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Your Enemy Uses Your Wife

​
1.

I was on my knees, huddled naked
behind him so that his hairy ass cheeks were two feet from my face.
His legs were spread; one foot on the floor, the other elevated on
a nearby barstool. Through the arch his legs made, I had a
crystal-clear view of my wife on the other side of him. She was
sitting on her feet, eyes wide and tongue out. Lyndsey was naked,
and her pale white titties were jiggling with excitement as she
bounced up and down on legs tucked beneath her. He had told her to
sit that way, and he had told me to get behind him.

As she kneeled before him, I could see
Lyndsey’s legs shaking uncontrollably from the force of her last
orgasm. I had never, in all the years of knowing her, seen Lyndsey
come like that. Nothing close. And that orgasm was why she was
staring up at Ron with that look on her face. That look of
exhaustion and gratitude. Of lust and desperation. Ron was going to
get anything he wanted from her. Ron knew it. Lyndsey knew it. And
sadly, I knew it, too.

Ron knew that I knew.

“Got a good view back
there, Benny?” He asked, grunting low as he stroked himself.
Lyndsey had her tongue out while she played with her tits, putting
on a show for Ron.

“Yes, sir,” I responded.
The view was…horrifyingly perfect. I could see Lyndsey, sweaty and
beautiful and ready. I could see Ron’s giant balls rocking steady
as he jerked himself off in my wife’s face. He was about a foot
away from her, enjoying the show and steadying his aim.

“Good,” he grunted. “I
want you to see this. I want you to see me cover her in my fucking
nut. I want her to take it on her fucking face, while you watch,
and I want her to know that her pathetic little husband is
watching. So, don’t fucking blink, Benny. I don’t want you to miss
a second of it.”

Ron grunted louder.

My wife gasped.


2.

​ Lyndsey was in the backyard planting squash in the middle of
a sweltering afternoon the day that my bully arrived.

I was watching her from the backroom
window, caressing myself over the top of my pants. I stared at the
way her breasts came together and threatened to spill over the top
of her tank top every time she leaned forward. They separated and
jiggled whenever she stopped to take a drink, or wipe the sweat
from her innocent, young face. I jerked it over my underwear as I
stared at her bare, tanned legs that only got as far up as the
denim shorts she had on. There was dirt smeared across her thighs
and mud across her knees.

I pulled it out of my shorts and
started to work it hard as I watched her struggle with a root in
the earth, her thin arms flexing and the muscles her thighs
standing out as she battled it. Finally, she pulled it free from
the ground and her tits bounced widely side to side. I was getting
close, and another show like that was going to put me over the
edge. It had never taken much for me with Lyndsey. No, even to
Lindsey’s chagrin, she turned me on beyond all
self-control.

Past the backyard was an
alley that ran behind all the houses between York St. and Cherry
St. Coming down the alley was a comically large moving truck,
bright yellow and dotted with red stars. It was slowing down as it
neared our backyard and for a moment, I thought maybe the truck was
actually staring at Lyndsey. I dropped my cock and hastily tried to put it
away as a momentary panic came over me.

Then it hit me. The house just over
from ours had been on the market for months without making a peep.
Then, last week the SOLD sign was placed out front. Naturally, my
wife and I were curious as to who would be moving in. A family?
Another young couple? Old folks? We stayed up late on Saturday
night drinking, casting quiet wishes that whoever it was, they
would not be intrusive into our lives.

Because of the way the backyard
sloped, it was easy for someone perched up in a truck to see
straight onto our property. The truck slowed then stopped in the
middle of the alley, and I could see the driver’s side window slide
down. My angle was such that I could not make out a face. Whoever
it was, promptly began chatting up my wife.

I fumbled with my shorts and stuffed
my stiff penis back into my underwear. I could hear them talking
but I could not make out a word of it. It was a man’s voice,
confident and sure of itself. It seemed like the conversation was
cordial…maybe even a bit more than “cordial.” Lyndsey was laughing,
and even from where I stood at the living room window, I could see
her free and gorgeous tits jiggling in that tiny little top. The
truck, and whoever was driving it, seemed to be taking their time.
After a moment to make sure my retreating boner was well hidden, I
decided it was time to meet the new neighbor.

I opened the door to the backyard and
began to make my way to where Lyndsey was standing. It occurred to
me all at once that she was more than half naked; a tiny top, tiny
shorts, and nothing else. No socks or shoes even. Just her dirty
feet and shrill laugh. Her young, tight body and all the charm of
her smile. As I neared my wife and the truck, almost close enough
to finally see the new mystery neighbor’s face, the driver’s side
window rolled up.

As it closed, I heard him
laugh.

It was deep and wicked, arrogant. This
laugh was…familiar. Like the way a fever is familiar when you have
not had one in a while. I was certain I had heard it
before.

The truck went down the alley and
pulled into the garage connected to the house next door.

Lyndsey was wet and giddy.

“Who the heck was that,
baby?” I asked.

“That was our new
neighbor!” She said, wiping a stray lock of blonde hair from her
eyes. She looked at me and I could see she was excited. “Friendly
guy…and cute too,” she winked as she said it. Jealousy flared in my
stomach, but I knew better than to let it show around
Lyndsey.

