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Tammy lay on a towel on the living room floor. Her
three young children were upstairs, asleep. Her husband, Greg, and
his friend, Dan, had been massaging her with baby oil for the past
20 minutes. Greg had harbored a long-time fantasy of seeing his
wife with another man, yet he didn’t know how he’d gotten to this
point on this specific evening. And he did not want to stop to
think about how he’d gotten this far; he wanted to keep the moment
moving forward.

Dan was a work buddy who they’d invited to dinner.
Once the kids were put to bed and the wine flowed more readily,
Greg and Dan began making jokes about playing strip poker. Tammy
had ignored their comments but kept up with their consumption of
wine and soon another bottle was opened. Nothing had been planned
by the men, but, being men in the presence of a woman (and with
copious amounts of wine) they were always pushing to see how far
they could get.

Dan was a bit surprised when Greg began making lewd
comments and mentioning strip poker. He decided to make a crude
comment of his own and found that Greg did not protest. The
conversation continued without really moving towards anything
sexual. It appeared to Greg as if Tammy was just tolerating and
ignoring their adolescent behavior.

“I’ll tell you what,” she said abruptly. “Why don’t
you men give me a massage?”

Greg was taken by surprise. He blinked. Did she
just say that? What does she mean?

“OK!” Dan jumped on the opportunity.

“Uh... Yeah!” Greg picked up fast.

Tammy didn’t say another word but stood and left the
room. She returned in a moment with a bath towel, a few hand towels
and a bottle of baby oil. She spread the bath towel on the floor,
set down the hand towels and the baby oil and turned her back to
the men. Their jaws were slack and they watched her unbutton and
remove her blouse, and lay it on the couch. Then, still without a
word or glance, she unzipped her jeans and slid them down her long
legs. Keeping her back to them, she folded her jeans and placed
them, too, on the couch. She lay down on the towel, feet towards
the men, wearing her bra and panties.

There was a long moment of silence before both men
lurched from their seats and moved to either side of her legs. Greg
picked up the bottle of oil and squirted some into his palm and
then handed the bottle to Dan who did the same. Each man found the
back of a thigh and began a clumsy massage, both running their
hands from the back of her knees to the base of her buttocks. It
was as if each of them was still unsure of her intentions and they
didn’t yet venture from the backs of her thighs. Greg’s head was
still swimming with memories. The shy girl who, seven years
earlier, was unsure of herself sexually—nearly to the point of
being clumsy—had now stripped down to her underwear in front of his
friend and was allowing them both to rub oil onto her skin.

Greg and Tammy met in college. He was nothing more
than average. Average height, average weight, and average size…
everything average.

Greg always said he’d never forget the first time he
saw her… a statuesque beauty queen, nearly six feet tall, long
cascading hair and full breasts. She carried herself with grace—her
stride was more of a glide—yet, even though he was instantly
stunned by her beautiful face, his male brain was aware of a slight
jiggle in her breasts as she passed.

Tammy glided across the quad and every male eye was
upon her. Greg watched for her every day and soon became aware of
all of the other male eyes following her path. He even smiled
inwardly when he noticed some female eyes following her.

His stroke of luck was that they were both taking
classes in psychology and were, therefore, in the same department.
She was quiet to the point of being shy and never seemed to talk
with anyone. Greg had heard somewhere that the really beautiful
women didn’t get asked out as often as everyone thought and one day
he just decided to say hello.

“Hi,” she said and smiled at him.

He sat down across from her and, fighting past a
moment of panic wherein he realized he hadn’t thought of what he’d
say if she answered his hello, he fumbled forth something about the
previous class they’d shared.

She openly talked about her impressions of the
lecture then finished her thought and waited for him. He quickly
made a lame joke about the subject and she laughed. Days followed
and every day he found an excuse to talk with her. One afternoon a
few of the students were gathering for a walk to a nearby hamburger
joint and he casually invited her along. He hoped it was casual, or
at least looked casual. Inside his heart was pounding.

He was elated when she stood and said, “Sure! Thank
you for asking!”

He did his best to be charming and witty and,
somehow, it worked. Soon he asked her to dinner and a movie and,
not soon enough for him, he invited her to his apartment and she
accepted.

When it came to sex, she was very shy and awkward.
Greg was patient and slowly brought her out of her shell, but it
seemed to be a few years after their first child when she began to
get a little wild, as he called it.

Now here she was, in bra and panties, allowing him
and another man to massage her with baby oil. Greg worked
his way up to her back, skipping over her panty-clad rear. Dan
followed suit. Greg soon realized that he was going to have to take
the lead. He had no idea how far Tammy would let this progress, but
decided to push ahead. Each time he stroked up her back, he skipped
over her bra strap. This time, he flipped it open. Without a word
or glance, Tammy lowered her hand from its resting place above her
head and, taking the bra, raised herself slightly and pulled it
from underneath her, tossing it aside and lying back down.

This is promising, Greg thought.

Greg lifted off his T-shirt with one hand and dropped
it to the floor. Dan followed suit less than a minute later. Both
men had been barefoot and were now each wearing only shorts.

The men were on either side of her and alternated
between massaging her bare back and her extended legs. After a few
more minutes of languid massaging, Greg moved back down beside her
legs while Dan remained by her arm. Greg held his breath to bolster
some courage and reached for the waist band of Tammy’s panties.
Hooking a finger under each side he paused to see what his timid
wife would do. Her response was to slightly raise her hips. Greg
could not believe his luck. Would this be the night he finally
saw his wife fuck another man? He quickly slid her panties down
her legs and tossed them next to her bra.

