. She coughed. "I can't believe you offered him my breast."

"He told me he was dying to taste them."

"He did?"

"Yep, in the kitchen. I figured he could have a taste."

She settled down.

I thrust my hand down her panties. She tried to block my move, but I had fingers in her before she could. I said, "Yep, he got you all wet."

Her tone was defensive. "He was licking my boob."

"And you liked it."

"Well... of course."

I began to harden.

She noticed. "Oh... you liked that, too?"

Heat rose in my face and I hid a smile. "I guess it was kind of hot seeing the kid slobber all over your tits. I bet he's home jacking off right now."

She gripped my cock and stroked. "Do you think so?"

"Yep."

"You didn't mind him... touching me?"

"Well, it's not like I'm a big tit-man..."

"No..."

I shrugged. "So I guess it's okay."

She squeezed. "Your cock sure thinks so."

I moved over her and mounted her, lust rising fast in me.

She spread her legs out wider, ready.

I thrust in, all the way. "You liked his mouth on you?"

"Yes," she panted.

I was pounding down into her, bouncing her, me, and the mattress in a hard and harsh fuck. "I think you should let him play more."

"You want me to?"

"Why not?"

She quaked underneath me as whatever she was thinking translated to physical reaction. "That's... so... naughty."

Yeah, it was. I had to agree.

Young guy? Hands all over my wife's whomping tits? Yep. Naughty.

But really, he had a breast fetish. My wife had the goods and his didn't. If my wife liked it, then why not?

Sounded simple and straightforward.

What harm? What foul?

I wasn't going to be licking her tits. If he wanted to and she liked it... "I think you should let him kiss those babies as much as he wants."

"It... made me... wet."

"So why did you stop him?"

She moaned in regret. "I wasn't sure if I should be letting him—"

"I was the one that offered."

"I know, but I didn't know if you were going to be mad at me."

"Fuck no, I'm not mad." I thrust into her hard. "Look at this great sex we're having."




CHAPTER 6

The week went by differently than the previous; I couldn't get Duke's fascination with my wife's dumb tits off my mind.

I was looking forward to Saturday. And the sex afterwards. I don't think I've ever busted a harder nut than the last Saturday night. Marcia had responded so energetically and came maybe harder than I did.

Over her tits? Hey, man, I'm there. I'm all for it. Count me in, deal me in, I want it happening.

So the week went slow.

Friday was unusual. Duke caught me outside as I pulled up late from a job.

"Hey..."

I was tired, dusty, and in need of a good sluicing shower. "Huh?" I leaned back wearily against my truck.

He gave a bashful smile. "It was my birthday yesterday..."

"Oh. Happy birthday." Who gives a fuck? Who counts birthdays anymore? Oh, they still mean something for the young – right.

He fidgeted like he had to go to the bathroom. "I... uh..."

I really wanted to soak in the shower. "What?"

"I was hoping... I could convince Marcia to give me... something special..."

My interest perked up. But I was still tired. "Oh? Like what?" I straightened from the truck and thumbed my belt loops.

His eyes darted around and he leaned close. "Man, it would be like the perfect birthday gift if I could get a tit-job..." He trailed off and turned bright red. "I'm sorry, I can't believe I'm even saying it."

"Tit-job?" Hmm. I scratched at my chin. "I don't know..."

"Forget I said anything." He was scrubbing his hand over his face and it was flaming red.

I gripped his shoulder and shook it. "Don't be embarrassed. The worst that can happen is that it doesn't happen. Thank you for asking, anyway."

"Um, don't tell my wife..."

I chuckled. "No, I won't. She wouldn't be interested in giving me a lap dance someday, would she?"

He looked horrified. "No way, she'd never do that. She's definitely not the type."

"Not even a tease?"

"Nope. She thinks flirting is cheating. All against it."

I shrugged. "See you tomorrow?"

Relief relaxed his features. "Yeah, definitely."

I went inside.

In the shower and after, I gave it some thought. A tit-job?

I asked Marcia later. "Hey."

She as cleaning up after dinner.

"I have a question for you."

"What?"

"Duke's birthday was yesterday."

"Oh?"

"He says the perfect gift to top it all off would be if you would give him a tit-job."

She looked at me in utter confusion. "I'm not a plastic surgeon... Why does he want fake tits?"