“Friendly guy!” I mocked,
“We got a friendly guy next door!”

“OK, done now? Out of your
system?” Lyndsey said laughing, turning her attention back to her
squash. I watched her dig in the dirt and felt my dick getting hard
again. I wanted her right there, in the mud and ground. But I knew
better than to make a move; no way Lyndsey would go for such a
thing.

After all, the new neighbor might
see.


3.

​ I could see Ron’s ass cheeks clenching together as he began
to unload. Lyndsey had her hands wrapped behind her back so that
there was nowhere to hide from the incoming storm. My body shook as
I sat there on my knees, heart racing, watching him make a mess of
my wife.

The first shots hit her lips and
cheeks, but Lyndsey could not keep up with the output. It dribbled
down her face quickly, and long streaks and drops of Ron’s cum
ended up on her chest and tits - long streams of pure white.
Lyndsey was giggling with excitement as it kept coming…and
coming.

It was more than a pearl necklace
because her neck was soaked and gobs of it ran off the tips of her
nipples. More of it found its way into her mouth and she gagged and
coughed it up. In what was only a matter of seconds, Ron had
covered her entire upper torso.

“Like that, like that,
baby,” he told my wife. He cleared his throat and grunted low as
the last shots of it erupted out, getting into her hair and eyes.
“I’ve been saving it up for you, slut. Saving it up so your
pathetic hubby can watch.”

I had not moved from my place behind
him, eyes transfixed on the underside of his cock and balls as they
emptied onto my beautiful wife.

“I can’t imagine what it’s
like to watch another man use your wife like a whore, Benny,” Ron
laughed, slapping his fatigued cock against Lyndsey’s laughing
face, her eyes glued shut. “But you
know what it’s like Benny, yes you do. You got to
watch a real man use her like a fucking whore….and best of all? She
fucking loved it. Didn’t you, Lyndsey?”

Lyndsey, still blinded, shook her head
emphatically YES. I felt my heart splitting down the middle, and
the awful sinking sensation of it in the pit of my stomach. My own
cock was dribbling between my legs, soaking the pink panties Ron
had made me put on. Finally, he turned from my wife and looked at
me. His cock hung half-flaccid between his legs, but there was no
cum dripping from the tip. No, all the cum was on my
Lyndsey.

“Ha! Look at this little
bitch. I ought to kick your fucking ass just to get your wife wet
again,” Ron put a bare foot in my side and pushed me onto the
floor. “You know it makes her wet, right, Benny? Makes her wet to
see me bully you…punish you…own you.” He was kicking me and
guffawing loudly, starting to stroke his cock.

“Lyndsey, stay on your
knees and make yourself cum while you’re covered in my nut juice,”
he told her. “And watch me bully your bitch boy husband until you
fucking cum!” I could see Lyndsey following his orders, using one
hand to rub his seed into her tits and another to rub her
clit.

It was warm when he started pissing on
me, soaking the panties and my own cock. I could hear Lyndsey
laughing somewhere behind him, but I dared not look. I closed my
eyes and took it.


4.

​ It was two days since the mystery neighbor had moved in, and
I still hadn’t gotten any hard facts out of Lyndsey. The way she
played coy was infuriating.

“So, all you know is he’s
cute and….and, what? That’s it, Lyndsey? What the fuck!”

“Jesus, Ben.
Relax,” she said. She
wore denim short shorts, and a white button up shirt with no bra.
“We only spoke for a minute, there isn’t much to say…” she
hesitated for a moment and looked away. She’s lying, I thought.
There’s something she isn’t saying!

“OK, fine. What’s his
name?” I asked.

“His name?” She asked,
biting her bottom lip. Was she enjoying this torture?

“Fine, go to hell,
Lyndsey,” I stormed off.

Later that day, I finally
got the chance to meet him. I might have been able to put 2 and 2
together ahead of time had Lyndsey just answered one
single question I had
asked. Even if she had given me his name, I probably could have
figured it out. That laugh, and the name. I am certain it
would have come back to me sooner.

I was in the garage with the door open
to the street, busying myself with some computer repairs. I had a
little shop on one side of the garage, just a table, where I often
upgraded my own computer or helped to fix a friend’s or
colleague’s. Lyndsey always called me a nerd, but I couldn’t help
the fact that I found more interest in computers than I did in the
things that covered her half of the garage: a workout space/gym,
with a bench press and assorted weights and equipment.

Today, Lyndsey was doing
weighted squats. She was clutching a 25-pound kettlebell in her
hands as she dipped at the knees and stuck her taut, fat little ass
straight out at me. Though installing a new video card into a
computer is not necessarily difficult work, even tying your shoes
would prove difficult with such a distraction. I watched her for a
long time, feeling lucky that this wonderful, beautiful woman
was my wife.

“Nice form,” came a voice
from out on the driveway. It startled me from the trance I was
in(staring at the sweat on Lyndsey’s thighs as it ran down her
legs, soaking her white ankle-socks), and caused me to drop the
video card into the tower of the computer. Goddamnit, I mumbled to no one.
Looking up, I saw a figure standing just beyond the garage
entrance.

“But a nicer ass,” the man
smiled. There was an obvious southern twang to his voice. He walked
into my garage.