Tammy’s long body was stretched out before them,
glistening with baby oil reflecting in the dim light. Both her
hands were resting on the carpet, above her head, and she had her
face turned in to her right bicep, almost as if she was hiding.

Dan seemed to make hurried, almost jerking motions
while Greg began lazily sliding his hands from Tammy’s calves, up
across her bottom and onto her lower back, then retracing his
movements to her calves.

He paused for a moment to remove his shorts, again
using one hand to pull off the elastic-banded shorts while
continuing to massage Tammy with the other. Still not knowing how
far she would let this go, he didn’t want to change her mood. His
erection was evident and his briefs could not contain it. At first
he was a little self-conscious that Dan would be able to see his
stiff cock, but there was no hiding it. His body’s movements as he
worked along his wife’s back caused his dick to shift within his
briefs and now it poked straight out. He was even aware of a wet
spot beginning to form on the front of his briefs.

Within minutes, Dan followed suit and Greg could see
his friend’s cock also made a tent in his underwear. The two men
worked their hands up and down her body, pausing for brief moments
to apply more baby oil to their hands. One on either side they
worked along her body, each with bulging dicks tenting their
underwear, both oozing with pre-cum.

After a while both men paused, seemingly at the same
time. They had massaged her up and down, over and over for more
than a half hour. Greg thought, It’s now or never…

“Fronts?” he said.

And Dan parroted, “Fronts?”

Before Greg could even ponder whether she’d go for it
or not, Tammy rolled over onto her back. She laid an arm across her
eyes, letting it bend at the elbow, and didn’t say a word. She lay
naked before her husband and another man. He breasts were full and
still pretty firm for having had three kids. They moved slightly
with her breath and her thick nipples stood erect, betraying her
excitement. She hadn’t manicured herself in a while and her pussy
was covered with a curly thatch of dark hair. But Greg never minded
if she was furry or bare, he just loved going down on her.

Both men allowed their eyes to take in the sight
before them. Thoughts were flooding Greg’s mind. Here was his shy,
timid wife, laying naked, still keeping a modicum of dignity by
keeping her feet together, but still displaying all of her charms
to the eyes of another man. She lay naked… not saying a word…
waiting.

Then, as if each was startled into the realization
that they could actually touch this beauty before them, they
practically lunged forward, both men applying full pressure to the
thigh before them. Within only seconds they moved up, quickly
rubbed her stomach and then found Tammy’s breasts. Each man
attacked the breast closest to him as they moved to kneel on either
side of her chest.

Tammy’s breathing increased as, for the first time in
her life, there were two hands massaging each tit. The men kneaded
and squeezed the orb in their hands, the oil making their
ministrations smooth and easy. Greg began squeezing harder. He knew
what his wife liked. His hands glided around, each working in
concert with the other and he let his right thumb and index finger
come to rest on her erect nipple. He squeezed lightly and she
caught her breath. Yes, he knew his wife.

He looked at Dan who was focused on the breast before
him, hands gripping and squeezing. Greg caught Dan’s eye and nodded
towards the breast he clutched. With an exaggerated move so Dan
would catch on, Greg squeezed the nipple tightly and rolled it
between his fingers. Tammy inhaled raggedly. Dan mimicked his
friends move and Tammy held her breath.

“Harder,” Greg mouthed to Dan and squeezed even
tighter with his thumb and forefinger. Tammy still didn’t breathe
but her back arched slightly. Dan squeezed and rolled the nipple in
his grip. For the first time since the massage began, Tammy made a
sound, as a nearly imperceptible moan escaped her lips.

The men continued the tight manipulation of her
nipples as they increased pressure on her breasts. Greg kept the
nipple between the finger and thumb tips of his right hand and ran
his left hand down his wife’s body, across her stomach and past her
pussy, just grazing her bush and easing his hand slightly inside
her thigh. He pulled up on her nipple, letting the full weight of
her breast pull on it. He massaged the inside of her left thigh
while stretching the nipple even higher, moving it in the air,
swinging her breast by the stiff nub. The way he gently swung her
breast side to side while tightly squeezing the nipple increased
the sensation she felt. He pulled up harder and softly swung her
tit back and forth, maintaining the rolling motion of his fingers.
At the same time he rubbed along the inside of his wife’s thigh,
ever so gently and slowly pulling her leg away from the other.

Dan soon copied Greg’s movements on Tammy’s right
breast. Greg pulled her left nipple towards him and nodded for him
to take it, which he did. Dan stretched both nipples up, letting
the weight of her breasts pull against his grip. He gently swung
each globe in a circular motion, the centrifugal force pulling
harder, stretching her nipples as far as she’d let him. And to this
point, she hadn’t protested. She just laid there, arm still
covering her eyes, but breathing more rapidly and beginning to
gently writhe on the floor.

While Dan enjoyed himself with his new found toys,
Greg moved down and knelt between Tammy’s feet. She opened her legs
only enough to accommodate him. She’s laying here naked while
another man dangles her tits from her nipples and she’s still not
ready to open up, Greg thought. We’ll see about
that…

Greg remained kneeling between her feet. He leaned
forward and, with a hand on each leg, rubbed and massaged his way
upward to her thighs. He worked both hands up and down her thighs,
with each upward motion he inched forward slightly. She didn’t
willingly open her legs but she also did not offer resistance to
his movements as he worked his way up. Within a few moments he had
scooted up to the point that his knees were nudging under hers. He
dragged his hands up her thighs and now could easily reach her
pussy, but instead he came as close to it without touching it and
withdrew his hands to her knees.