I was squeezing the bridge of my nose and shaking with the effort of holding back my laughter. I snorted and choked.

Washrag in hand, she cocked her hips and put her fist to her waist. The rag dangled limply. "What?"

I coughed and wheezed, then cleared my throat. "A tit-job is like a hand-job except you're using your boobs."

She blinked, face slack. Then she lit up. "Oh!" She laughed for a few seconds, then went back to confusion. "From me?" She touched her cleavage as if to make sure it was still there.

"He was all red with embarrassment. Told me to forget he asked. Yes, you."

She waved her hand as if hot. "I'm flattered..."

"I thought about it and figured I'd leave it up to you."

"Up to me?"

I gave her a dry look. "Yeah, like, they're your tits."

"You have a say in all this."

"Right, and I'm leaving it up to you."

"Why me?"

I shrugged. "Because they're your tits. Do you like him enough to give him a birthday present?"

"Well, I suppose..."

"With your tits?"

She sighed in confusion. "Well, I don't know... Jack him off with my boobs?"

"Yep."

"That's supposed to feel good?"

"Not for the woman, but for a guy with a tit-fetish, yeah."

She grabbed at her boobs and squeezed them, a look of confusion still on her face.

I said, "If you're going to let him lick and suck them, why not? Return the favor. He's giving you pleasure, maybe you can give him some."

"You want this?"

"No, I'm telling you the ball is in your court. I don't have a problem with it."

Her look turned intent and introspective.

~ ~ ~

I led Duke in Saturday.

Marcia had stayed inside all day.

I didn't tell him that I'd told my wife and I still didn't know what was going to happen.

She came out wearing a white blouse, buttoned down to beneath her breasts. The middle of her black bra was showing. Her smile was sunny and sociable. "So the birthday boy is here."

He cast a quick glance my way and blushed. "Uh, yeah. Thursday."

I poured fresh drinks and placed them on the coffee table while they hugged.

He was looking down, unable to control himself.

My wife was smiling, clearly enjoying the attention. She delivered the bomb. "So what's this I hear about a tit-job?"

He backed away from her in a rush. "Oh, hey, look, I'm really sorry—"

She giggled and looked down at his pants. "I think someone is hoping for one."

He took another step backwards and almost stumbled over the arm of the couch. "I'm sorry—"

She gave him a sideways look. "Nonsense. Let's say I want to give you a birthday present?"

His change was instant. Tension flowed in his shoulders as he straightened. "Yeah?"

"Sure, after I finish my drink."

His limbs were quivering. "Oh... man... That'd be great..." He collapsed onto the sofa as if his legs could no longer bear his weight.

My wife laughed and sat next to him. She twisted to face him, arm up on the back of the couch and the other hand holding her drink. Her tits were taunting him.

He whispered, "Can I touch?"

She nodded.

He twisted towards her and worked his hand into her shirt and bra. He exhaled with relief.

I watched from my chair, laughing inwardly at the kid's incessant fascination with fat-bags. I recalled the memorable feel of his wife's flat boobs sliding across my palms. I started to get an erection. Oh, stop it, Gary, I told myself. Charity isn't into that.

Marcia finished her drink and set the empty glass down. She began unbuttoning her blouse.

I found the delicate bit of intimacy refreshing and arousing. She was unbuttoning for the guy and it all felt so normal. The ease of it stimulated my cock. Nothing wrong with this here.

She asked, "So how does this work?"

He was panting. "You put a little lube in between them and bunch them together. I slip my... dick... up through here. You move them up and down..." He broke off, panting harder. "Whoa, I can't believe this is happening."

She retrieved some oil and knelt in front of him. "Okay, let's see how this works."

I got up to supervise and stood behind the couch.

Duke undid and slid off his jeans.

Marcia's eyes popped out. Not in total shock, just at seeing a new cock for the first time since we'd been married.

Twenty-three years?

A smile spread on her face and her eyebrows did a little lift and dance at what she saw.

Yeah, the guy had a great-looking cock. Bigger than mine, but not huge. Same thickness, it looked like, but a good inch longer. Maybe an inch and a half. Curved slightly upwards. Mine was straight. How does Charity fit that thing inside her? Or does she?

He jacked himself a few times and scooted to the edge of the sofa.

My wife applied a little oil between her breasts. "So bunch them together and..."

He was breathy. "Yeah, just like that." He held out his erection. "Move them over me and I'll slide it in under your bra."

