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It all started the day I ran into my ex-boyfriend in the supermarket. I use the term lightly; we dated in high school, but never had a chance to get too serious.

My mother had not been his biggest fan, always lecturing me about how bad an influence he would be on me.

It turned out my mother had no idea the kind of mischief I would seek out myself.

It turned out that once I tried my first cock, I fell in love with them.

I’d had many since, but there was always part of me that wondered if I hadn’t missed out on something. So, when I saw him at the self-serve checkout, I grabbed my bread and milk, ignored the rest of my list and raced over to the checkout next to his.

My breath came in short bursts from my sudden exertion and as I scanned my items, I stole a glance down at his basket.

The only thing in it, were three boxes of extra-large condoms.

Well, I guess that answered at least one question I’d always had. But I must confess that only served to further stoke my curiosity.

“Sam, is that you?” I asked, layering on my accent shamelessly. Men always seemed to enjoy it.

He turned and I saw the hint of recognition in his eyes.

I was older now, no longer the gawkish girl that he had known. His eyes met mine and lingered downward, slowly following the curve of my body until he reached my feet. Some men might have been more subtle, but that was never his way.

“Jaime, is that you?” A grin broke out on his lips. “Time has been very kind to you.”

“You’re not doing too bad yourself,” I replied, trying not to blush. “Judging by your shopping cart, others seem to share my opinion. Big weekend planned?”

He looked down at the basket and scanned the second box of condoms.

“No bigger than usual,” he replied, “though I’m sure I’ll manage to get into some sort of mischief.”

I looked at him and wondered just how much mischief we might get into together. His touch had always made me shiver with anticipation. I wondered how his big hands might feel as they slid over the supple flesh of my body.

Perhaps my mother was right, but there really was no way of telling. Unless...

As I pulled out my phone, I went for broke. “If you’d like to start it early, why not come by mine this evening. Sometime around seven?”

He glanced down at my hand, his eyes glued to the gold wedding band resting beside the large engagement ring my husband had bribed me with.

“I thought you were married,” he said, his grin turning cheeky and lascivious.

I leaned in close, so that the woman scanning her groceries beside us couldn’t overhear us. I was keenly aware of my breast pressed against his chest as I craned my neck, bringing my lips closer to his ear.

“Oh, I am very married,” I whispered, “but I’d still like to see you at seven. Why don’t you come by and show my husband how to take care of a real woman.”

I gave him the address and went home, giddy over my find, the mischievous little minx in me hoping he would come by.

I spent the afternoon preparing, just in case. Picking out my favorite emerald green lingerie set, complete with a garter belt and fishnets. The color of the satin looked great against my skin and my husband just loved it.

That was the bargain we’d struck when it became clear I needed more to make our marriage work. I could bring home whomever I liked, and Pete got to pick what I was wearing when they arrived.

He had excellent taste and my lovers appreciated his discerning eye.

“Who is this guy?” Pete asked as I guided him to his recliner in the corner of our lounge room.

“I told you, we dated when we were teenagers, I ran into him at the supermarket,” I replied as I pushed him down into the seat.

“Did he fuck you?” Pete asked, his voice that mix of nerves and arousal I had become used to when I had a date over. He seemed simultaneously jealous of the men who were inside me, whilst being incredibly aroused by it. He tended to come long before they did.

“You know the rules,” I whispered, “just stay in your seat and don’t speak unless spoken too. If this goes well, you could be in for quite the show.”

The doorbell drowned out his response and I rushed to the front door.

Most women would have grabbed a robe. I wasn’t nearly so shy.

I opened the door, and Sam stood there, leaning against the door frame. His eyes lingered over my cleavage, now prominently on display, propped up by the bra.

“My eyes are up here,” I teased.

“Oh, I know,” he replied. “Can’t blame a man for enjoying the view.”

“Are you going to stay out here and window shop?” I asked. “Or are you going to come inside?”

The double entendre hung in the air between us, as I reached out my hand.

He smiled as he took it, and I dragged him into the house, shutting the door behind him.

“Sam, this is Pete,” I said, as I pulled him into the lounge room. “Don’t worry about him, he’s just going to watch.”

“Oh Pete,” Sam grinned that cocksure grin I remembered from our youth. “I’m not going to lie; I’ve thought about this for years. Your wife isn’t going to be able to sit down for a week.”

My heart fluttered.

Pete swallowed, unsure if he was meant to reply or not. He stayed silent.

Good boy.

Sam wasted no time pulling me into him and turning me so that I was facing my husband as he stood behind me. His hands pulled me tight, then wandered over my body, one cupping my right breast, while the other teased the hem of my emerald green panties.

How I wanted it to go deeper.

He swept my hair aside and his lips were on my neck.

I shivered against him as I felt his growing member pressed against my ass.

Before I knew it, his hand had unsnapped my bra, his hands pushing it off my shoulders and it tumbled to the floor, my breasts dropping free.

He took one and teased it, while his other hand tugged at my panties, sending them to the floor beside my bra.

I stood, naked but for the garter belt and fishnets, my ass pressed up against my ex-boyfriend while my husband watched spellbound.

