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We had been married a little less than a year. I was puttering around the kitchen, putting away leftovers from the solitary dinner I’d just cooked for myself, finishing yet another glass of wine, when the front door opened and my wife, Lyndsey, shortened to Lyn by virtually everybody who knew her, came breezing in.


“Hey, babe!” I called to her somewhat tipsily, since I’d had several drinks at a bar on the way home, and had then come home and made myself several more cocktails as I threw together a meal for myself, accompanied by a few glasses of vino. “You need some dinner? Or’d you eat at the fair?”


Lyn was twelve years younger than my thirty-eight. At twenty-six, she was lean and hot-looking, with long, very curly, jet-black hair, big, sensual lips, gray eyes and a pair of small, cupcake tits.


Tonight, my young wife was wearing jeans so tight that they looked spray-painted on, six-inch, black stiletto heels, and a black tee shirt with some rock group’s name on it. The shirt was so old and washed out with so many holes in it--both small and with some as large as a fifty-cent piece, that you couldn’t really read the group’s name anymore.


“Hi, cutie!” Lyn flashed me a really big, sexy smile as she came over to me. “I ate a dog and some other crap at the fair, so I’m not hungry. But I wouldn’t say no to a little drinkie-poo!”


I returned her smile tentatively, noticing that she was already flying pretty high on something—I didn’t know yet whether it was drinks at the fair or pot or something else—and that when she moved, the shirt shifted so that you caught a quick flash of her naked tit through one of the holes in the front. I wasn’t too surprised by that. Lyn had pert, cute little knockers that didn’t sag a bit and didn’t really need a bra, so she rarely wore one except at work, when her blouse was too sheer to get away with going bare.


“Did you know that you can catch a flash of nipple through the holes in that tee shirt when you move just right?” I asked her, handing her the gin and tonic I’d just whipped up for her.


“Naughty Daddy! Staring at Mommy’s titties!” Lyn grinned at me, taking a big cut out of her drink.


“Well, did you, you little tease?” I demanded, already kind of turned on by the idea that my wife was parading around the county fair all day, flashing everyone with her raspberry red nipples. “Did you know?”


“Maybe,” Lyn smiled again, and then bit her lower lip teasingly. “Do you mind, Daddy? Do you mind naughty Lyn showing off her hot little nubbies to everyone?”


I grabbed her and pulled her in hard, sloshing a little of her drink out onto the linoleum. “Yeah! I mind, you little tramp! You’re my wife! What do mean by flashing your bare titties all over town? I fuckin’ hate that…can’t you tell?”


Lyn giggled and grabbed my crotch. She could feel my dick getting harder by the second, as I pictured her flaunting herself all over the fairgrounds in front of a bunch of total strangers, pretending that she didn’t know that they could see her nipples half the time as she strolled around.


“Yeah, baby!” she whispered up at me, her gray eyes flashing with lust. “I can tell that you’re just hatin’ the very thought of it!”


She squeezed my dick through my trousers, then found my zipper and slowly worked it downward, still staring at me defiantly. “What are you gonna’ do about it, stud?

What are you gonna’ do about your little wifey showing tit, big boy?” 


“What do you think I should do about, slut?” I challenged her right back, reaching down and grabbing her shirt.


Before she could answer, I ripped the flimsy material upward, tearing it in half. I yanked it free of her sensuous body, leaving her naked to the waist, her plump little tits sticking out. I grabbed a hard little berry of a nipple in each hand and squeezed hard.


Lyn moaned, her eyes half closing. “Ooooh! I don’t know, Daddy! Maybe you should punish me! Maybe you should make me suck your big dick! Maybe you should beat me, so I won’t be such a little slut anymore!”


I released her tits and then slapped them, hard, smacking her across the nipples with my open hands. 


“Ohhhhh! Daddy! Beat me! Beat my titties and make me suck you!” Lyn groaned with need, licking her lips.


I popped her across the nipples two more times, laying a good hard smack on her, just the way I knew she loved it but not hard enough to really hurt her. Lyn bit her lower lip again and jammed her hand into my fly, finding my hard cock and dragging it back out.


“Are you going to make me suck it for being such a bad girl?” she whispered, her voice begging me to make her.


“Yes, you fucking whore! I am!” I pretended serious rage, whacking her across her nipples two more times.


Lyn squealed with pleasure, her nubs sticking out twice as far on her firm little jugs as they had a few moments ago  “Oh, Daddy, don’t beat me! I’ll be good! I’ll be such a good little girl for you”!


I was the stern taskmaster now. I shook my head and smacked her tits again and watched as she quivered with arousal.


“Oh, you cruel Daddy! You’re beating me so bad!” she whined theatrically. “You’re slapping my poor titties so much!”


“Then you’d better suck me, hadn’t you, slut?” I berated her. “You’d better suck my hot dick so I’ll quit beating on those tiny little tits of yours, hadn’t you, you no good little cunt?”


Mewling with mock fear and real joy—this was one of Lyn’s favorite role-playing games—she sank to her knees on the kitchen floor. She put her hands on my trouser-clad ass and pulled me in as she fit the head of my stiff cock between her lips and opened wide.