She giggled and leaned over him. "Like this?"

He groaned and slid the head of his cock under the front of her bra and up into her cleavage. "Oh... fuck..."

"You like this?" She was on the verge of laughter.

"Oh, yeah." He was moving his hips. The head of his cock was straining and poking up from between her globes. "Now move up and down."

She did, trying to hold back laughter. "And this is good?"

He shook his head. "Oh... you don't know how good..."

She looked down at the head of his cock, moving up towards her mouth. She parted her lips and kept watching. "This is... fun..."

Duke was delirious. "You have such beautiful boobs. Oh... fuck... I can't believe you're doing this for me."

She laughed low, and lewd.

I was hard watching her tits slide on his cock. Wow, who would have thought I'd ever get turned on over her tits? My cock flexed in my pants, over and over. I liked it. I watched my wife fuck Duke with her tits and I was hard. Very hard.

The guy didn't last long. He groaned loudly in our living room, his eruption of emotion echoing against the walls.

Marcia moved faster.

His cock looked red. It blew. Cum jetted out of his cock, plastering my wife's face with a gush of sperm. From her forehead, down the inner corner of her eye, over her nose and between her lips was a blast of juice.

She squealed and turned her face away.

His next several squirts, as large as the first, landed in her hair and on her ear.

She flinched at each one. She pulled back when he seemed to relax. "Oh my gosh..."

His cock was still dribbling squirts like a weak water fountain.

Fuck, where did all that cum come from? His balls aren't that big... I was fucking rock hard.

Marcia gave me a bewildered look as she wiped his cum from her lips.

Duke was exhaling with relief. "Fuck, that was awesome."

She held out her hands. "You made a mess."

"Sorry. Most women suck on it at the end to keep it from getting messy. Maybe next time..." He looked back at me.

I wasn't sure if he was asking me or checking, so I remained quiet.

My wife said, "Oh, yeah, I guess so." She laughed. "Well, next time let me know when you're going to cum."

He nodded enthusiastically.

I was cheering inside, happy and pleased that my wife assumed there would be a next time.

I liked that.

A lot.

So did my dick.




CHAPTER 7

A few weeks passed with much better feelings.

I grew comfortable seeing my wife handle him and blow him.

Ask me a month before if I would have come to think so and the answer would've been different. I didn't view my wife as a sex object, though our sex-life was fine. I viewed her as a love-partner object.

It had never crossed my mind before to see her give some guy a tit-job. I didn't know if that was something common for all guys who have wives with big tits.

Was it? I didn't know.

I know masonry. Bricks, mortar and stone.

I didn't know about marriages involving big tits.

Wasn't like I was going to ask anyone.

Who would've thought I would get an erection seeing some guy's dick between my wife's tits? But that's what happened, that's what developed, and that's what I looked forward to every Saturday. And I wasn't a tit-man.

Strange? Very. To me, anyways.

Our sex life got hotter.

Maybe that's an understatement. It got hotter, better, and closer. We shared an intensity about it – towards each other – that made the love-making so fulfilling.

I would feel anxiety all day Thursday. I wanted the week to be over. I wanted to see him maul my wife's tits.

Friday I walked around and worked with a constant hard-on, thinking of the events to come.

Marcia liked giving him tit-jobs because she liked his dick. I could see that much, and it turned me on knowing it. She liked sucking it.

At first, I was grossed out that I would be kissing that mouth later. But when he kissed her after, I thought it might not be so bad. When I did, it wasn't as if I had his cock in my mouth. It was her same lips and tongue that had kissed me when we were married.

That those lips had slid down his shaft was kind of hot.

The third tit-job wasn't a tit-job. Instead of using her chest, she just jacked and sucked him.

By then, I'd say I loved it. I wanted her mouth on his cock. It was a thing of beauty watching her suck and swallow his cum.

I could not have imagined having this image of my wife – her being beautiful with another cock in her mouth. But it was. Well, it was now.

The change had come fast. I always thought I changed slow. Stubborn. Pig-headed. Mule-headed. Set in my ways.

And in less than a month, so different from what I had been before...

I was sitting out with her early Saturday, just before noon.

Charity came out and went to the mailbox at the curb.

Marcia said, "I wonder if he'll come over early."

I tilted my glass at the girl peering into the mailbox. "He could bring her; I'd love to get a blowjob from—"

"No way."