Again he moved his hands along her long quadriceps
and scooted upward again, this time opening his legs slightly,
causing hers to do the same. His knees were now farther under her
knees and her legs were beginning to bend. This opened the inside
of her thighs to his hands and he stroked upwards to the top, again
stopping just short of her pussy, his thumbs just grazing her
curls.

He kept his focus on his slow assault up his wife’s
inner thighs, but occasionally observed his friend’s activities.
Dan continued to play with Tammy’s tits. Greg watched him squeeze
her nipples, pulling them up, then letting them slip from his tight
grip and allowing them to settle back to Tammy’s chest. Then he
rubbed and massaged each full breast for a minute or so, then
slowly stretched them again by squeezing and lifting the nipples to
their limit.

Greg moved up another inch and opened his legs more.
Her legs were now over his and he moved farther and farther,
sliding his legs open more and more. Soon Tammy’s legs were open
and nearly around her husband’s waist. She has to know her pussy
is open for Dan’s view, he thought.

And it didn’t escape Dan. He continued to forcefully
manipulate her tits but his gaze was now on Greg’s activities. Greg
had slid up between Tammy’s legs until his straining cock, covered
only by his underwear, was inches from Tammy’s slit. Her scent
filled the air and Greg and Dan could see how red her vulva had
become.

Greg ran his hands up the inside of her parted thighs
and rested his thumbs along the outer edge of her burgeoning lips.
He still had not touched her pussy. He moved his hands up and down
the crease between the top of her legs and her pussy lips. Dan
slowed his play on her breasts as his focus was on the swollen
pussy just a foot away. He watched as Greg reached a hand beneath
each of Tammy’s knees and pushed her legs up and to her sides.

Still, she made no sound, offered no resistance but
no cooperation either. She just kept her arm across her eyes and
breathed deeply and more rapidly. Greg’s actions of lifting her
legs and pushing them up opened her widely. Greg looked down at the
pussy he’d eaten and fucked so many times before. But, with Dan
receiving his first look at a pussy he’d only imagined, and with
Greg knowing he was the one showing it off to his friend, it looked
brand new to him. He thought he might be even more excited than the
first time he’d bedded Tammy.

This was his shy wife. This was the mother of his
kids. This was the local PTA mom. And she was lying on the living
room floor, naked, with her legs spread wide for another man to
see.

Greg looked at her bulging pussy for a few more
moments, then pushed Tammy’s legs up even further, spreading her
even wider. He motioned for Dan to take Tammy’s right leg. Dan slid
toward Tammy’s waist and hooked his left arm inside and behind
Tammy’s knee. Greg slid up to Tammy’s left side and did the same.
Each man pressed down on the back of the leg they had trapped. With
the downward pressure on the back of her knees, Tammy’s knees
touched the floor near her elbows and her pussy was raised towards
them. Greg smiled in amazement. His wife was just lying there, her
legs stretched open as far as they could go, her pussy throbbing
and bulging, being offered for the taking. But she said nothing.
She just breathed heavily.

Greg reached towards her pussy with his left hand. He
touched only her curls but she rocked her hips slightly, betraying
her pleasure. He dragged his fingers along her hair, still not
touching her lips, pulling gently at a few odd strands.

Tammy’s scent hung heavy in the air. She began to
increase the rocking of her hips. For the first time since she lay
down, she allowed her arm to fall to her side, uncovering her face.
Her hand actually landed on Dan’s thigh and Greg watched to see if
she searched with it for the cock that strained so hard to escape
his pre-cum soaked briefs. But, though Greg could now see the
contorted look of a woman who was ready to be fucked, Tammy still
took no initiative.

Greg could feel his erect cock against the fabric of
his briefs. He too was aching for release. He removed his hand from
his wife’s curls for a moment, hoping she was wondering what was
next. Then he placed his thumb and index finger on either of her
outer lips and spread them apart. The inward rush of cool air
finally elicited a gasp from Tammy.

Both men could see her wetness as the sudden opening
of her lips released the nectar that had been building up. Dan’s
jaw dropped as he saw the honey slowly run in a tiny rivulet from
her pussy down across her puckered back door. Greg saw her swollen
clit standing proudly and fully erect. Greg gave Dan a Whaddya
think of that?! look and Dan, with a dumbfounded look on his
face, just nodded.

Greg waited, watching her throbbing clit and enjoying
his wife’s position; fully naked, breath coming fast, nipples hard
and erect, both of her legs bent at the knees and held to the
ground so that her privates were raised up, his fingers spreading
her oozing pussy before his hungry eyes and those of another
man.

Greg let his forefinger lightly touch her clit. Even
at this light touch, she gasped and raised her bottom higher
towards his finger. He did not let her apply any more pressure,
instead backing off just a little. Dan’s mouth hung open, his cock
pounding a rhythm in his briefs as he watched Greg slowly and
tantalizingly move his finger in light circles around Tammy’s clit…
slowly… gently… around and around…

Tammy began moaning, rocking her hips up and down,
trying to raise her exposed pussy to the gently twirling fingertip.
But Greg kept his touch light, tormenting her clit by not allowing
her more sensation than he wanted her to have.

Greg looked at her face. She had still not opened her
eyes but her face was twisted in a look of exquisite torture. The
look on her face begged for more, but she still remained silent,
letting her husband dictate the events and the timing of the
evening. She was fully exposed and vulnerable, but kept her eyes
closed as if not seeing herself and the four eyes that devoured her
would mean this wasn’t happening, that she wasn’t a willing
participant.

