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I CUCKED MY BEST FRIEND AND I ENJOYED IT


I wanna be clear from the start, okay: I did not put any moves on Ted’s wife. Not one. I fucked her, sure, not gonna lie. But Ellie was the one who came on to me. Okay? I’m not the sort of guy who’d set out to steal his friend’s wife, but if she’s gonna constantly throw herself at me, I’m not fool enough to say no, either.

All I’m saying is, the decision to cheat on Ted was all her.

Ellie’s been trying to get me into bed since the first time we met. That was about two years ago. I was back in town for summer break before my senior year of college, and I ran into Ted at a sports bar one night. He invited me over to meet his then-financée, and we ended up spending the night drinking together, eventually relocating back to Ted and Ellie’s place when the bar closed. (Don’t worry, we called a cab.)

Ted was completely sloshed by that point, and me and Ellie had to practically carry him up to the apartment. Ted wasn’t a big guy, but dragging him up three flights of stairs was exhausting as hell, so once we tossed him into bed, me and Ellie went out to the living to catch our breath. We put the TV on Adult Swim, Ellie mixed us some drinks, and we vegged out to some weird-ass anime about giants eating people. Freaky stuff. Eventually, though, we got bored and struck up a conversation.

Most of the night at the bar, we hadn’t actually talked to each other. Rather Ted had acted as an intermediary, me and him reminiscing about old times, Ellie occasionally popping in with a question. But now that it was the two of us alone, we had to find something to discuss.

And the topic that came up was, well, dildos. I don’t even remember how we got on that subject. But we did. We were fucking drunk, what do you expect? Apparently Ellie had a collection of them, all different kinds—big and small, vinyl and rubber, metal and plastic, motorized and inert, some realistically detailed, some smooth shafted, and others that were practically inhuman. And she talked about them like a connoisseur, telling me which brands were the best, and which would give you a rash if you used them too much, and how to pick out the best lubricant for each material.

Eventually she went and fetched some to show off the more outlandish features, like the one with a camera in the tip that could be hooked to a computer for live streaming, or one that could simulate ejaculation, and even a smart vibrator that used a butt-plug to measure arousal and vary its speed to match.

“This one’s my favorite.” She held up a rubber dong that looked like it had been taken off King Kong. No human had a dick that big.

“You use that?” I asked.

“Oh yeah,” she cooed.

“How does it fit?” There was no fucking way.

“I can show you.”

“What?”

“Yeah.” She started unbuckling her fly. She lifted her hips off the couch and slid the pants down over her thighs, revealing a pair of lacy red panties underneath.

“Whoa. No. Uh… we can’t. Ted’s right in the next room,” I said.

“He’s not gonna wake up. When he gets this drunk, he sleeps the clock around.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Don’t be a prude, dude… hey, prude, dude, that rhymed.” She giggled.

“Look, you’re drunk, I’m drunk, this is not a good idea.”

“I don’t care if it’s a good idea. I’m horny. I always get horny when I drink. And Ted’s in no condition to do anything about it, so…” By now she’d slid her pants down to her ankles and was peeling her panties off. She kicked her legs loose and spread them wide. Her pussy was gaping open, a hungry maw waiting for something to fill it, but even seeing it like that, I couldn’t believe she’d ever fit that monster dildo inside.

But I had to see her try.

She picked up the rubber cock and rubbed it against herself. Her breathing sharpened, and a pink blush spread through her cheeks. She pressed the bulbous tip between her pussy lips. The shaft bent and twisted at first, the head popping loose so that she had to reposition it a couple times, but finally it started to go in. She grabbed it with both hands, pushing it in one inch at a time. The muscles in her thighs strained, and sweat prickled her forehead. I swear, it must’ve taken five minutes for her to work the whole thing into her, but somehow she managed to do it.

“Oh God,” she moaned as the rubber balls at the end finally tapped against her ass. She huffed and puffed a couple times, as though she were carrying a heavy load. “Oooh. Oooooh.” She sounded almost pained.

“You all right?” I asked.

“Yeah.” Her face split into a wide grin. “I’m more than all right.” She began to pull the dildo out again, but her palms were sweaty and her fingers trembled and she couldn’t hold onto it. “Be a gentleman,” she told me, “and give a lady a hand.”

“I… I can’t,” I said.

“Don’t be so uptight. Ted’s never going to know.”

Looking at her, her pussy red and raw, her thighs covered with juices… what the hell was I gonna do? Say no. Of course not.

“Okay,” I said and grabbed the end of the dildo. It slid back easily enough, her whole body shuddering as it moved inside her. Once I got it almost out, I paused, then pushed it back. Her pussy was tight and resistant, and it took a surprising amount of elbow grease to get it back into her.

She pulled her legs out to the side, hooking her elbows under her knees to hold them as wide apart as possible, but still the dildo tested her limit. Finally I got it all the way back in and began to withdraw it again.

She writhed on the couch, her eyes tight shut. She bit her lip, but little whimpers still escaped her throat. She cupped one of her breasts in her hand and squeezed. I couldn’t help myself. I used my free hand to cop a feel, too. Let me tell ya, she had mammoth bazonkas. Double-D cup. I’ve seen bigger, but I’ve never touched them. They were soft and pliant even through her bra, and I imagined what they must’ve looked like naked.

I’d withdrawn the dildo almost completely, and now I started it back in.

“Do it harder,” she begged, as though I wasn’t already giving it my all. “Oh please, harder.”

I had to reposition myself, but at last I found a stance where I could get maximum leverage on the dildo and drive it into her hard.

“Yes! Oh God, fuck me hard with that thing.”

I did the best I could. Eventually if found that the easiest thing was to wiggle it in and out a couple inches rather than doing full strokes. It took all my arm strength to do it, and before I knew it, I was drenched in sweat. But it was worth it. Ellie was going wild. Her hips rose and fell to meet my thrusts. At some point she’d pulled her shirt up and undone her bra. It wasn’t completely off, but her tits were out and jiggling all over the place. Her nipples were surrounded by big-ass areolas, and I watched them bounce around like the little ball in a Sesame Street singalong.

The whole time, Ellie was moaning, but as I pounded away at her pussy, the moans grew in intensity until they could only be termed screams. She was wailing loud enough to wake the dead. I’m surprised none of her neighbors called the cops to report a murder in progress.

And yet, through it all, Ted slept. There I was banging his wife with a giant dildo while he lay zonked out in the next room, oblivious to everything. I felt like a total creep, and yet as I stood there, watching Ellie get closer and closer to cumming, I couldn’t stop myself. If Ted couldn’t satisfy her, somebody had to get her off. That wasn’t my fault, now was it?

At last she exploded. Towards the end, pussy juice was spraying out every time I pounded the dildo into her. Her whole body, normally pale to the point of being ghostly, was red as a tomato. And when she came, she came hard. Her body shook so hard I
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