"Eh?"

"No. Way. I don't want her touching you."

I gave her a look. "I just figured if you're going to blow him, she could blow me."

"Forget it. Out of the question."

"Why not?"

"Your dick belongs to me and that's all there is to it." Her voice carried heat and jealousy.

I shrugged. "He's already said she doesn't go for that stuff."

"If she did, I'd have you kick them out. No one touches your dick."

Sheeeit, good thing the girl isn't into it. "Whatever."

She pointed a finger at me. "Understand this: you're not going to be doing the things I'm doing."

"Relax, would ya?"

"Just forget about it."

Her attitude put me in a mood.

Fortunately, Duke came out a minute after Charity went in. His grin was all my wife needed to turn on the charm.

We got up and went inside.

I poured our drinks and set them on the coffee table.

Duke and my wife were already kissing on the couch, his hands all over her boobs inside her blouse. She was fumbling at his pants. He took over and said, "Maybe I can do something for you?"

She looked curious. "Hmm?"

"You know, get you off."

She got a suspicious look on her face. "I don't know..."

"I could lick you—"

"No. My panties stay on."

"What if I got you off through your panties?"

She lifted an eyebrow and almost smiled. "Hmm, maybe."

He removed his jeans. "Get your shorts off. It'll be fun."

Her face turned interested. She bit her lower lip and shucked her shorts. She was wearing those sheer panties, silky and see-through.

He breathed, "Whoa, nice. Charity wears little girl's panties."

I chuckled.

Marcia sent a withering look my way.

I rolled my eyes and took a gulp of vodka – my mood turning just a little more irritated.

His fingers moved down and began rubbing. They kissed again as my wife stroked his erection.

This was almost sublime. Pleasant. As easy as a stroll in the park and as chaste. Mutual masturbation. Some friendly kissing.

Not cheating.

No, this was exciting.

He said, "Let me get you off, first."

"Okay."

"Get on your knees." He pointed, swirling his hand over at the couch.

She gave him a warning look. "The panties stay on."

"Sure thing. Don't worry. I'll only be touching your panties."

Marcia got on her hands and knees on the couch.

Duke got up behind her and rubbed his cock all over her panties.

My wife gasped and pushed back against him.

He brought his cock up from underneath, between her thighs. "Okay, close your legs. Squeeze my dick with them, like you did your tits."

She exhaled raggedly. "This feels nasty."

"You feel me on your clit?"

"Yes..."

"Now we move like we're doing it." He gripped her hips and moved back and forth. His cock slid between her thighs, the upper side of his erection running up against and along her clit. "Fuck, those are soft panties."

She was hanging her head down, looking at her thighs and his cock appearing and disappearing.

They moved together, faster, until both were panting.

He made a face. "Soft, but the seam..."

I got up and went over. I pulled the seam of her panties up, indicating her right butt cheek. "Slide it under there. Her skin is really soft."

Duke did, his cock sliding over her soft cheek and bulging up the panties.

I sat on the coffee table, close.

They moved again for a bit until he pulled the panties more to the side. Her pussy was exposed. He gripped his cock and moved it between her thighs again and then up. His shaft made contact with her clit and he pulled up, running the head of his cock up her slit from the bottom.

My wife shook suddenly and quivered on her arms as his cock passed her pussy.

Back and forth he went, running the head of his cock up and down her slit. Her lips swelled with excitement and she sighed with desperation and desire.

Duke looked at me with pleading eyes. "Dude, I gotta stick it in her. Her pussy feels so perfect. I need to try it, okay?"

She said nothing, but her breaths became heavier.

I held my finger to my lips and reached for him. I was in a mood and wanted revenge. Panties stay on? Fine. Take this.

He started to pull away, but I shook my head.

I gripped his shaft and moved it to her entrance. I mouthed, "Do it."

His eyes lit up and so did his smile. I let go as he pushed.

My wife's head came up in alarm, but she said nothing.

The helmet of Duke's cock disappeared into my wife's pussy.

I was hard. Very hard.

He pulled on her hips and slid his shaft into her.

She groaned, tight with tension, but still said nothing.

She wanted him and I knew it.

Duke looked at me.

I made a ramming motion with my fist.

He exhaled excitedly and began pummeling his hips into hers.