A few hours earlier, she had been a polite hostess,
entertaining one of her husband’s work friends. Now she lay before
him, her legs pinned back by this man and her husband, her most
private parts raised and open, her dripping slit betraying her
excitement at what was happening to her. What would her friends
say if they saw her? What would they think of the shy, almost
prudish housewife as she rocked her hips at the teasing fingers of
her husband?

Without warning, Greg plunged his index finger into
her depths.

“Ungh!” she moaned as he twisted his finger
into her. His finger was buried to the last knuckle and he explored
her insides, twisting and probing.

Dan was frozen in awe of what was transpiring before
him. He no longer touched Tammy’s tits but sat with his hands on
his thighs, knowing he was being offered a rare performance of
husband torturing wife both physically and mentally.

Greg noticed that Tammy’s hand still rested on Dan’s
knee and he wondered why she had made no move to touch his cock. He
increased the tempo of his assault on his wife’s slit. His twisted
faster, and then began moving it slowly in and out, fucking her
with his finger.

Her breath grew deeper and with each exhale she began
a soft moan.

“Ungh… Ungh… Ungh… Ungh…”

Greg withdrew and plunged his finger as far as it
would go, faster and faster. Tammy began moving her head from side
to side and raising and lowering her pussy to meet his thrusts. He
knew she was close to cumming and began to pound his finger into
her.

“Oh, God! Ungh… Ungh… Ungh… Ungh…” Tammy’s moans
became louder.

Greg’s finger flew in and out of her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Greg withdrew his finger quickly and left her pussy
splayed wide and unattended. Both men watched as she rocked her
delicious honey pot back and forth before them. She stopped
moaning, stopped breathing. She hesitated, wondering what had
happened. Her hips still rocked back and forth as if she had no
control. Her pussy wanted attention and she’d been suddenly left
open, exposed and unattended.

Greg smiled to himself. Now let’s see if she’ll
open her eyes…

Tammy continued to squirm, twisting her pussy in the
air, begging for attention, her breathing still ragged.

Greg quietly backed away and motioned for Dan to do
the same. They let her legs come forward and lowered her hips
gently to the floor. Greg stood and Dan followed suit.

“Well, that was a fun massage! How do you feel?” Greg
asked.

For the first time since lying on the floor, Tammy
opened her eyes. Her face betrayed her thoughts. Her look was half
surprised she’d been suddenly left without relief and the other
half that of a wanton animal. She spun quickly to her hands and
knees then sat back on her legs. Her nipples still hard and proudly
displayed for the men on her rising and falling breasts.

Her voice was almost guttural. “Why am I naked and
there are still two people wearing underwear?”

“Just say the word…” Dan breathed.

“Get ‘em off!” She said through gritted teeth.

Greg was determined to make her take some initiative.
“Wait.”

Dan stopped.

“Maybe we need some help.” Greg teased.

He saw Dan smile.

Tammy looked at her husband through narrowing eyes.
Then, like an animal in heat she crawled quickly to him and yanked
down his briefs. His cock sprang stiffly before her and she looked
at it hungrily, as if she’d never seen it before. She saw a long
strand of pre-cum slowly drip from the tip of his manhood and she
wanted it on her tongue. But then she remembered there was someone
else standing only a foot to her right.

She looked up at Greg and raised an eyebrow with a
look of You asked for this. Smoothly and quickly she moved
in front of Dan. She placed both hands on the waistband of his
underwear and, more slowly and methodically than she had with Greg,
she pulled Dan’s underwear out and over his throbbing pole. Again
her eyes met her husband’s as she lowered Dan’s briefs to his knees
where gravity did the rest.

She turned her attentions to Dan’s cock as it bobbed
only a few inches from her face. He was still frozen, not knowing
how aggressive to be, but looking down at the nude beauty who knelt
before him. She noted that Dan’s dick was roughly the same size and
shape of her husband’s, but while Greg’s curved slightly to the
left, Dan’s turned gracefully upwards.

She tilted her head back and looked into Dan’s eyes.
She chuckled inwardly at the over-excited look on his face. She
turned her head to Greg and saw him watching her with fascination.
She was his wife and she knelt, nude and ready before another man’s
cock. She knew her husband and knew he was waiting for her to
become aggressive. He wanted his shy and introverted wife to pounce
on the new cock, giving in to her animal instincts.

She turned her head back to the aching cock before
her. She moved her head to within a fraction of an inch of Dan’s
cock, breathing in his scent, examining it, enjoying how much it
ached for her lips, her tongue. No, she thought. I’m not
ready for Greg to have this victory over me. He wants me to lose
control, but I am the one in control and these two men will do
whatever I want.

She sat back on her legs, moving a few inches away
from Dan’s cock. She calmly looked from man to man, from cock to
ridged cock. Letting out a satisfied sigh she unfolded herself back
onto the towel. Her long hair spread out on the floor around her
head. Her left knee was raised and she laid it over onto her right
leg, closing off her pussy to them. She smiled at the craving looks
on the face of each man, both of them staring down, cocks dripping
with anticipation, jaws tightened with hunger.

Tammy let her hands come to her tits and she rubbed
them for herself, tempting the men. She pinched her nipples and
slowly let her legs fall back, once again exposing her wet lips.
The men were frozen in place. She trailed one hand languidly down
her stomach and let it caress her long slit.

“Mmmmm…” she purred. She dipped two fingers and
caused herself to moan, her head jerking back and her eyes closing.
“Ohhhh… yeahhhhh…” she sighed, barely audible to the men. She
slowly moved her fingers in and out of her pussy then withdrew
them. The men saw the honey that coated her fingers. She again sank
them leisurely into her hole, allowing another whimper to escape
her lips.

