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Chapter 15

 


“Are you still angry about
Gage?” she asked me the next morning. Kirbi had made me breakfast
and was wearing a thin pink robe that was mere decoration. I could
clearly see her nipples and everything else through it.

I considered her question.
I had to answer honestly. “Yes.”

“I’ll make it up to you,”
she reminded me.

“I know.” I cut a
breakfast sausage in half, speared it on my fork, speared a piece
of pancake, and then dipped the pair into the puddle of maple syrup
on my plate. “I’m sure it won’t take much convincing to get Merle
to blow Gage, but the hard part is going to be getting Gage to
agree to that. And for whatever her face is to agree to let me fuck
her.”

“Wendy,” Kirbi helpfully
supplied.

“You know her name?” I
questioned my wife.

She blanched and then
flushed bright red with embarrassment. It was difficult for her to
be embarrassed at anything. She loved to be naked in front of
people and especially strangers. She had had sex in front of small
crowds.

“Yes…” she admitted in a
small voice.

“Out with it.”

“I might have been texting
back and forth with Gage lately.”

I eyed my wife. “That’s
against our agreement, isn’t it?”

She knew. She had guilt
written all over her face. “Yes. But so was fucking
him.”

“I can’t forgive you until
you get him to agree to what I want.”

“I can’t guarantee that.
Hell, I’m pretty damn sure that Gage isn’t bi.”

“He’s just going to get a
blowjob,” I pointed out as I took another bite of pancake. My wife
was a good cook. And an incredible fuck.

“From a man,” she reminded
me.

“All cats are gray at
night.”

“Hardly the same
thing.”

“I don’t care.”

“Why should your
forgiveness be dependent on what I can convince someone else to
do?”

“You can promise him
you’ll fuck him again, you can even tell him that you have my
permission to fuck him again…after he gets sucked off by Merle and
I get to fuck Wendy.”

My beautiful and willing
wife shook her head. “There’s no way this is going to
happen.”

“Then you’ll have to cut
off all communication with Gage this time. We’ll have to work out
with Cassie and Joe to either ban Gage from their parties or find
elsewhere to go.”

“You’d do that?” Kirbi
asked me, fear in her eyes.

“We’ve already discussed
this, Kirbi. You broke the rules of our agreement.”

She wiped away a tear. “I
know. I’m sorry. I’ll do it.”

I stood up and leaned
across the table to her, kissing her forehead. “I love
you.”

She nodded.

 


I didn’t exactly hate
Gage, but I had great distrust of him.

Years before when we were
new to swinging Kirbi and I agreed that we didn’t have to play
together all the time. We were allowed to have one-on-one
encounters and that was fine. I agreed to it. We always told each
other what the situation was. I even played with a couple of other
women while Kirbi had focused on Gage.

She became a bit obsessed
with him.

That was the
problem.

She went and played
with—fucked—Gage on a regular basis. They had a standing Tuesday
night date. They never went anywhere other than his apartment and
as far as I knew it was just sex, nothing else.

The fun part was that she
would come home and tell me all about it. I’ll admit it. I got off
to hearing her describe every detail of their sordid affair.
Sometimes she would do the same things to me that she had done to
him when they had fucked.

Sometimes she would let me
fuck her when she was done telling her tales. Of course, while she
was speaking, I was jerking off, desperately waiting for her to
grab my cock and jerk me off, or put me in her mouth, or beg me to
fuck her. Sometimes those things happened. Sometimes they didn’t.
Sometimes she would insist that I lay on my back and cum all over
myself. Sometimes she’d let me jerk off on her and I could cum on
her belly or tits or face.

It was hot. I loved it as
much as she did. Kirbi didn’t like hearing about me with other
women so much, but that was fine as well.

One Tuesday night she came
home still full of lust and told me everything they did, but I
immediately sensed something else was going on.

“How’d your date go?” I
asked when she walked in the front door. I was in the living room
playing something on the Xbox.

“It was great!” she said
with more than enough enthusiasm to let me know something was up,
and not just my cock.

I stopped my game. “Tell
me all about it.”

“We fucked,” she said,
approaching me on the couch.

“Yeah, I know that. I can
tell by your hair.”

She self-consciously
smoothed down her hair. It was still mussed up.

“You know how else you can
tell?” she asked, primly sitting down on the chair next to the
couch.

“His cum is still on your
tits?” I suggested.

She smirked at me. “You
think that you know me.”

“Where did he cum?” I
asked. “Or didn’t he…”

Kirbi stood up and pulled
off her dress, leaving her in a bra and panties. I noted a small
bruise on her left breast just above her bra’s top edge.

“He fucked me with his big
cock,” she said, licking her lips, her eyes gazing at the wall as
if it weren’t there. “He made me cum…I don’t know how many times.”
She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, dropping it to
the floor. She gestured to her left breast, pointing out not just
the one bruise that was exposed, but several more where he had bit
and sucked her aggressively. “He had his way with me.”

I stood up and kissed her.
“You’re a slut.”

“Your wife is a slut,” she
confirmed, kissing me back.

I grabbed her and forced
her to the stairs in just her panties. “I’m going to fuck you
better than he ever could.”

She laughed at me but
allowed me to move her around. “I doubt that. His cock is bigger
and I feel like a slut when I fuck him. When I fuck you…it’s
just…plain.”

I half dragged her up to
the bedroom. Maybe I should have fucked her on the couch. It didn’t
matter; she went along with me, giggling and laughing because we
both knew we were playing a game.

I tossed her on the bed
and she spread her legs while slipping her hand down between them.
She busied her fingers in her pussy while I quickly stripped down
to my underwear and then I couldn’t stand it any longer. I knelt on
the floor, yanked her down to me, and started to pull down her
panties.

Kirbi teased, twisting her
body trying to prevent me from stripping her, but I was
insistent.

It took me a moment, but
eventually I got her panties off. I noted two things. First, her
pussy lips were swollen from being recently fucked. I had expected
that. Second, her panties were full of mostly dried cum.

“He fucked you,” I
breathed.

Her fingers were dancing
on her clit. “Of course he did.”

“He came in you,” I
clarified.

“Uh-huh…”

“You didn’t use a
condom.”

“Yeah…it’s okay. I have my
diaphragm in.”

At that point we had been
using her diaphragm as our primary means of birth control. When she
was with men other than me, she was supposed to use condoms. No
cumming inside her without a condom.

I looked at her pussy.
Besides being swollen from a good, vigorous fucking I could see
wetness leaking out of her. It wasn’t just her amrita; it was
Gage’s cum.

I wanted to hate her.
Instead, my cock was throbbing and I could only think of fucking
her harder and fiercer and better than Gage ever could. I wanted to
kiss and lick her pussy, but I couldn’t make myself do
it.

Instead I just yanked off
my underwear and climbed up on the bed, pushing Kirbi back. She
helped. She took my cock in hand and drew me to her wet
slit.

I easily slipped inside
her used pussy. Never before had it been so easy for me to fuck
her.

“You’re a slut. A cheater!
A whore! Jezebel! Tart!”

She looked up at me, her
face alive with ecstasy from being fucked and insulted.

“Yes, yes
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