“Ohhhh! That’s good!” I sighed as I bottomed out in her throat. “You suck cock nicely, you little tramp! Now eat it! Eat my dick up until I blow a wad down your worthless throat, you little cunt!”


“Mmmm! Mmmmm!” Lyn murmured happily as I began fucking her face hard and deep.


Her sloppy lips were tight on my hot meat, her tongue lapping ceaselessly at my whole cock as it fed it to her. I rammed it deep into her throat, knowing that she loved it like this. The rougher I fucked her mouth, the better she liked it!


I reached over and retrieved my drink and drained it off quickly as she gobbled up my dick, rocking my hips up and back so that my cock went in all the way to the hilt with each stroke. I put the empty cocktail glass on the kitchen counter and reached down to grab Lyn’s sucking head by the ears. I squeezed down tight, hurting her just a little because I knew she’d love being further degraded that way, and forced even more of my prick into her face with each thrust.


“Ullllmppph! Ulmmmphh!” Lyn protested when I bottomed out in her constricted throat.


I paid no attention, skull fucking her as hard as I could as I tweaked her ears. Tears were streaming down her face by now, running her heavy eye makeup, and a steady stream of thick, gleaming drool was oozing out of the corners of her mouth, hanging down toward her titties as I reamed her mouth.


“Not such a little smartass now, huh?” I taunted her, continuing to power-fuck her lips and throat. “Not so much fun, sucking Daddy’s big dick when it’s choking the air right out of you, is it, you hot little cocksucking bitch?”


Lyn whined pitifully and I laughed, yanking on her ears, driving my cock into her choking throat. I could feel the come churning in my balls and knew that my sweet young wife would be only too glad to swallow it for me, but I suddenly had a better idea!


“This is too easy!” I growled like a B-movie villain, pulling my dick from her eagerly sucking lips. “Drinking my load is way too light a punishment for a slut like you!”


I reached down and pulled the gasping girl to her feet and spun her around, forcing her face down onto the island counter behind her. I reached under her and yanked open her belt and the snap holding her tight jeans closed and tore her zipper open.


“C-Cold!” Lyn protested, wriggling. “This tile counter is cold on my titties, Daddy!”


“Tough shit!” I sneered, reaching over onto the counter behind me, grabbing the big tub of margarine I’d used earlier when I was fixing dinner for myself. 


I dug out a big scoop of the soft greasy stuff and smeared it from one end of Lyn’s nice little ass cleft to the other as I eased her jeans and panties out of the way with my other hand. I forced the slippery grease down into her asshole, then scooped out another big wad of the shit and lubed up my cock with it.


“This will be much better for a little tramp like you!” I assured Lyn, forcing the head of my thick cock into the tiny brown pucker of her asshole. “I’ll let you suck me off and swallow my spunk after I fuck your ass for a while, cunt!”


“Ohhhhh! Oh, Daddy, not thaaaaat!” Lyn wailed as I rammed my cock balls-deep into her bunghole. “Don’t fuck me back theeeeerrreee!” 


“Take it!” I hissed, really enjoying the tight grip of her unprepared anus around my buried prick shaft. “Take the hot ass-fucking you deserve, you sleazy little whore!”


Lyn whimpered. “Oh, Daddy! You’re a bad, bad Daddy! You’re hurting me! Your big dick is tearing my little asshole up!”


I laughed at that idea and held her “struggling” body on the counter with my greasy hands, slamming my cock in and out of her clenching ass sheath. I squeezed her fleshy ass cheeks hard and watched, fascinated, as they jellied and shook from my savage thrusts into the tiny hole in between them.


“Ohhhhhh! Daddddddy!” Lyn wailed. “You’re fuckin’ me so haaaard! My little butt’s on fire!”


I slapped her right ass cheek hard with my open palm, spanking the shit out of her! I did the same to her left, creating a big, red handprint on her white skin and drawing a huge wail, my dick never missing a stroke as I deep-fucked her anus.


“Daddeeeeeeeee! Why? Why are you so mean to meeeeee?” she screamed with pain/ecstasy. “Why are you so mean to your sweet little Lyndsey?”


I chuckled and beat her ass again, drawing another scream. “Because you’re not sweet, are you, Lyndsey? You’re a filthy little bitch who likes to suck shitty dicks, aren’t you, baby? You deserve everything you get, don’t you? You deserve to get your big ass beat red and suck my shitty dick, don’t you, slut?”


Lyn wailed and ground her bare tits into the tile counter while I poured the cock to her ass and slapped both of her giggling ass cheeks until they were bright, fire engine red. 

“Don’t you?” I demanded again.

“Yesssssssssssss!” she finally admitted, sobbing. “Oh, yes, Daddy! I’m a bad, bad girl!”

I stopped fucking her and pulled my dick out of her ass with an audible “pop”. She sort of oozed down off the counter and onto the linoleum and onto her knees, as if someone had removed all of the bones in her lanky body.

“Here’s what you need, baby!” I said softly to her, turning her around so that her pretty young face was right in front of my slightly shitty, feces-flecked prick. “I’ve got a big load for you, so suck good, okay?”