“Hi Ron!” Lyndsey all but
squeaked. She dropped her kettlebell onto the mat below and walked
towards him excitedly, wiping the sweat from her palms onto her
loose-fitting tank top. I was looking at his face, and bells and
whistles and explosions started going off in my mind. It was
crashing down on me fast, but the concussion was too great. I still
could not get the pieces to fit together. Who the hell is this guy?

“Who’s the nerd?” The man
asked, nodding towards me but keeping his eyes on
Lyndsey.

Ron…Ron…Ron…

Lyndsey squeaked again and laughed
loud. She looked at me with a goofy grin and slapped my shoulder in
a very three stooges’ kind of way. I stared back
incredulous.

Ron…Ron…OH FUCK

“HeheHaha,” the man began
to laugh. That awful laugh. The very same from the moving truck
yesterday, the same from my nightmare this morning. That. Fucking.
Laugh.

“Ron Dunk,” I spit out in
a whisper. “Ron Dunk from Juniper High School and then AU. Ron
fucking Dunk.”

At first Ron squinted in
puzzlement, but then the confusion split apart into the most
arrogant, shit-eating I’ve got you
now grin I have ever seen.

“Benny Dorsen, you little
shit!” The same awful guffaw erupted from Ron again as he wrapped
both of his huge hands around my shoulders and started to shake me
like a ragdoll. “Benny! Old pal! You remember me don’t yah, yah
twat!” His blue eyes were on fire, and when he hooted the mop of
blonde hair on top of his head waved like soap in a bubble
bath.

Lyndsey looked on with a smirk, but in
her eyes was a vast uncertainty.

“And if you are Benny
Dorsen,” Ron said, easing his chokehold on me and turning towards
my wife, “You must be…Lyndsey Dorsen.” He winked at her. She
blushed.

“You remembered my name,
I’m impressed,” she said.

“Well you’re easy to
remember,” Ron said. A long, dense pause passed between the three
of us, though it seemed an easy silence for Ron and Lyndsey. Then
Ron spoke again, “I was just coming over here to introduce myself,
but I see the introductions have already been made!”

“You know each other?”
Lyndsey said, looking at me for the first time in a
while.

“We sure do,” I
said.

“Hell, Benny and I go way
back! Way back. Don’t we Benny? Shit, high school…those were some
good times weren’t they Benny? Then college! And you thought you
were getting rid of me! Ha! HeheHaha!”

Lyndsey stood there surveying us. Her
arms were folded under her breasts, pushing them upwards and
possibly onwards of that little tank top that was soaked through
with sweat. “What are the chances?” she asked.

“Not good,” I
said.

“HeheHaha, Benny! You’re
right! Not good at all!”


5.

​ “What happened, Ben? What did Ron do?” She asked, rubbing my
shoulder softly and spooning me as we lay in bed that night. I
could feel her warm, jiggly tits against my back and thought maybe
her nipples were hard…Come to think of it, they had been hard in
that little shirt(no bra) all day, ever since I finally got to meet
Ron…again.

“Lots of shit, Lyndsey.
All sorts of stuff. But I’m afraid to tell you…I don’t want you to
lose respect for me…or worse, pity me.”

“Oh, Ben. We’re married,
remember? I’m not going to lose respect for you. But you seem to
have something against Ron, and-

“Something against?” I cut
her off. “Something against? Christ, Lyndsey! If you knew our
history…if you knew.”

“OK, so tell me! That’s
what I’m asking, Benny. Tell me why it has to be this way between
you two.” She snuggled in closer to me, she had spread her legs and
I was quite sure she had her pussy pressed against my back. Every
now and then, while I told her the story, she would squirm just a
little.

“There’s a lot I could
say. Things that are terrible to tell and things even worse than
that. But I can sum it up in one story.”

“I’m all ears,” she licked
her lips.


It was bad enough I had to
find out he was even going to AU by getting pantsed on the campus
green. I mean, never in a million years did I think Ron Dunk would
have the grades to get into AU, but I guess all the homework I did
for him and all the tests I let him cheat off me on must have paid
off. I remember trying to yank my pants back up over my bare ass
and balls as he laughed and motioned like he was going to tackle
me. I can still hear a group of girls laughing at me from the
sidewalk. Worse than all of that though, was the short distance
between Ron’s frat house, and my dormitory.

I didn’t find out until
later, but everything that happened that night was predicated on
Ron’s initiation into a Fraternity. See, Ron had a set of tasks to
complete in order to prove to his fellow asshole friends he was
cool enough for their little club. I guess he figured I was an easy
target, and that ultimately, he could kill 2 birds with one
stone.

Have you ever heard of an
Initiation List? No? Well, I’ll tell you what it is. It’s a long
list of tasks and cruelties that an aspiring frat kid gets to pick
from to complete his initiation. He might not have to do all the
things on that list, but he sure is going to have to do some of
them. The two things that caught Ron’s eye on the initiation list
that night were pretty straight forward.

1. Give a freshman a
swirly.

2. Steal a guy’s
date.

At this point in the story, I could
feel Lyndsey shifting against me. Her lower body seemed to be
rising up and down slowly, and she was constantly readjusting her
legs, squirming. I couldn’t see her face because she was spooning
me, but there was something about her interest in the story that
was unnerving. I wondered if I should go on.