She watched the eyes of her husband and then Dan and
then back. She agonizingly withdrew her fingers and deliberately
brought them to her mouth. There they found her emerging tongue and
she relished their expressions as she teasingly and leisurely
licked her nectar from her fingers.

She again unhurriedly closed her legs, then reopened
them. Open and closed they went, as if she was dallying, deciding
what to do next. Then men stood and watched. She opened and closed
her legs, exposing and then hiding the prize they craved. Hers eyes
again moved to the two turgid cocks above her. Greg’s seemed harder
than she’d ever seen it and a large drop of pre-cum seeped from
Dan’s dick. To Tammy it looked like a drop of water falling in slow
motion. The bulbous drop pulled downward by gravity, then the long
strand snapping back up to the hole in the end of Dan’s cock.

Sorry I missed that drop, she thought to
herself. She was giving in to her own carnal desires but she didn’t
want to give Greg the satisfaction of seeing her behave like an
uncontrolled animal.

With a smile she said, “Well, boys? No one wants a
taste?”

Dan no longer waited for Greg’s lead. He dropped to
his knees and buried his face into her sopping pussy.

“Oh!” she gasped. Then a more relaxed, “Ohhhhhhh….”
as she accepted the enchanting onslaught of his tongue.

Greg still stood before them, watching as Dan’s head
turned back and forth hungrily devouring his wife’s pussy. Her eyes
were closed and her hands found their way to Dan’s head. She took
handfuls of his hair; guiding his probing tongue to the places she
desired. Greg moved up to her head and sank to his knees. He spread
his legs to lower his throbbing member to her face.

Despite the delicious feeling Dan was giving her
clit, Tammy opened her eyes to see what Greg was doing. Before her
she saw his cock being lowered to her face. She sighed and opened
her mouth, turning her head to meet it. Her tongue swirled around
the head, licking up his pre-cum and giving Greg and almost
overwhelming sensation. He was so excited he felt the cum stirring
in his balls. She arched her long neck upward and towards him,
trying to get more of his shaft into her mouth but Greg was afraid
he’d dump his load and he didn’t want that to happen yet.

While Dan alternated between licking her clit and
delving deeply into her hole to drink up her essence, Tammy reached
a hand up to Greg’s shaft, softly stroking his shaft while she
sucked on the head, wanting to taste the cum he had stored. Greg
again felt like he might explode and he pulled away. Tammy looked
at him with surprise but he shook his head quickly and she knew
that he was close and didn’t want to come just yet.

She inwardly reveled in the thought at how excited
Greg was. She saw him reach over and tap Dan on the shoulder. He
looked up with a start, almost as if he’d been caught doing
something he shouldn’t. Greg motioned with his head and Dan got the
message. He raised himself to his hands and knees and moved up to
hover over Tammy. The look on her face said, well, here
goes… She raised her knees and let them fall open for him.

Dan did not make eye contact with either of them. It
was as if he didn’t want to see a look on their face that said
they’d changed their minds. He pressed his hips forward and his
cock easily found the soggy and waiting pussy below him. He groaned
and thrust forward, laying himself on her. Tammy took a sharp
breath and held it for a moment and Dan began sliding himself in
and out of her.

Greg watched her body rise and fall with Dan’s slow
strokes. Another man is fucking Tammy, he thought. Tammy’s
eyes were closed as she willing accepted the new cock being pushed
into her depths but she reached over and took hold of Greg’s
forearm as he watched her. That simple move told him that she was
in this with him, for him. She was letting another
man fuck her but she was doing it with Greg. Though there was
another man involved, the sex was still between Greg and Tammy.

For a second, Greg looked down at his own cock. It
throbbed, aching for release, still glistening with baby oil and
Tammy’s saliva. He looked back to Tammy as Dan quickened his
assault on her slit. Greg wished he could see Dan’s cock sliding
into his wife’s pussy, but Dan lay fully across her, resting his
chest on her tits, smashing them into her chest, her still rock
hard nipples poking into his chest, telling him she wanted to be
fucked.

Her inner walls could feel every contour of Dan’s
cock, withdrawing and pressing in. She thought it felt like a cock…
a turgid shaft of hardened meat… probably like most others. She was
so terribly shy, that, before meeting Greg, she’d only had sex once
in college and it was so quick and clumsy she didn’t really
remember how that cock felt. Since meeting Greg, his was the only
cock she knew, but the cock slipping into her depths right now
wasn’t her husband’s cock. It was the cock of another man and her
husband was watching her take it.

Tammy tightened her grip on Greg’s forearm. He
reached up and softly caressed her arm, running his fingers from
her wrist to her elbow. She turned her head to meet his eyes. Her
look was dreamy, the events of the evening and the sensations she
felt as another man pumped his meat into her, left her in a sexual
haze.

Greg saw her eyes begin to glaze over even more and
he knew she was getting close. Without warning, Dan’s body
stiffened and he stopped thrusting, leaving his cock embedded in
her as deeply as possible. Greg heard a sharp intake of breath from
Tammy and her eyes flew open, looking directly at Greg. He realized
that she was feeling Dan’s seed being pumped into her pussy.

After a half-minute, Dan relaxed; laying his full
weight upon Tammy, then a moment later pushed himself up, his
cum-slicked tool slipping out of her slit. Tammy raised her head to
look and the slimy cock and she and Greg saw a long strand of cum
stretching from the tip to her pussy below. Dan stood, breaking
that final connection and turned his back to them, grabbing his
clothes and mumbling about taking a shower. Without making eye
contact with either, Dan left the living room and closed the
bathroom door.