One instant it was insertion. It looked great, raised no issues in me I might have thought of as wrong, or evil, or bad.

The next instant, they were fucking like animals. He was grunting, thrusting, and she was groaning and moaning with longing and lust.

No, I wasn't put off at all. To my thinking, I should have been repulsed. Defensive of her. Possessive and jealous.

But I wasn't. I was involved, intrigued, and intensely aroused. She wanted to dictate to me terms? Well fuck her terms, I just dictated his dick to her. And I was really enjoying it.

Her familiar ass jiggled to the impacts. Her pussy lips moved in and out with his shaft, revealing slick juices coating his erection and her lips. She was very excited.

Take that. Try to act all pure with me...

Their sex turned into something more like raging rutting. He was snarling at her and she was growling – both thrusting as hard as they could: him into her; her back into him.

It was as if they were angry.

Over what? Not me, certainly. Maybe he was angry his wife had no tits. Maybe my wife was angry at herself that she had tried to play coy when she really wanted his cock inside her and I had exposed it.

He muttered, "Fuck, your wife's pussy is perfect. Thank you for this..."

I scooted along the table and moved her swinging hair back from her face. "You like him inside you?"

She turned her face to me, mouth open, eyes half closed and glazed. Her breaths were coming out in explosive bursts. She nodded.

I said to Duke, "I think that's a yes for next weekend, and after."

His mouth dropped open in shock, then he squeezed his eyes shut. He forced his cock in as far as it could go and let loose several growling grunts.

That opened up another realization in me: I liked him cumming in her. Another hit to the sensibilities out of nowhere, toppling my mental towers of certainty into ruin. I would've thought it better if he had pulled out. Now that I saw him cumming in her, I was glad I hadn't mentioned it.

Why would I have wanted him to pull out? Just as her blowjobs had not seemed dirty, neither did this now. He was cumming in her: it was right. It would've been wrong to make him pull out, but only by seeing the opposite was I certain that pulling out would've wasted the best of the experience.

His cum was already gushing out of her pussy and dripping down to the cushion and he was still cumming. There would be a stain on the sofa, but I was proud to know I would see it and remember how good this had been.




CHAPTER 8

Only by pure chance had I evolved into someone I might have thought freaky before my change.

This was more than some kind of silly change where a man denies science, decides he's a woman, and puts on a wig and panties. Those are cosmetic changes in trying to be something they shouldn't.

I had changed inside, not put on outward affectations.

I was a different man – and only by chance. Had I not shown my wife's picture to Duke, would he have been less enthusiastic about renting? Might I have been less inclined to lower the rent?

What if they had never come to see the place?

What if I hadn't invited him over for drinks? What if he hadn't become tipsy enough to comment on my wife's tits?

All of those chances led to this peculiar position I perceived as superior than before. Before this, I would have valued my prior mindset as proper.

No, not now. This was definitely better, and astounding that I had been so blind to it before. Two decades had passed. I might have been showing her tits long ago. What might have developed? Something better, even?

I was sitting out with Marcia Saturday after a whole week of introspection.

She interrupted my thoughts. "You aren't thinking of Charity, are you?"

"No..."

She gave me a suspicious eyebrow.

I exhaled loudly. "I was thinking about how little chances led to something like this. How I would never have imagined being the kind of person who wanted it."

"Oh." She looked away towards the tree in the yard. "Me neither. Is it wrong that—"

"I was just thinking how right it was."

She looked at me, eyes soft and searching. "Thank you; it's very exciting."

"Then how can it be wrong?"

I saw her eyes flick towards the other side of the driveway, then down to the mailbox.

Ah, Charity. She was feeling guilty that she wanted Duke's dick but was being a shit about me hinting at Charity. Well, you can deal with your own demons, I'm sure. Mine have been banished.

Duke came over near one in the afternoon. The look of hunger on his face was manifest. "Hey, you two." He already was sporting a bulge in his jeans.

I knew what was coming and I looked forward to it. No hesitation. No doubts. No fears. "Shall we go inside? To the bedroom?"

His smile turned to an eager grin. "That's what I like to hear."

I got up. "You're hearing it." I waved them inside. "Do we have to worry about Charity getting curious?"

He said, "Nah, I don't think so. I keep her satisfied. And she's still sworn off alcohol."

Marcia giggled.

He stopped in the hallway, looking at me. "Am I the only one who..."