“Then what happened,
honey?” she asked.

I sighed, continuing.

I had been seeing this
girl, Rebecca, for about 2 months. She was sweet, very pretty. The
hottest girl I had been with up to that point. Not half as
beautiful as you though, Lyndsey. We had fooled around a little,
nothing serious; kissing and feeling each other up, a hand job one
afternoon after class, and I had gotten the chance to go down on
her a few times. That was it.

That night, we ran into
Ron. I was planning to take her back to my dorm because it was
empty for once and I had cleaned up and gotten it ready in
anticipation to finally have sex with her. I think she was ready,
and I knew I was.

We were walking across
that cursed campus green around 10:30 that night, on our way back
from a showing of “An Indecent Proposal” at the Student Union
Building. We were holding hands.

“Benny! Benny boy!” he
called to us, walking out of the darkness.

“Hi Ron,” I said,
immediately nervous.

“Well, well, well! Is it
date night? Who is this precious little peach?

Rebecca blushed. She was
wearing this off-pink, spring dress that showed off her arms and
just the top of her little cupped titties.

“I’m Rebecca,” she told
him.

“Well, Rebecca. You’re
hot. Too hot, I’d say. For this chump, especially.” He nodded at me
when he said it. Rebecca chuckled playfully but still held my hand.
“I’m just kidding, Benny. You know I love you, buddy.”

“Well, we’ll be seeing you
around, Ron,” I made to leave with Rebecca.

“Whoa! Hold on now! Look,
we’re having this big party over at the house and I thought maybe
you two might like to join us?” He was looking at Rebecca. She
returned his gaze with interest; his broad shoulders seemed to
stretch his t shirt to its breaking point, and his wild, blue eyes
were alive with mischief. “Free beer? Good music? Fun
times?”

“I don’t think so-“ I
began.

“Sounds like it could be
fun?” Rebecca interrupted, swinging my hand back and forth with
hers and looking at me with pouty lips.

“It’s Friday night, for
Christ’s sake!” Ron shouted.

I paused in telling again. Not sure
how to go about the last part of the story. I had gotten so lost in
my own retelling of it, and the trauma of remembering, that I
barely noticed Lyndsey settling onto her back in bed. Only her legs
were touching me. I turned over to look at her and could see she
was flushed.

“Are you OK?”

“I’m fine, Ben. Keep
going.”

“You look…upset? Or…I’m
not sure. You’re red and you’re breathing is heavy.”

“Ben…just…keep
going.”

The last part of the night
seemed to happen fast.

There was no party at the
frat house, that much was obvious. It was quiet except for a few of
the other members prowling between the kitchen and their bedrooms.
Otherwise, it seemed as if the rest of the fraternity was out. Ron
was a great host. He gave us beers and we did three shots. He was
constantly poking fun at me, right in front of Rebecca, and the
more he drank the worse it got. And the more Rebecca drank the
funnier she seemed to think it was.

Then Ron wanted to
wrestle.

“I don’t think so, Ron,” I
said, getting up to leave.

“Oh come on, you’re always
such a pussy!”

“No, I’m not doing it,” I
reached for Rebecca’s hand, and she pulled it away.

“Oh come on!” Rebecca
laughed. “I want some entertainment! You boys wrestle for
me!”

“Yeah, Benny. Let’s have a
friendly wager. Winner gets to…give Rebecca here a little kiss?” He
winked at her, and she giggled madly, shaking her head in
agreement. She was drunk.

Before I knew what was
happening, Ron had his rough hands on me and was pulling me to the
ground. First, he pinned me on my back. Then on my face. Then he
got me in a headlock and made me tap out. Some of the jabs from his
knees and palms weren’t so kind, some left marks and bruises. I was
gasping and struggling at every turn, all the while I could hear
Rebecca laughing her ass off.

He had me on my knees, my
arm locked behind my back.

“Say uncle!” He yelled,
laughing cruelly.

“Uncle!” I yelled in
pain.

“Say I’m a little
pussy!”

“I’m a little pussy!” I
squeaked.

Rebecca clutched her
sides, tears running down her face.

“Say, give me a
swirly!”

I had no
choice.

“Say it! Say it,
Benny!”

“Give me a
swirly!”

He pulled me by my arms
and neck to the bathroom down the hall. The toilet seat was already
up and waiting. Ron got my head into the bowl with ease, I was all
out of fight. Defeated, I held my breath and went under. The toilet
flushed. Again and again, it flushed.

Between the waves of
rushing water in my ears, I heard them cackling. Then more…voices?
More laughing, louder and heavier and mor plentiful. When I looked
up, the faces of almost 6 other frat jocks were looking into the
bathroom, pointing and heckling me. The sound of it was
deafening.

He left me in there and
kicked me for good measure on his way out. I could see Rebecca
standing at the end of the hallway, watching. As Ron went past her,
he grabbed her hand. I heard him say, “how about that kiss?” The
other frat guys retreated with them and left me alone in the
bathroom.

