
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Kinky Sex Makes the World Go ’Round 5

 


Persephone Moore

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the character,
organizations, and events portrayed in this work are products of
the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real persons, living or
dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

 


Kinky Sex Makes the World Go ’Round 5

 


Copyright © 2017 Persephone Moore

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


An Over the Moon Erotica Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be suitable
for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own life be
sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted in this
work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.







Contents

 


Chapter Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Epilogue

 



 


 Chapter Sixteen


“Why not?” asked Cole. I looked down at his cock. It
was, at best, semi-erect but that didn’t matter. Not for what I was
planning. I knew it wouldn’t take much to get him hard and I knew
exactly how to do it.

The difficult part was going to be convincing my
husband to go along with it.

Since he had just fucked me, Cole’s cock was wet
with his cum and my juices. I didn’t mind that taste combination
and I was fairly certain I knew someone else who enjoyed it as
well.

“Your cock is all wet and filthy,” I said.

“That’s why I was going to the bathroom,” he
replied.

“No need. That’s what Reg’s mouth is for.”

Both men looked at me. A thrill of excitement went
through me and centered on my pussy.

“Ah…that’s not necessary,” Cole said.

I frowned slightly. Maybe he didn’t go for other
men. He certainly didn’t complain when Duncan was fucking him. But
it was my night and I wanted things to go exactly the way I
wanted.

“Of course it’s necessary,” I said. “Look at your
cock. And I’m sure that Reg wouldn’t mind cleaning you. Or don’t
you like blowjobs?”

That was the crux of the matter. I suspected Cole
was more than just casually bisexual. I had no firm idea with my
husband, but he was submissive to me when it was important and if
he wanted to get his chastity cage off, he’d go along with my
wished.

“I like blowjobs,” said Cole, with an amused shake
of his head.

“I’m sure Reg loves giving them, right, Reg?” I
asked my husband.

He had the shocked expression of a church lady who
just learned her pastor husband preferred diddling young men…and
she realized she could watch if she wanted to. “Ah…sure. I-I-I can
do that,” he stammered out.

I smiled. “And I want to watch that. Lean back and
enjoy, Cole.”

What I had to keep reminding myself was that Cole
didn’t know Reg was my husband. He thought Reg was just some rando
I had picked up off of Craigslist to watch me fuck another man.

It takes all kinds. It was perfectly plausible that
I would have found a kinkster on Craigslist that was into watching
strangers fuck and then sucking off the man.

I was hoping that my husband was one of those
kinksters.

When he grabbed Cole’s semi-erect cock and lowered
his mouth onto it, I knew he was and I was thrilled to my core.

To give a good blowjob takes enthusiasm and instinct
and practice. Reg didn’t have practice but maybe he had the other
two. I liked giving blowjobs; I didn’t get to give them enough
because my husband was usually locked up.

Watching Reg give Cole head, I found my hand between
my legs. It was true; once a woman starts having orgasms, she
doesn’t want to stop. I didn’t want to stop.

Reg wasn’t the least bit shy about going down on
Cole. Ostensibly he was doing it just to clean Cole’s cock, but we
all knew the truth. Cole’s cock quickly started rising to the
occasion. Apparently my husband had some good cocksucking
instincts. Or maybe Cole was just thrilled to be getting head from
a man. And that took me down a dark and very exciting path. I only
hoped my husband was as open-minded and willing to please me as I
wanted him to be.

Cole’s cock wasn’t huge, but it was big enough to
please me. Reg didn’t have to deep throat it or anything like that.
He focused on stimulating the head while pumping the shaft with his
hand. That told me everything. If he just wanted to clean off
Cole’s cock to please me, he wouldn’t have pumped the shaft.

I made my decision.

“Slow down,” Cole groaned with his eyes closed. “I
don’t want to waste it in your mouth.”

“Would you like to fuck him?” I asked Cole. That
made his eyes snap open.

“What?”

“What?” asked Reg who pulled his mouth off Cole’s
cock.

“I want to see him fuck you,” I said to Reg, my eyes
sparkling with lust. “You want that too, don’t you?”

In the heat of the sexual moment, people will often
do and say things they normally would never admit to wanting, or
never knew they wanted.

“Yeah,” said Reg when he saw how eager I was for
this to happen.

I looked over at Cole. “How about it?” I asked him.
“Do you want to fuck my…do you want to fuck Reg?”

There was a slightly bemused smile on his face.
“Sure. But I didn’t bring any lube or anything.”

“Not a problem,” I told him. Since I wasn’t a
hundred percent sure exactly what was going to happen this night,
so I prepared for almost any eventuality. That included condoms and
lube.

“How do you want to do this?” Cole asked Reg as I
dug into our overnight bag. I answered for him.

“Reg on his back. I want to see your cock going into
him and his cock in the cage doing nothing. That’s hot.”

They both looked at me. “That’s oddly specific,”
Cole said.

A bit of honesty didn’t hurt. “I saw it once in a
porn video.”

“You watch gay porn?” Reg asked me.

