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Part Three

TWELVE.

 


“I’ve never done this before,” Gwen told me as I
moved her hips slightly, adjusting the angle she was holding them
at.

“I find that hard to believe.”

She looked over her shoulder at me. “Why? Because
I’m a slut?”

I grinned. “Maybe.”

“Well I haven’t. I’m an anal virgin.”

“You’ve had a princess plug up there plenty,” I
commented as I covered my hard cock with some lube and then applied
some to the dark pink pucker of her anus.

“Yeah, well that’s not the same.” She took a sharp
breath as I pressed my fingers against the ring of muscle. “Have
you done this before?” she asked.

I chuckled. “Yeah.”

“With women?” she clarified.

“Uh-huh.”

“And men?” she pressed.

I held my cock in hand to guide it into her back
entrance.

“You’ve fucked men in the ass before?” she said,
repeating the question.

I pushed my hips forward. She groaned as I entered
her. “Yeah,” I said softly.

Gwen remained quiet as I slowly plumbed her depth.
Anal sex can be incredibly intense and intimate—or it can be
painful and terrifying if you screw it up.

It had been her idea for me to fuck her ass. She
wanted to try it and I couldn’t say no.

“Oh fucking hell!”

“What? Did I hurt you?” The first time of anything
as intense as anal sex can be surprising and painful.

“No, I’m just not used to it. Stop moving.”

I hadn’t really done much more than push inside her,
pull back once, and then go in again. Still, I stopped moving. “Am
I too big?”

She half-chuckled at my question. “Don’t flatter
yourself. I’m just not used to it.”

“But you’ve been wearing your princess plug,” I
pointed out. “A lot.”

“It’s not the same.”

“Do you want me to pull out?”

She shook her head. “No. I don’t know what I
want.”

I couldn’t maintain an erection forever without some
sort of stimulation or at least some teasing or other stimulation.
Watching her get herself off would probably do it for me.

“Okay, I’ve got a couple of suggestions.”

“What?”

“You can move back and forth on my cock. I’ll just
hold still. A little in and out will probably help.”

“Uh-huh. Or what else?”

“Or you could get yourself off with your hand.”

“What?”

I rolled my eyes. “Jill off. Masturbate. Play with
your clit while I have my cock up your ass.”

“Okay,” she gamely agreed. I felt her probing around
her pussy for a few seconds and then she started rubbing. A second
later she also started rocking back and forth, driving my cock in
and out of her ass. I had only meant for her to try one or the
other, but I wasn’t going to complain at this point.

For someone who claimed anal virginity up to this
day, Gwen quickly took to getting reamed in the ass. Or rather, she
took to reaming herself in the ass with my cock. Still, I had no
complaints about that either.

“Oh…fuck,” she moaned as it got more intense.

“Keep going,” I encouraged her. “You’re almost
there. Don’t stop.”

Gwen didn’t say anything. She just rocked and rubbed
until she abruptly stopped and her whole body shook and her
sphincter clamped down on my cock. It didn’t hurt, but it was
intense and I loved it. As her moment passed, I rubbed my hands
over her upturned ass, massaging her flesh and muscle.

“Good?” I asked her. “Did you enjoy your little
cum?”

“Fuck. Fuck and fuck. I never came like that
before.”

“You’ve never been fucked in the ass before,” I
noted.

“It was different, not like regular sex.”

“I should hope not.”

She laughed a bit and pulled her hand away from her
pussy to better balance on both hands and knees.

“Fuck me,” she said.

“I just did.”

“No, fuck me like you fucked Adrian.”

I froze and lifted my hands from her ass. She looked
over her shoulder at me. “Yeah, I know. He told me.”

I didn’t know how to react. “Is…is that okay?”

It took her some effort, but Gwen managed not to
laugh at me. “It’s fine. Why do you think I wanted you to fuck me
like this? I couldn’t have you fucking my husband in his ass when I
don’t get the same.”

I put my hands back down on her ass. “Is it a
competition between the two of you?”

Gwen licked her lips and shook her head. “No, but I
can’t like Adrian get something I can’t get, can I?”

“I suppose not.”

She turned back around. “Then fuck me.”

So I did. I did it carefully and slowly, even though
I would have bet she wanted to be fucked like a cheap slut. Even
though we went slow, she audibly let me know she loved every moment
of it. She moaned and cursed and encouraged me. When she reached
back between our legs and squeezed my balls, I came inside her.

No matter how much preparation is done before
anal sex, there is always the awkward cleanup after anal
sex. We wound up showering together. I’m not a fan of shower
sex—the space is too small, water’s not a lubricant, and sex
standing up is just too difficult—but it was still fun to get her
clean.

“Want me to shave your pussy?” I asked after running
my soapy fingers over and through her pubic hair.

“No, I do that myself,” she said almost primly. “I’m
not letting any man near my naughty bits with a razor.”

Out of the shower we dried off and I dressed while
she lounged on the bed watching me. I wasn’t going to hang around
waiting for Adrian to return. While it might have been fun to spend
the night with her, sleeping in the bed next to her warm body, I
wasn’t ready for that. I probably wouldn’t ever be ready for
that.

“What are the chances?” she asked me.

“Chances of what?”

“That both my husband and boyfriend like to suck
cock?”

I paused in pulling on my shirt. “Who says I like to
suck cock? Have you seen me suck cock?”

Her smile was smug. “Okay, so I haven’t see you suck
cock. But you’ve been getting your cock sucked by Adrian for how
long now?”

I didn’t give her a direct answer. “A while.”

“A few months at least, right? And you fucked him
too. He told me. I know he’s not fucking you because he’s still
wearing that cage I put on him.”

“What are you getting at?” I asked as I found my
sneakers.

“I think it’s hot that the two men in my life are
both bi. I want to see the two of you fuck.”

I finished tying my shoes. “If you ask him, he’s not
bi. He just likes having sex with men every once in a while.”

“Are you bi?” she asked me directly.

“Yeah.”

“At least you’re honest about it,” she said. “And I
don’t mind that about Adrian. I just wish he’d be more at peace
with it. He doesn’t understand that I…” She didn’t finish her
statement. “Anyway, I’ll see you later.”



THIRTEEN.

 


Friday night date.

 


I looked at the text from Gwen. What the hell did
she mean by “date”?

 


Do you want me to take you to dinner and a
movie?

 


No

You me and Adrian.

“Date” wink wink

 


Is Adrian okay with this?

 


Does it matter?

He wears the cage

I have the pussy

I make the rules

 


You just want to see us fuck, don’t you?

 


Her answer was honest enough.

 


You think you know me…

 


Friday night I walked into their house and greeted
Gwen with a hug and a kiss on her cheek. I greeted Adrian with a
hug as well, but I grabbed his crotch as we embraced. He felt it
and was surprised at my forwardness.

“Just had to check to make sure you were still
wearing it,” I explained.

Gwen laughed. “You could have just asked me. I’d
have told you.”

“Do you like having a boyfriend because you’re
husband’s cock is useless?” I asked her.

She just gave me a kiss in response. That was the
best answer I could have gotten.

I wasn’t over at their house for dinner, flowers,
and romance. Shortly we were upstairs in the bedroom. Gwen took off
her shirt to reveal her pretty bra and smooth skin, but she turned
aside my advances at her.

“No. I want to watch the two of you fuck,” she said,
tugging at my shirt, wanting me to take it off.

I glanced over at
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