I closed the door and sat
on the floor for a while. There were no towels and nothing to dry
off with, so I used my own shirt the best I could to get the toilet
water out of my hair and ears. I had never been manhandled to that
extent before, not even by Ron when we were in high
school.

After a few minutes I
collected myself and pathetically, I put my wet toilet shirt back
on and got off the dirty bathroom floor. The walk down that hallway
seemed to take an hour, terrified to show my humiliated face to
either of them. There was no way she had really kissed him, right?
We had been going out for 2 months and we hadn’t even fucked
yet…there was no way she could betray me like that.

When I got back to the
living room, Ron was sitting on the couch with no pants on, and his
legs spread. On the floor between his massive, hairy thighs, was
Rebecca. She was jerking him off with both hands, her mouth wrapped
around his penis. Other guys were sitting on the couch to either
side of Ron and they had started to unbutton their pants, some of
them already down to their boxers.

“Have a nice night,
Benny!” Ron laughed, noticing me standing there. Rebecca tried to
turn towards me, but he grabbed her by the hair and kept her on his
dick. In my shock and awe, I had frozen to the ground, unable to
move or speak. My stomach was rolling in circles and my head was
starting to pound. I didn’t know if I was going to pass out or
throw up.

“Me next! Me next!” One of
them shouted, exposing himself on the couch.

“Close the door on your
way out, Benny! We’re done with your punk ass!” Ron shouted at me,
getting rougher with my date. “And thanks for the girl!”

When I finally finished, I couldn’t
look Lyndsey in the eyes. I had my back to her, and we laid in
silence for a long time. Finally, in a shaking whisper she asked,
“How big was he, Ben?”


6.

​ The next day I could tell things had changed between Lyndsey
and I, and I immediately regretted opening up to her about Ron. My
hope had been that this would dissuade her from talking to or about
him, but the opposite effect seemed to be happening. Over the next
few weeks, things got strange not only between her and I, but
between Ron and Lyndsey as well. I began to see Ron more and more,
which was more than I wanted to. And in many ways, the tormenting
that I had grown accustomed to throughout high school and college,
was starting up again right here on my block. In my own
home.

“Sorry, Benny boy!” Ron
guffawed as he emptied his bladder onto my driveway. He was
standing with his side to me, which was the perfect angle to see
his fat mushroom tip pissing all over the place. “Power’s out in
the house and well, you know, can’t flush the damn toilet!” A
massive pool had formed and ran down the driveway, towards the open
garage. Irritated, I jumped up and smacked the button to make the
garage door close. Just before the squeaking mechanical door
covered my view of him, I saw him glance in the direction of my
dining room window and wink.

Surely, she was not standing in there
watching him?

Often, I heard them talking across the
fence in the morning or early evening, always cracking up and
carrying on. I’m not sure if Lyndsey knew that I knew, but more to
the point, she certainly wasn’t trying to hide anything. The
flirting was blatant bordering on disrespectful. How Lyndsey could
know what I told her and still find it in her heart to talk to that
asshole, I could not figure out.

On a Sunday afternoon I was back in my
workspace, garage door open to let in the beautiful breeze outside.
Lyndsey was working out a few feet away as usual; black yoga pants
and a sports bra. She was doing weighted squats again, and her
plump muffin ass kept dipping down to the floor.

“Howdy, neighbors!” Ron
called from the street.

“Oh, hey Ron!” Lyndsey
said excitedly, setting her weight down on the matt and
straightening her posture. Ron walked up the driveway and into my
garage. He was dressed for activity; sneakers, basketball jersey
and basketball shorts(not sure if he had underwear on, it certainly
did not appear so), and that stupid fucking ball cap.

“Mind if I catch a few
reps with you before I head out?” he smiled.

I was opening my mouth to object, to
make up an excuse, anything to get him the hell off my
property.

“Oh sure!” Lyndsey
squealed.

“Excellent,” he
grinned.

Ron helped himself to some barbells
stacked in the corner and started to do some curls. They were the
50 pounders, the weights that never got used. Neither Lyndsey nor I
were strong enough to use them. Yet Ron tossed them up and down
like they weighed nothing.

“Oh my, you’re awfully
strong, Ron!” Lyndsey said.

“Oh this ain’t nothin’,
girl. At the gym I’m curling at least 80.”

In the awkward silence that followed,
Lyndsey picked her weight back up from the mat and resumed her
squats. Only this time, that plump little muffin ass was pointed in
another direction. She was facing me, breathing heavily and
focused, but her ass was pointed directly at Ron.

Ron broke into a grin and made eye
contact with me. He stuck his tongue out and waggled it at me.
“This is the best gym in town!”

“Oh…yeah?” Lyndsey said
between breaths, “Why…is…that?”

“Well, it sure as hell has
the best view in town!”

Lyndsey broke from her exercise and
burst into high pitched giggles. Ron set the dumbbells down and
walked over to her. He towered over Lyndsey.

“Need a spotter, Lyndsey?”
he asked.

I could feel the anger rising in my
belly. I could feel the strength of it. For the first time, I was
prepared to tell the asshole bully to fuck off.

“I…I don’t…” Lyndsey
trailed off and I could tell she was nervous.