I nodded. But his question put a thought into my head. Would any of my other friends like Marcia's picture? I gestured to the bedroom. Maybe I'll select a few and send it. The difference now was that instead of being turned off by her enormous tits, I was proud of them for what they had brought us.

I laughed to myself. We had assets we didn't know we had! "Get out of all the clothes."

My wife was ready for that.

Duke didn't disagree. He shed his clothes, fast.

I went back out to the front to peek out the window. I didn't trust Charity. But the front yard was clear.

When I came back into the room, he had my wife back on the bed and was between her thighs licking away.

Well, why not? He kissed her and had to know my cock had been in her mouth at other times. That he was licking the pussy I fucked when he wasn't around was testament to his unconcern. If he didn't care, why should I? And I didn't. It made sense that he shouldn't, either.

I think Marcia was too tense, although she enjoyed what he was doing.

I said, "Just do her, Duke. I can tell she's impatient."

She gave me a look of thanks as he climbed up.

His cock was hard and eager.

I was near her head, looking down her body.

He paused, licking at her breasts and nipples.

I'll never understand the fascination with tits. But I was glad Duke had it and it had all led to this.

His athletic body moved again, his cock aiming for my wife's wide open pussy.

It was an awesome sight.

His cock moved to her and the head disappeared from my sight.

She gasped at the touch of it and her hips tilted up.

All I could see was his hard and swollen shaft pointing down to my wife's pussy. It was sliding forward, obviously into my wife.

His eyes were closed, mouth open, and breath held. His hips met hers.

Marcia's hands were gripping his biceps and she was quivering visibly. Violently. She exhaled a shaky breath.

Duke began fucking her, moving his shiny shaft in and out of my wife's pussy.

It was perfect.

Watching his muscular body tense and flex, driving their union on his thick pole between them was magnificent.

I watched him deep-fuck my wife with vigorous thrusts until she was moaning continuously from arousal.

She stretched back a hand and grabbed at my jeans.

Duke was staring down at her boobs. They were rotating with the thrusts and he was mesmerized.

I slid off my jeans and let my wife fondle my cock.

Her touch thrilled me like never before. Her excitement vibrated through her fingers and his ramming jerked through her grip.

Fuck, what a turn on. I began panting.

He wasn't just doing push-ups on her, he was tilting his hips and clenching to get as deep a thrust as possible. That my wife was taking his tool all the way in made my dick throb. Her pussy was perfect for his dick.

I felt the tickly tension spreading and thrust my hips forward. I let it happen. I let her jack me off without pulling back to save it.

I groaned with relief as my orgasm erupted out of my erection. The first blast was always my best and it didn't disappoint me. It spattered Duke's cheek. The second, third, fourth and fifth blasts wet my wife's chest.

Marcia arched her back and let out a whimper as her body convulsed. Her spasms radiated up her body, shaking her tits and quivering her lips.

My wife had cum on his cock and it was good.

Duke was surprised at my cheek blast and blinked rapidly as he tried to shy away from me. But he looked down at my cum on her tits and gasped. His butt flew faster and my wife jerked harder underneath him.

I wished I could see his shaft in her, but even just the merging of their naked bodies was gratifying. I stumbled back on weak knees and settled against the dresser.

Duke was in full riot fuck-mode. He was crying out with effort and frantically pushing with his feet. Then he began grunting – long growls filled with effort and strain. He was cumming.

He squirted his sperm deep into my wife and it was superb.





EPILOGUE

How he was going to get enough, I didn't know. I didn't particularly care, either. I liked the guy, but he was a renter and eventually Charity would be interested in coming over with him for visits.

That would pretty much put a stop to everything.

I appreciated what he opened up within us. He loosened up my wife considerably and changed me in ways I would never have fathomed.

We were going to ride his cock as long as it was taking tickets, but I knew it was temporary. So did she.

I sent her picture out to three friends, carefully selected, and sworn to secrecy. I knew I could trust them.

Would one show interest? Step up to replace an eventually departing Duke?

I didn't know. I hit send and told her about it after. All three texted me back that she was beautiful – they had always known it. I detected nothing additional in their responses.

I wasn't worried. I could always text them at a future time when Duke was no longer in the picture and ask if they wanted more.

Moved to the backburner.

Kept warm.

I was confident her assets would prove valuable to someone close, soon enough.
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