Sam wasn’t done; he ran a finger down my chest, and slipped it inside me. I was soaked. He worked his finger deep inside me and I ground my body against it, eager for more.

But before I could get more, he withdrew and fed me his finger. I sucked it between my lips, tasting my own arousal.

“To think your mother thought I would be the bad influence,” he whispered. “Bend over the ottoman.”

I did as I was told, bending over in front of my husband as I felt my ex’s big hand on my bare ass.

Drawing back, he delivered a sharp spanking to my right ass cheek. Two spanks, and then the left. I felt the temporary sting of his hand against my bare ass, followed by intense arousal flooding through me.

“You naughty little minx,” he teased. “You want it, don’t you?”

I nodded, my breath coming in short bursts. I looked up. Pete was playing with himself as my ex helped himself to my body. The exhibitionist in me was wanton with lust.

“I do,” I breathed, “make me your little slut.”

He strode around the ottoman, his hands unzipping his jeans. He pushed them to his knees and the biggest cock I’d ever seen sprang out of them.

My husband and I joke about me being a size queen, but like most jokes, there is a kernel of truth at its core.

I took my ex-boyfriend in my mouth, sucking that big dick for all I was worth. As I stroked and tasted it, I could feel it growing in my mouth.

He wasn’t done.

“He’s so big,” I told my husband, as I played with the mammoth cock. “I can’t wait to have him inside me.”

My husband stroked his dick while I pleasured Sam, wondering which of them would come first.

It was Pete, groaning as he leaned back in his chair, spilling himself all over his lap.

Sam laughed and drew one of the boxes of condoms from his pocket.

“Your wife seemed awfully curious about these,” he teased. “Now I know why.”

“You’re huge,” I whispered in giddy delight, regretting I’d not tracked him down sooner.

“Why don’t you put one of them on me, get a feel for having a real man inside you?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I want to feel it all.”

Sam laughed. “Did you hear that, Pete? She wants to take it bareback.”

He sat himself on the couch facing my husband. “I’ve never been one to disappoint a lady. I’m going to enjoy this, Pete.”

He beckoned to me with a finger.

“Come here, Jaime,” he breathed. “Ride me, while your husband watches.”

I turned around so that I was facing Pete and lowered myself into my lover’s lap.

I felt him at my entrance, the mushroom shaped head of his big cock. To think I’d been missing this for fifteen years.

“That’s it,” he urged. “You know you want it.”

“I do,” I groaned as I sank down onto his shaft.

It filled me to the brim and reached places my husband never had. Grabbing his legs to steady myself I rode him hard, my moans and groans filling the room as I watched my husband staring at my ecstasy.

Sam reached around me, teasing at my breasts as I bounced on his lap.

“More,” I pleaded as my pleasure mounted.

He grabbed my waist and lifted me up, before pulling me back down, burying himself inside me. I clutched his hands against my tits as I threw back my head, my orgasm ripping through me like a hurricane.

My hubby looked away, as I experienced the most intense orgasm of my entire life.

“Watch your wife come,” my lover instructed.

Pete looked into my eyes, and I bit my lip. I couldn’t stop, I wanted more.

“Whose pussy is it?” my lover asked.

I knew there was only one answer I could give.

“Yours,” I moaned. “It’s your pussy.”

“That’s my girl,” he replied as he flooded me with his seed.

It was like a volcano within me, and with each bounce in his lap I felt more of it shoot inside me.

I collapsed against him. Fifteen years of pent-up sexual frustration, but I’d finally got his dick inside me.

It was heaven.

“Your mom was right to keep you away from me,” he whispered. “I’d have put a baby in you.”

The thought sent a tingle of excitement right through me. “You just might have,” I giggled as I rolled off his lap onto the couch. “There’s only one way to be sure.”

He climbed to his feet, his big dick swinging like a baseball bat. The guy was hung like a horse.

Bending over he scooped me up and tossed my naked form over his shoulder, planting one big hand on my ass to hold me there.

“Sorry Pete, change of plans. I’m going to be staying a few days. Where’s your bed?”

My hubby’s jaw dropped open as he pointed at the stairs.

I wanted to reassure him, but my lover spanked my ass and started for the stairs.

“You might want the guest room, baby,” I called back to him. “I don’t think we’ll be getting much sleep and you still have work tomorrow.”

*****
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My wife had brought home lovers before, but this was different.

I’m not sure how I feel about it.

Don’t get me wrong, we’d had this arrangement for some time. I knew she loved me, but I also knew she loved other things too.

All the men she brought home had one thing in common. They were all hung. Certainly, bigger than me. You could say she was a size queen, and that I should be jealous, but I think we both know the truth.

You’re jealous.

My wife acts out my deepest fantasy on a regular basis. Bringing other men home to fuck them in our house. If she’s feeling kinky, she might even take them in our bed.

I was nervous at first, but when I saw how turned on she got, I was even more aroused. It was like I had my own personal porn star, and she knew exactly what I liked. As soon as her lovers left, I’d eagerly reclaim her.

But tonight was different.

She’d known him. The two of them had history
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