“Now listen here, Ron,” I
began. I came from behind my desk. “I don’t mind if
you-“

“It’s just been a while
since I’ve benched,” Lyndsey interrupted. “Ben doesn’t really spot
me…”

“Benny!” Ron said, turning
his attention to me. “You should be ashamed! Your sexy little wife
here wanting to stay nice and in shape for you and you can’t lend a
hand? Come on, man!”

As was often the case, Ron’s
directness caused a shocked silence. There was too much in that one
insult to unpack in the moment, and so Ron got his way.

“Jump on the bench, girl,
I got you,” he said. “And Benny, get back to your computer nerd
stuff, yea? The adults are working out! Ha!”

Lyndsey got on the bench, pushing the
barbell towards the sky. Ron loomed over her, crowding where her
head rested. He was not even really spotting her, more just
hovering and watching. My eyes transfixed to the tiny bit of space
between his hanging junk inside the basketball shorts and my wife’s
focused, stern face as she hit number 7 on her set.

“That’s it, Lyndsey, just
like that,” he said. I glanced at his face and followed his eyes to
her sweaty little tummy, clenching with each push. “Two more, yep.
Good. You got it.” Ron took the weight from her when she finished
and set it back in place on the rack. Lyndsey went to sit up, and
as she did, I saw Ron lean forward just slightly.

There. In less than a second. Her head
caught on something in his shorts as she sat up, and the thing in
his pants swung back and forth from the hit. “Oh, whoops!” he
laughed. Lyndsey brushed it off, rolling her eyes playfully and
taking a sip from her water bottle.

The days passed like this.
With secret conversations and Ron’s unexpected appearances and
cruelties. Lyndsey was changing right before my eyes. It was her
revealing clothing, her runs and exercises at odd times of the day
and night. I even caught her glancing out the window at him several
times, but she always shrugged it off when I brought it up. And
worst of all, the sex between us has diminished to almost nothing.
Lyndsey had let me go down on her the night I opened up to her
about Ron (and my God she was wet), but that had been
it.

It was the last day of Spring when I
caught them red-handed.

I went out in the
afternoon to catch a matinee at the local theater. I asked Lyndsey
if she wanted to come with me, but she said she needed to
workout. Fine. Whatever. I thought. Always working out but I guess that’s not a bad
thing, right? After all, I get to reap the rewards. Upon arriving
at the theatre, by some miracle, the movie I had wanted to see was
sold out, and there was not another showing for hours. Resigned, I
grabbed a quick bite to eat at the burger place and headed home. I
called Lyndsey on the way to tell her I was coming back, but she
didn’t answer.

As I pulled into the driveway, I saw
right away that something was up. The garage door was open, but
Lyndsey wasn’t in there. Instead, her workout mats were in disarray
and the bench had been moved at an odd angle. Frowning, I parked
the car and entered the house.

The noise of it hit me. She was
whimpering loud, incessantly. The screams came out in long, breathy
sighs that bounced off the walls. The room it was coming from was
upstairs but the sound of it was filling the house. Underneath her
own wailing were low, viscous whispers and animal like grunts.
There was fast-paced squeaking too, the occasional sound of wood
adjusting or even splintering from some constant force.

I lost my balance and fell
onto my knees. I was immobile there on the kitchen floor for about
two minutes while the sounds continued. The lower voice was saying
things I couldn’t make out, but it was laced with profanity and
commands. Lyndsey’s voice wavered halfway through a deafening
squeal. Finding my legs and clutching at my stomach, I proceeded
further into my house. Up the stairs. Sounds getting louder. The
low voice more audible – I’m gonna stretch
your cunt out, bitch- you won’t feel him anymore- good little slut-
fucking take it. Now my hand was on the
door that led to my bedroom…it was ajar…I could see in a little
but…

I pushed the door open.

Lyndsey was twisted into a strange
position on the bed. Bent over at the knees, her head curled in
against her chest so that she could see up to her hips and
ass.

Above her was Ron- naked, hairy, and
covered in sweat. He was fucking her, and from the strange position
he had my wife in, Lyndsey could actually see him and his cock
going inside her. He was fucking her cruelly, slamming into her so
that her tangled body dug into the mattress with every thrust. Ron
reached down and grabbed hold of one of her hanging tits in his
bear paw and squeezed it.

“I’m gonna fill you up
now, bitch. Just like that, fucking take it!”

I fell over. The sound made Lyndsey
look at me. Her jaw dropped. Ron didn’t notice. He started cumming
in my wife’s pussy.

“UGH!” he grunted. “Fat
fucking nut in your pussy, Lyndsey!”

The cum overflowed as he railed her,
the excess dripping out and falling into Lyndsey’s shocked, waiting
mouth. I saw 4 thick gobs of it drop onto her face as he continued
to fuck. She choked and coughed, trying to speak.

“You gonna give your bitch
boy husband a kiss later?” he slapped her and the cum ran out of
her mouth and onto the bedspread.

I screamed.

Ron looked up at last, spotting me
there in the doorway.

“Well, if it isn’t Benny
the Bitch Boy,” he said. And then came that awful, hideous
laugh.
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​ When I came to, it took me a minute to realize that I had
passed out watching them fuck. I had no idea how much time had
passed, but things were different in the room. The bed seemed
tidier, and Lyndsey lay on top of the covers, completely naked. Ron
was clothed again. When he saw me coming to, he picked me up off
the floor like a terrified freshman.

