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An adrenaline rush surged through Kay’s veins as she absorbed the sheer power of the unfolding scene in the hangar, the tips of three T-38 Talon antennae seeming within reach, and she felt like they were about to penetrate her.

Moments later, she heard the sharp click of the mechanism releasing the three canopy locks, followed by the gentle hiss as the canopies slid open. The three captains from the bar, now dressed in crisp blue coveralls, emerged, their figures silhouetted against the dim glow as they spryly descended the twelve-foot ladders. Her eyes widened in surprise. “My god,” she whispered breathlessly, “Am I really about to be taken by three at the same time?” 

“That’s right,” she heard John say through a speaker. "Tonight, I’m your cuck, giving you the best the US Air Force has. These are three of the nation’s best and swiftest—breaking the sound barrier—but tonight, they'll take their time with you. The three pilots glided towards her in formation, their aircraft silent and poised. As the white lights dimmed, a mesmerizing soft blue haze enveloped the scene, heightening anticipation. She watched in awe as each pilot shed their coveralls.

Kay trembled as the three handsome airmen approached her, each one strong and masculine. She smiled and took the cock of the front pi- lot in her mouth while she stroked the other two on each side. The blue lights shut off. In the total darkness, Kay felt hands pick her up and remove her dress. Their mouths covered her body, exciting her senses. Her bra strap snapped with a firm yank, and she felt facial stubble graze her neck and breasts. She squealed as the hands ripped her pantyhose and pulled them from her legs. Two of the pilots spread her legs, and she felt more stubble between her thighs.

What occurred next nearly drove her insane for over an hour and a half. Devoid of visual stimulus, her emotions raged in response to their constant physical contact. The three pilots kept her mouth, vagina, and hands constantly filled. Occasionally, all three cocks were somewhere in her at the same time. She lost track of her orgasms, and her screams of delight echoed throughout the hangar.

When it was over, Kay collapsed onto the couch, sprawled out and exhausted, as she listened to the gathering of jumpsuits and footsteps fading away in the darkness. One of the blue lights above the couch flickered back on, and Kay looked up at John standing over her. She lay depleted, cum still drooling from her mouth and splattered all over her body. “How was that for a cuckold arrangement?” John asked!

She breathlessly replied, “No cuck has ever arranged a better date for his cuckoldress!”
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THE NEXT DAY, JOHN led Kay through the base's bustling public areas. She marveled at the flight line from a dedicated viewing spot, feeling the thrill of witnessing the sheer scale of the operation—especially as the sleek T-38 Talons roared into the sky. Watching them accelerate and ascend was exhilarating, almost as electrifying as when the three pilots used her body while their aircraft loomed menacingly overhead.

The Base Commander then invited her to see a declassified, retired B-2 bomber—one of the earliest models ever built. We have stripped down this aircraft for public viewing," he apologized. “I wish I could show you a current version, but many features remain Top Secret." Despite the secrecy, Kay was captivated by the bomber’s enormous size and striking, stealthy shape, admiring it from every angle as they approached.

Walking around the unclassified B-2 Spirit, Kay felt as though she was encountering a quiet, alien presence—something almost other-worldly. As she moved closer to the front, the wing's leading edge jutted out like a stealthy blade slicing the air. The cockpit, a small teardrop-shaped canopy, was the only slight break in the wing's sleek silhouette, where John and his co-pilot had endured countless hours of missions. The whole structure seemed almost surreal—more like a mysterious wing than a plane, and certainly not something that looked capable of flight.

They gathered for a relaxed late lunch with the two-star general who commands the B-2 bomber wing. The general smiled warmly and said, "It’s truly a pleasure to have John here with us. His mastery of the B-52 is nothing short of impressive — that aircraft is a beast to tame. The B-2, by contrast, feels more like gliding in a luxury Rolls-Royce than navigating a rugged truck."

John chuckled, his eyes twinkling, and added, "And thank goodness it’s less conspicuous — that’s a huge relief. The less they see of me, the less they can shoot at me.”

They headed back to John’s basic duplex on base, a home with classic colonial-style architecture and vinyl siding that looked like dozens of others. Inside, the space was open—a seamless blend of the living room, dining area, and kitchen that made it feel more spacious. The main bedroom was simply decorated yet comfortable, featuring a walk-in closet and a private bathroom with a tub/shower combination and a double vanity, which was sufficient and utilitarian.