“Lots of women do,” I said. “It’s not strange. This
isn’t time for a discussion. This is a time for fucking.”

My husband, the best man ever to deny himself sex so
I could get laid more, willingly laid down on his back and brought
his knees up to his chest. I applied the lube to his back entrance
while we both tried not to ruin the moment. There were so many ways
this could go wrong.

While I was lubing up Reg, Cole took the condom I
had offered him and rolled it on. Once it was in place I lubed up
his cock as well. There’s no such thing as too much lube.

Cole repositioned himself between Reg’s legs and
held his cock in hand. I could see Reg, as always, trying to get
hard, with his soft flesh squeezing between the bars of the cage,
but he was as emasculated as ever. It was perfect.

How many wives were lucky enough to see their
husband have sex with another man for the first time? Precious few,
I’m sure.

“I’ve never fucked a guy before while he was wearing
a cage,” said Cole. “Heard about it but…”

“I’ve never done this before,” Reg said.

Cole paused. “Are you sure you want to…” He glanced
nervously at me.

“I’m good. Let’s do this.” He actually grabbed
Cole’s cock and pulled him forward to his ass.

I loved my husband for that. Sex was sex and it was
going to be fantastic for him. And for me.

The two men guided Cole’s cock into Reg’s ass. It
seemed necessary for the both of them to hold onto his rigid flesh.
Reg’s eyes were closed; either he was concentrating on what he was
doing or trying to pretend something else was going on. Cole was
lost in the act. I just watched both men eagerly, my hand between
my legs; just because they were fucking didn’t mean that I didn’t
have needs as well.

Cole stayed nice and hard while he fucked Reg. My
husband’s cock struggled and strained to get hard, but the cage was
having none of that. His restrained flesh jiggled and jumped around
as Cole slide his cock in and out of Reg’s ass. It was hot and
intense. I couldn’t help myself and I kissed Cole in the middle of
it. He kissed me back, but also pushed me away because he was too
interested in fucking Reg. So I kissed my husband and he kissed me
back passionately; maybe he was into the moment, maybe he had to
prove something to me and himself. Whatever. I took what I
could.

“Oh fuck,” Reg burst out suddenly. “I’m going to
cum.”

“You’re not going to cum,” I assured him. “You
aren’t even hard.”

Contradicting my words, a few seconds later Reg did
cum. Or at least he ejaculated. It was charmingly sad. His limp
cock forced out a few thick shots of spunk that flopped onto his
belly. Maybe he came as well.

That little show was enough for Cole. He pulled out
of Reg’s ass, whipped off the condom, pumped his cock a few times
with his hand and added his load to Reg’s. I gasped at the display
because I didn’t know what else to do.

Overwhelmed by what I just made them do, I reached
out and trailed my finger through the various small puddles of cum
on Reg’s belly, mixing their fluids together. I couldn’t help
myself and I lowered my mouth to my husband’s skin and lapped up
the cum. It was salty and slightly noxious and I savored it before
swallowing. Unable to help myself, I did it again, but this time
kept it in my mouth before going to Reg and sharing their combined
cum with him via a kiss.

He didn’t protest.

Emboldened by that success I repeated the process
with Cole, giving him a cum-laden kiss, which he willingly
accepted. Both men, I suppose, were used to other men’s cum in
their mouths.

I finished the whole process by licking up the
remainder from Reg’s skin and swallowing it all. Sadly, there
wasn’t that much left.

“Holy shit that was intense,” Reg said, breaking the
silence as I finished my performance.

“Which part?” I asked.

“All of it.”

Cole chuckled and got off the bed. I watched his
taut buttocks as he walked to the bathroom and I wondered if he’d
be up for a bathroom blowjob like he had with Duncan, but instead
of getting up from the bed, I cuddled close to Reg.

“Was it okay?” I asked him.

“Was what okay?”

“All of it?” I asked, suddenly having some concern
and regret for what I had coerced my husband into.

“It was great,” he said. “I mean, maybe I wouldn’t
have done this on my own, but with you here…it was perfect.”

I kissed him and rolled off the bed to my feet.
“Thank you.” I was reassured…somewhat. It had been incredibly hot
seeing Reg get fucked by Cole, but looking back, maybe it wasn’t
the best decision made in the spur of the moment. I had to pee and
was waiting for Cole to come out of the bathroom. When my feet hit
the floor the bathroom door opened and I practically bolted inside,
pushing out Cole.

Inside the bathroom I didn’t do anything stupid or
cliché like looking at myself in the mirror or cry. I peed. I
really had to pee. When I came out, Reg was still in the bed, but
Cole was getting dressed. “What are you doing?” It was obvious what
he was doing, but I still had to ask it.

“Getting dressed. I’ve gotta go.”

“You don’t have to leave so soon,” I said, though on
one level I was glad he was leaving. It solved a lot of
uncomfortable after the sex problems.

“I’ve got other responsibilities,” he said with a
small smile as he tied his shoes and stood up. He was a head taller
than me. I was naked and he was fully dressed
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