I do not remember the chain of events
exactly as they occurred, but I do know that I ended up in a pair
of Lyndsey’s pink panties. I put them on as Ron barked
unintelligible orders at me. I had to stand there in the middle of
my own house, naked save the ladies underwear, while Ron and my
wife Lyndsey laughed at me. My flaccid, terrified cock poked at the
fabric but did not slip out.

“Not big enough!” Ron
exclaimed, shoving me into the wall. “Your little bitch clit dick
isn’t big enough to hang out of those pretty little panties.”
Lyndsey was naked and recovering on the bed, smiling ear to ear
while she giggled. “Tell you what, Benny,” Ron continued, “I think
it’s time I had a little more fun with your wife. That OK with you?
Well, if it isn’t, I really don’t give a flying fuck.” He had me
around the throat. I could feel the strength in his hands and arms;
I knew better than to fight back.

“Walk over here Lyndsey
and pull my cock out,” he commanded.

She was right up against me as she
fidgeted with Ron’s belt. Her eyes focused on the task at hand, and
she never once looked at me; pulling the belt aside and unhooking
the button, drawing the zipper down.

“You see this, Benny? Can
you believe it? Look Benny, Look.”

Lyndsey’s small hand disappeared down
into his pants and a moment later came back up with his half-hard
hog spilling over the seam. She let it fall out onto the front of
his pants, and it hung there like a tree branch after a
storm.

“Now get on your knees in
the middle of the room and wait for me, Lyndsey.”

He didn’t even looked at her when he
said it, but she obeyed. Pinned against a wall by my tormentor, I
watched my wife obey his every command as she dropped to her knees
in the middle of the room and began to play with her
breasts.

“You wait right the fuck
here, and I’ll be back for you in a few minutes, Benny Bitch
Boy!”

Ron Dunk walked across the room fully
clothed, blue jeans and a rough flannel, black boots and a ball cap
on. It only looked strange because his dick was hanging out, fat
and floppy and long. When he got to where Lyndsey knelt, he picked
up the hose hanging out of his jeans and brought it to her
lips.

“No hands, open up,” he
said.

Lyndsey locked hands behind her back
and opened her mouth. Ron guided it past her lips and touched it to
her tongue. Then he pulled it out, her mouth still in an O shape.
He pushed in again, over and over, sliding a little deeper each
time. From where I stood against the wall, I could see it all clear
as day.

“You’re a good girl,
that’s it, keep your fucking mouth open. How’s that cock taste, you
like it?”

“Mmhmm,” she breathed into
his meat.

“OK hold still, baby. I’m
gonna fuck your throat. I want your husband to watch.”

Ron got hold of her by either side of
the head and held her still, plunging deeper into her throat. Once
he was back there, he held her down on it, half of his impossible
cock disappearing into her face. I could see my wife’s wide eyes
and the tears forming there as she struggled to breathe.

“UGH!” he grunted, yanking
it from her throat and letting Lyndsey catch her breath. No sooner
did he pull it away than did he thrust it back into her mouth once
more, grinding into her face.

“Look at your stupid wife,
Benny. She sees my cock and forgets all about you. She fucking
laughs at you Benny. And I’m laughing at both of you. That’s it
bitch, use your tongue, UGH! That’s good. Look at your
husband!”

Lyndsey made eye contact with me with
his cock deep in her throat.

“Lick my fucking nuts,” he
commanded. His pants dropped to his ankles, exposing his large,
hairy thighs. He was cupping his ballsack and feeding it to her
like she was an invalid. “Dirty bitch. Dirty dirty bitch. Right in
front of your beta husband!”

Lyndsey struggled with it as he fucked
her face. But even in her difficulty I could see she was playing
with her cunt and occasionally wrapping her hands around his bushy,
muscular thighs. She was enjoying it.

Ron pummeled her mouth for a long
time. Then he crossed the room and grabbed me by the neck, yanking
me towards the center. “Get underneath and get her ready for me,
fuckface.” Lyndsey opened her legs up so that I could slide my head
under her sopping cunt and start licking. She was grinding on my
face and though I could no longer see anything, I could tell Ron
had it down her throat. I could feel the spit from the blowjob
falling and landing on my forehead.

“Look at your bitch boy
husbands little cock, Lyndsey. See it? It’s getting hard. Ha! It
might even poke through his little panties soon. Can you imagine?
Letting another man own your wife like this and liking it.

Except I didn’t like it. Or did I? It
was too much to process. I had found my wife cheating on me with a
long-time enemy, and now I was being forced to watch. But my body
was betraying me…I could feel my penis freeing itself from the
confines of the panties.

“Put it back in for him,
Lyndsey. We don’t have a cage for his little pecker
yet!”

I felt Lyndsey lean over my body,
temporarily raising her pussy from my hungry mouth, and stuff it
back into the panties. I nearly came right there, right in that
fleeting moment when her hand touched it.

“That’s it, Benny,” Ron
continued, fucking my wife’s mouth and slapping her titties. “Get
her ready for me. Can you taste my load from before? I bet you can.
I bet you like it, loser…Spit on him, Lyndsey.”