Somewhat surprised at Dan’s quick exit, the couple
just looked at each other. Greg still knelt by her shoulder, Tammy
fully spread out on the towel. Neither said a word as they both let
the evenings events sink in. Greg let his eyes wander over his
wife, her nipples still hard with excitement as her breasts rose
and fell with each breath. Her arms were up with elbows out and her
head rested on her hands. Her legs were still open wide, just as
Dan had left them. Greg looked again at her face and saw her gaze
resting on his still-rigid cock. He, too, looked down at his own
member and found it stretched to its fullest, a drop of pre-cum
seeping from the tip.

He stood up and Tammy’s eyes stay affixed to his
cock. He walked slowly to her feet and beheld the sight before him.
Her head still rested on her hands, elbows out, as if relaxed and
unhurried. The nipples he’d so often enjoyed were perched proudly
on her round breasts. He let his eyes wander to her stomach, still
flat even after becoming a mother. Finally his eyes came to rest on
the junction of her open legs. Her lips were still crimson and
swollen and protruded past her hairy cover. Her pussy was open and
he could see her clit standing upright. From her gaping hole ran a
river of another man’s cum.

His wife looked like the quintessential slut. Again
her eyes took on a dreamy, wanton look and she cocked her hips up
and down, slowly inviting him to her pussy. She offered it like a
prize, a meal for the taking. He stood, unmoving, watching her
display her yawning love nest, tempting him to take it.

“Tell me you’re a slut,” he said.

“No!” She snapped, looking slightly hurt at the
inference.

“Say it,” he growled.

“No…” This time it was more relaxed.

He gripped his cock in his fist, proudly standing
above her. “Tell me you’re a slut,” he again demanded, evenly
stroking his cock.

She squirmed before him on the floor, watching her
man grasp himself in a display of power. She stopped moving and he
saw the light change in her eyes.

“I’m your slut,” she purred. Then again rocked her
hips upward, offering what she knew he wanted.

“What do you want, my slut?”

She didn’t hesitate. “I want you to fuck me…” she
exhaled.

“You do?” he teased.

“I want your cock. I want you to fuck me with your
hard cock!” Her hips now gyrated more forcefully.

“Your pussy is filled with another man’s cum…”

“You did that! You let him fuck me! You let him fuck
your little slut and now I want your cock in me!”

Greg dropped to his knees and slid close to her, his
prick only an inch away. “You want me to fuck this cum-filled
pussy?”

“Yes!” she hissed.

“Say it.”

“Fuck my cum-filled pussy! Please fuck me now!”

“Maybe I want to wait.”

 

She wrinkled her forehead in question, and then slid
her bottom towards him, trying to slip her pussy onto his cock.

He backed up an inch. “Maybe I want to wait until Dan
comes out of the shower. Maybe I want him to see you being pounded
like the slut you are.”

She gasped and instinctively slammer her knees closed
before him. “No!”

“Now you’re shy?”

“I don’t want him to see me!”

“He just fucked you.”

“That’s different,” she whimpered. “Besides, he was
looking at the towel, not me…”

“He looked at you when he massaged you.”

“But that’s different!”

“Different?” Greg asked.

“That’s looking at my body. That was hard enough, by
the way, but it’s just my body. It’s not me making love.”

“Making love? I’m not going to make love to you. I’m
going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck you like my little slut!”

“No!” she again huffed.

Greg cocked his hips forward and the head of his cock
found her juicy slit.

“Oh!” She was instantly aware of it and she held her
breath, waiting.

“Yes…” he hissed, and slipped the head in and out of
her.

“Nooo...” she breathed.

Greg pushed forward some more, his shaft now half way
into her and he waited. “I want him to see my little slut in
action.”

“Please, no…” but it was more of a moan this
time.

He sank forward, impaling her fully with his turgid
member. Again he froze, letting her savor the sensation. “I want
him to see my cock pounding into you. I want him to see it going in
and out of your sopping hole.” He began to stroke slowly in and out
of her.

“Ohhhh…”

“I want him to see you with your legs spread wide as
I pound into you.” The only place the two touched was their
privates. With Greg kneeling between her open legs they were joined
at cock and pussy. He increased his stroking. “I want him to see
your tits rolling on your chest with your hard nipples. I want him
to see you cum all over my cock.” Greg knew she hadn’t cum with Dan
and this pushed her over the edge.

“Just fuck me now!” she growled, reaching up and
grabbing for his head, pulling him down onto her.

Greg lay fully on her and began thrusting in earnest.
Unlike on a bed, there was no give to the floor. When he
thrust down, his pubic bone met with hers and slapped into it,
stopping, as if meeting with a wall. She groaned as his pubic bone
slammed against her clitoris.

She began moaning with each slap, “Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!”

“Oh, God,” Greg moaned. He pounded harder. Slap!
Slap! Slap!

His mouth was at her ear. “I heard the water stop in
the shower… He’ll be out here soon…”

“No…” she breathed. “Hurry and finish. Fuck me
harder! Fuck your little slut!”

“He’s coming!”

“No! Don’t let him see me!”

“But, baby, you were born to fuck. Look at you!”

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

“Tell me you love it!”

“Oh…”

“Tell me you love to fuck!”

“I love it!” she gasped.

“Love what?” he growled.

She groaned and tossed her head to the side, still
sighing with every thrust.

“Love what?” he repeated, slowing his motions.