As they showered and dressed for the evening, John shared a little about how he met Janet over two years ago, during his assessment for new B-2 pilots. Janet was still in training at the time. Their brief but memorable fling stood out to both of them—Janet appreciating John's maturity compared to younger pilots, and she confided her preference for women, adding an intriguing layer to their story. They reconnected sexually when he returned six months ago, as she was frustrated by the limited availability of female partners.
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JANET ARRIVED AT 7:30 p.m.; her skirt and button-up sweater perfectly complemented her polished yet effortlessly stylish appearance. John casually, yet skillfully, poured cocktails as the women sank into the couch. Their initial chatter was light and carefree, but the mood quickly shifted, turning flirtatious. Kay leaned in slightly, a mischievous smile curling on her lips as she murmured, “I loved the way you touched me under the table last night.”

“I couldn't resist,” Janet purred playfully. “I’ve been buzzing all week with excitement since John said you were coming to visit. Most women here are married and seem so distant—hard to get close to. I must be very discreet; even a traffic ticket could jeopardize a pilot’s career. I’ve had limited success in finding a partner in Kansas City. I mostly just get hit on by married men. I did meet one woman at Chaz, the Jazz Club at the Raphael Hotel. She’s different—more open, more intriguing, but she’s married and doesn't want her husband to know that she’s into women, so it’s hard to meet up with her.

Kay began slowly unbuttoning Janet’s sweater, smiling at her all the while. Janet slipped her sweater off her shoulders and unclasped her bra. Kay gently cupped Janet’s breast and brushed her nipple as they kissed. They passionately made out until. Janet groaned and asked, “Can we go to the bedroom?"

John prepared another cocktail. When he reached the bedroom, both women were naked, their legs locked again as they ground their hips together. John sat in a chair, sipped his cocktail, and admired the scene of mouths devouring pussies, sucking each other’s breasts and nipples, and fingering vaginas till they squirted.

Kay had only been with one other woman, the wife of one of her cuckold dates with Pete. Janet was much more experienced with women. She made Kay’s entire body feel like an erogenous zone; every touch brought sensations of pleasure, no matter where or how Janet touched her. Kay, despite her lack of experience, played a dominant role, leaving Janet to be more submissive—something Janet preferred. Janet longed for the soft, gentle curves, skin, and mouth of a woman, but also wanted to experience that with the aggression of a man. Kay gave her both pleasures.

John finished his drink and joined them in bed. They welcomed him between them. He turned and kissed Kay as Janet straddled his hips. Kay watched Janet guide John’s cock into her as she lowered herself. “Fuck him, Janet,” Kay pleaded. Janet bounced on John while he fondled her breasts and pinched her nipples. John lasted so long that her thighs ached from riding. She stretched out on her side between Kay and John and held her leg up to allow John to put his cock back in from behind.

Kay watched his cock slide in and out of Janet. Janet closed her eyes and moaned, “Baby, after a woman does all she can, then she needs a cock to finish her off the best.” Kay couldn’t stand being a voyeur any longer. She flipped around and began to lick Janet’s clit as John continued to fuck. Janet felt a rush of heat as she came, gripping her arms around Kay’s thighs, squeezing them tight. John pulled out, splattering Kay’s face and Janet’s pussy. Janet left sometime after midnight feeling more satisfied than she had in years.
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ON SUNDAY MORNING, as the aroma of John’s French cinnamon toast and sizzling sausages filled the air, Kay showed John her intriguing notebook after adding three more names to her detailed list of partners she had cuckolded Pete with—over a hundred entries, complete with names, dates of first encounters, and ages. John flipped through the pages, curiosity piqued, until a particular entry caught his eye. He pointed to a record from six months ago and remarked, "Pete passed away more than two years before you first hooked up with this guy.”

“Until then, the only guy I had after Pete passed was Pat,” she confessed, her voice tinged with a mixture of sadness and resilience. John raised an eyebrow, curious but patient, as Kay pressed on. “I needed something different, so I went to Nick’s Pub and found him there. He took me to his cozy garage apartment just down the alley from Nick’s, and that night, we really let loose. He used me like a whore and took me three times, until I was so sore I couldn't take him again. He was just what I was looking for." 

John leaned in, eyes glinting. "Tell me more about this guy,” he urged.
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