He pulled her off his cock and she sat
up from my face just a few inches. I could see her looking down at
me, sweaty face and messy hair. Ron had a handful of that hair in
his fist and was directing her towards me.

“Open up, baby,” she said
to me. Without thinking I did. She dropped a wad of spit and cum
into my mouth. Then Ron put her face back on his cock.

After what seemed like a long time, he
pulled her off me and disappeared with her into the living room. I
followed meekly and found Lyndsey lying on the living room couch.
Knees still weak, I dropped to the floor.

“Stand up,
bitch.”

Utterly defeated, I followed his
orders.

“Look at little Benny in
his pretty pink panties!”

Lyndsey laughed from the couch, naked
and writhing. She seemed a little tired, but her eyes were alive.
“You’re gonna stand there and cum in those panties, you understand
me, boy? I’m gonna rail your wife again, which by the way will be
the third time today, and you’re gonna watch until you cum. If you
don’t cum, then I guess we won’t stop. You understand
me?”

I said nothing. Ron slapped me in the
face. “You understand me, boy? Answer me with Yes Sir.”

“Yes sir,” I said, shaking
and afraid.

“Good, now start whacking
your little dick. And don’t take it out of your pretty little
panties either. Understand?”

“Yes sir.”

Ron got on top of my wife and buried
himself inside her. He grabbed a tuft of hair directly on the crown
of her head and held her like that while he used her.

“Oh Ron, fuck me like
that. Fuck me while he watches,” she said.

“Keep talking bitch,
humiliate your man!”

“You like that baby?”
Lyndsey looked at me while she was fucked raw. “I don’t care if you
don’t like it, baby. He fucks me so good. And he treats you like
the little pussy you are. Oh fuck…oh that’s it. Fuck me with your
huge cock, Ron!”

I was whacking my pathetic manhood
over the panties now, with something like a half-chub. My dick
didn’t know whether it had been betrayed or was actively being
turned on. I felt my load building in the pit of my
stomach.

“You getting close, little
Benny? Are you? Good boy, now, stop. That’s fucking right, stop
whacking your little meat!” Ron pulled his fat dick out of my wife
and let go of her hair. “Go over to your little husband and stroke
his tiny dick with one finger!” Lyndsey rolled off the couch, eyes
on fire with lust, and came to me. She kneeled and found my cock.
She started brushing the shaft with her pinky finger.

“You gonna cum, baby?” she
asked me.

“Let your wife jerk you
off with her pinky, Benny. It’s the only thing you’re good
for!”

“Oh no…” I
whispered.

The front of the panties went wet as I
blew my load. Instinctively, Lyndsey stopped brushing it the moment
she saw me cumming. My humiliated cock writhed and spit and soaked
the undies as the two of them stood there and laughed at
me.

“Hehehe
Hahaha!”

“So cute, Benny!” Lyndsey
mocked.

“You fucking loser, Benny
Bitch!”

When my ruined orgasm subsided, the
panties were filthy and wet. Ron made me keep them on.

“OK, time for the final
act, Benny. Get behind me…that’s right. On your fucking knees.
Good. Can you see my hairy ass, loser? That’s what I want.” Ron
stuck his right leg out and rested it on a nearby stool. There was
a large arch in his lower body now as he steadied my wife on her
knees and began to jack off in her face.

“I’m going to cover this
whore in my seed, Benny. And you’re going to watch!”

-

When he was finished pissing on me,
Ron got dressed. That stupid fucking ballcap had not come off the
top of his head the entire time. My panties were soaked through
with cum and Ron’s urine. With my own humiliation as
well.

“Go get your wife a towel,
Benny,” Ron sneered, buckling up his jeans. “And don’t you dare
fucking clean off yet, bitch boy. Not until I tell you
too.”

I helped Lyndsey get clean, avoiding
eye contact and doing my best to get every bit of cum from inside
her belly button. The sheer amount of sperm Ron could produce was
intimidating. Even with a full-size bath towel I was unable to get
it all.

Ron waited at the front door when he
beckoned to Lyndsey. She crossed the room naked and accepted him
when he wrapped her in his arms. I watched them kiss long and
passionately. I could see their tongues and hear their
spit.

“You take your little
hubby upstairs and get him cleaned off. But he already got to cum
once tonight, and once is enough. I’ll see you soon.”

And then he was gone.

Later that night, after a shower and a
change of clothes, I got in bed next to my wife. For the first time
in my life, I had no idea how or where to begin with talking about
something. It might have been easier if I had just caught them, and
they had run from the house. But with everything that had happened,
I was at a loss for words.

“You liked it,” Lyndsey
said, breaking the stiff silence.

“I did not,” I
responded.

“You liked it…enough, I
think.”

“Yeah…well…you liked it a
lot, I think.”

“Don’t mock me, Ben. You
knew this was coming. You had to know.”

“Bullshit,” I whispered. I
was exhausted and defeated, and since there did not seem to be any
more secrets, I had nothing else to say.

“Well, if I were you,
Benny…I’d get used to it.”

“Don’t call me Benny,
Lyndsey.”

She smirked at me, something very much
like the shit-eating grin Ron walked around with. When she turned
out the light I lay
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