“I love to fuck! I love to fuck! Fuck me! Fuck your
little slut!”

Greg rewarded her with one real hard slam and resumed
his previous pace.

“Oh! Yesssss….” She hissed.

Greg heard the bathroom door open and raised himself
up onto his hands, extending his arms so he hovered above her,
allowing full view of her body below him. Again their only
connection was cock in pussy. “Here he comes!”

“Oh, God!” she turned her head away from the doorway
and allowed Greg to pound into her.

Fully dressed, Dan entered the living room and
stopped dead in his tracks. Before him his friend was raised on
extended arms above his wife. Greg pounded his rigid cock into the
depths of his wife’s open pussy. Tammy’s breasts rolled up and down
on her chest and she moaned with every thrust. Her legs were
splayed wide for him to see her womanhood. Dan now thought it, too.
He thought, This is the lady Greg brings in public, the PTA mom,
the one with the most shy and demure manner of all the wives; and
here she is, letting me see her fuck like a whore…

And she was fucking and being fucked like a whore.
The only sound in the room was their harsh breathing and the
slap! slap! slap! as their flesh met in violent
collisions.

Soon her breathing turned to moans then to a
guttural, “Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” She tossed her head more
rapidly from side to side nearly crying out, “Oh! OH! Oh!

Looking down on his wife, Greg felt her inner walls
begin to clench at his cock. He knew this was it.

He hissed through his teeth so only she could hear,
“Cum on my cock, my little slut. Let him see you cum on your
husband’s cock…”

That was it. That pushed her over the edge. The shy
and overly-polite housewife imagined herself through Dan’s eyes’
laying on the floor with her legs agape, her pussy willingly
accepting and grasping at the stiff cock embedded within her,
nipples poking upward from breasts that rolled up and down on her
chest with each thrust of her husband above her.

Greg locked his arms beneath her knees and raised her
pussy to his onslaught. Her pussy clenched at Greg’s cock and she
shuttered, arching her back in a crashing orgasm. Her walls
squeezed down on Greg’s cock, milking and clutching… seizing his
manhood as it tried to pull the cum from the depths of his
balls.

“Oooohhhhhhh… Yeeessssss….” Her voice was a guttural,
animal-like groan.

And Greg could no longer hold back. He felt the
tickle growing in the middle of his back, spreading warmth through
him towards his groin. His nuts tightened and he released his cum
into her, spurting with a tremendous force, both of them climaxing
like uncontrolled beasts of the wild.

“MMMMMMMmmmmmm!”

“Oh yes….” she whispered up to him. “Oh yessss….”

He dropped her knees and collapsed onto his wife,
both breathing heavily. Dan remained rooted to his spot,
half-stunned at what he’d witnessed. He noticed that he had, once
again, become erect. His cock took on a renewed life and pressed
for release against the front of his shorts.

Greg rolled off Tammy who immediately closed her legs
and rolled away from Dan, now showing him only her back. Greg sat
forward and then stood. Nude and with dripping cock he walked
unashamedly towards his friend and extended his hand. Dan took
it.

“Thanks for coming by,” Greg said matter-of-factly.
He added his left hand to Dan’s elbow and unceremoniously ushered
him to the front door. “Have a safe drive,” He said to Dan, guiding
him out the door and closing it behind his friend. He turned back
to the living room to find Tammy and all evidence of the evening
gone.

He stood for a moment, reliving a torrent of images
from the evening. He looked down at his deflating, sticky dick.
Yes, it was not a dream.

Greg shuffled up the stairs into the master bedroom
and heard the water running in the shower. He pulled back the
covers on their bed and laid himself down. Tammy emerged from the
shower wearing a bathrobe, which she dropped to the floor before
joining him in bed.

He made no move to touch her and neither said a word.
Like most men, the luster of sex leaves immediately following
orgasm. The prurient and voyeuristic lust of watching his wife be
fucked by another man was now gone. There was a part of him who saw
her as somehow dirty or damaged goods.

She lay next to him but he did not turn to her.
Instead he replayed in his mind the various scenes from the night.
Her rolling over and, for the first time, exposing her tits and
pussy to another man… Dan squeezing her tits… Dan’s expression as
Greg swirled a finger around her upright clit… Her body moving up
and down under his friend’s fucking… The way she looked with her
legs spread and Dan’s cum running from her pussy…

His thoughts were interrupted by a familiar feeling.
It couldn’t be… He raised his head to see for himself. His
cock was again erect and beating with his pulse.

He turned to look at Tammy and saw her eyes closed.
She felt his movement and opened her eyes, turning her head to him.
Both of their expressions were blank, just looking at the
other.

Without warning, Greg rolled over on top of
Tammy.

She said nothing but took a sharp breath.
Instinctively she opened her legs to her husband and he jammed his
rigid manhood forward, impaling himself smoothly and easily into
her still went pussy.

“Oh!” was all she said as she accepted him.

Greg’s first thought was surprise that she was still
wet, but he quickly banished his thoughts and forcefully pounded
into her, fucking her with abandon. He thrust again and again,
fucking her like a madman.

Soon she was moaning at the onslaught. “Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh!”

Greg fucked Tammy like a man possessed. Faster and
faster he pounded her, burying his cock deeply into her.

Tammy spread her legs back wide, allowing him all the
access he wanted. She felt herself building rapidly towards a
climax and this surprised her. She bit his ear lobe and hissed,
“You just think you can take your little slut whenever you
want?”

He didn’t answer but didn’t miss a beat. He pounded
into her pussy with all the strength he had.

“Well, you can…” she breathed into his ear. “Take
your little slut whenever you want. Fuck your little slut” She felt
herself drawing closer to orgasm.

Greg heard her words and it pushed him to a climax.
“AAAARRRRRRGH!” he grunted, stiffening his back and pushing his
cock in as far as he could. He stopped thrusting and his cum pulsed
from his cock.

Below him Tammy arched her back and uttered a
guttural moan. Her pussy milked the cum from his cock and she felt
herself begin to shudder. “Yes! Yes!” she hissed. “Cum in your
slut!”

His body remained stiff as he came. He held his
breath and the pulsing of his dick was the only movement he made.
His cock spurted and spurted, giving his load to his wife for the
second time that evening.

And below him, Tammy’s pussy clenched and milked him
to the last. She smiled as he collapsed on her and knew it was the
third load she’d received.

 


The End
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Excerpt:

 


I awoke to a bright sunlight coming through the open
draperies and the sound of Jim talking to someone. At first I was
disoriented but as I became more aware of my surroundings, I
stretched languidly, remembering where we were.

He lifted the covers and crawled back into bed. He
leaned over and pecked me on the lips and then dropped his head to
his pillow.

“Good morning! I ordered some coffee from room
service. I figured we could start with that and then go down and
see what they serve for breakfast.”

I smiled at him.

“Sounds good!”

He placed his hands behind his head and I snuggled
over and rested my head on his chest. He dropped that arm behind me
and gently caressed my hip.

When I’m on my side facing him like that, my top arm
naturally falls so my hand lies right in his crotch. I discovered
he had morning wood and I let my fingers encircle it. I was in no
hurry to start anything. I just gave it a grip and then let my hand
relax and I cupped his balls, lightly caressing them.

We laid there for about a half hour, dozing and
leisurely enjoying the languorous feeling of lingering in bed in a
tropical paradise with nothing to do. My mind kept returning to
thoughts the previous day, but I said nothing about it to Jim.

Soon there was a soft knock on the door and he got
up.

“I’ll get it,” he said.

“There are robes in the closet!” I called after
him.

“I saw them!” He slid open the door and slipped on
one of the robes. I heard the door open and Jim said, “Whoa!
What—“

“Sorry, Pardner!” I heard Alan’s booming voice and I
squirmed under the covers, pulling them tightly up to my neck.
“When she gets like this, there’s no stoppin’ her!”

Before Alan had even completed his sentence, Donna
appeared at the foot of our bed. She was wearing a robe just like
the ones in our closet.

“I’m so sorry about this, Nancy,” she drew out her
southern accent with a baby-like pout. “But I promised…”

“W… W… What...” I stammered.

Suddenly Alan invaded our space, wearing the same
robe but he was so tall, it barely covered his genitals and it was
tented out pretty well in front.

“Gosh darn it, Miss Nancy. I do apologize, but when
she gets like this, there ain’t nothin’ I can do!”

I felt dizzy. What the fuck were they doing in our
room! One minute it’s peaceful and quiet and the next minute
there’s… there’s… what?!

“I’m sorry, D… Donna,” I shook my head. “What is it
you want?”

“I didn’t get to finish giving him a… you know… a
blow job last night and I feel bad.”

She was still speaking like a shy, soft-spoken child,
but she was telling me she wanted to suck Jim’s dick!

While I was trying to comprehend what was happening,
Jim stepped between them.

“Wait! That’s OK, Donna. That’s… That’s not—“

“But I waaaaant tooooo…” she pouted.

“Looky here y’all. She ain’t gonna let me split her
unless she gets to suckle at your husband’s meat.”

“Well,” I blurted. “That’s not— I mean… well that’s
your prob—“

Donna scrambled onto the bed and was on top of me
before I could raise my knees to protect myself. She scampered up
and straddled my hips, her robe parting to confirm that she was
indeed naked underneath.

“Please, Nancy. I just want to give your husband one
little blow job and then we’ll leave. I promise! Pretty please?”
she whined like a school girl.

I had to be dreaming! What the hell was
going on here?! I had barely gotten my mind around our
adventure the previous evening, and now this woman was in my room,
wearing nothing but a bath robe, begging me to let her give my
husband a blow job!

“Please ma’ma,” Alan drawled. “She’s real good and
she’ll be right quick about it. You’ll see.”

I sputtered, “It doesn’t matter how long… That’s not
the question—”

He moved and his robe opened and his long shaft was
exposed. It wasn’t even fully hard and it was still impressive.

I still held my covers to my chest and realized there
was a nearly naked woman straddling my body. I was naked under the
covers, but one blanket and a sheet were all that separated us.

I shifted, trying to sit more upright and she began
to rock her hips up and back.

“Please, Nancy?” she whimpered. “Pretty please?”

She spoke like she was asking to play a schoolyard
game of hopscotch. Her hips continued to rock and I felt her pubic
bone press against mine. I know she felt it, too, because her
rocking switched to a slow, circular, grind.

“All I wanna do,” she spoke more softly with a hint
of growing lust. “All I wanna do is suck that hard shaft of Jim’s
until I taste his cum. Then I’ll let you have him for the rest of
the day.”

My God, I’ve never been this intimately close to
another woman! Well, I had kissed her the night before
and she fondled my breasts, but it was in the throes of sex with a
man. Now I could feel her pussy on mine through the covers!
I was shocked at the situation but more so because my pussy was
responding to the stimulation. I heard her words and felt her
womanhood pressing on mine, but my eyes hadn’t left Alan’s cock
which was now standing upright through the opening in his robe and
bobbing in the morning air.
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