Lyn’s eyes brightened and she opened her mouth. I shoved my cock in all the way up to my nuts and sighed as her tongue washed it clean and her lips began moving frantically up and down its length as if she just couldn’t wait to make it shoot.

She didn’t have long to wait! All of her previous cocksucking, coupled with the hot ass-fuck I’d just given her and the excitement of our little role-playing scenario, had me right on the edge. Seeing her eagerly gobble up my shitty dick was the last straw!

“Aghhhh! Oh, here it comes!” I moaned. “Swallow it, you little cunt! Swallow my hot spunk!”

I don’t know what it was about Lyn’s little mind-games and her need for degradation, but she always made me come really hard! I gripped the counter with one greasy hand to keep from pitching over as I blew a huge volume of come down her greedy gullet! 

My balls jerked and spat and clenched through seven or eight massive jets of goo; some of it escaped her sucking lips and dripped in long, white, sticky streamers down onto her perky tits.

I sighed contentedly and pulled my cock from her mouth. “You are such a little slut!”

Jacking my dick a few more times, I deposited a couple of nice-sized wads of semen on her forehead and both cheeks. It oozed down onto her tits to join the shiny spunk that had dribbled there from her mouth.

“God, you look so hot all covered with my shit!” I whispered to her.

She smiled and bit her lower lip, managing to look almost innocent for a brief moment amid the spattered come. “Did you like it, Daddy? Did I make you come good?”

“Fuck, yes!” I assured her, bending down to slip a hand under each arm and help her to her feet. “Come on, make us each another drink. My hands are all buttery! Take those pants off and we’ll go upstairs and take a shower together and have a little nightcap, okay?”

Lyn beamed at me, obviously delighted with that plan. “Can we do a little blow before we go to bed? Not too much! Just enough to get me a little high! I want to tell you something…something cool. And then I want to fuck you again!”

I couldn’t find much wrong with that plan! I wiped my hands off as best I could on a kitchen towel and then left her in the kitchen making drinks. I headed upstairs to dig out the coke mirror and the other paraphernalia and to start the shower, all the time wondering what the cool news might be…

                                                     ******


“So, what was it you wanted to tell me?” I asked an hour later.


We were naked, all clean and freshly dried and our hair all nicely blow-dried into place, lying next to each other in our big king bed. I had the large mirror tile resting on my chest and stomach, four big lines of coke all ground up and arranged neatly on the mirror, and a straw in my hand.


“Well, Daddy,” Lyn began quickly, her gray eyes bright with the alcohol she’d already consumed and the prospect of coke and more sex. “You remember how we’ve talked sometimes about…you know…all of the guys and girls I was with before I meant you? And all of the girls you used to know, and how you used to let some of your friends fuck them along with you?”


I snorted up a line, my eyes never leaving hers. Talking about the hot, kinky sex we’d both had before we met each other was one of our favorite ways to get all revved up for an evening of hot sex together. That and a few drinks and a snout full of coke or several big pipes of marijuana usually got us so horny that we’d fuck each other all night long.


“Anyway, you know how turned on we both get, talking about shit like that?” Lyn went on. “And how sometimes, when we’re really fucked up and getting’ all crazy with each other…we’d sometimes talk about maybe finding a cute girl or a really foxy guy with a big cock to join us for a night?”


My chest went tight with excitement. I did the other line and handed the mirror to my depraved little wife, beside myself with anticipation at what she was going to say next!


Lyn snorted both lines and drank a big slug of the gin and tonic sitting on the nightstand next to her. She grinned at me like the cat that swallowed the fucking canary and put the drug stuff on the floor in front of the nightstand.


“Yeah!” I finally blurted impatiently, the coke robbing me of any chance I might have had to outwait the little minx!


“Well…you know how you said that I should go to the fair by myself, on account of how you fucking hate going to the fair ‘cause it’s too hot and crowded and all?” she went on, taking her time, making me even crazier with anticipation.


“Well…there was this guy at the fair that really gave me the eye today!” she said at last.


I looked at her. “The way you were dressed, there must have been dozens of guys at the fair who gave you the eye!”


Lyn giggled. “Yeah, that’s true, I guess. But this guy was different! He was kinda’ tall and lanky and kinda’ cute, but he was way too young for me! I mean, it turned out that he was eighteen…barely…but he looks younger, you know, like about sixteen or something!”


She took another drink and went on. “Anyway, another thing that was different about him was that, even though he looked like a kid and all, he acted real confident! He kept following me around, eying my tits in that peek-a-boo shirt I was wearing—which you fucking ruined, thank you very much—and trying to pick me up! I mean, the nerve of this kid! Here I am tromping around in my expensive jeans and a pair of my three-hundred dollar spiked heels, looking trampy but in a million bucks kinda’ way and obviously way out of this kid’s league, but he wouldn’t give up! I musta’ told him:  ‘Take a fuckin’ hike, junior!’ a dozen times, but he just kept smiling at me and following me around, peekin’ at my titties when he didn’t think I was lookin’!” 


Lyn smiled at the memory and took another drink. “He was like chewing gum stuck on my shoe bottom! I couldn’t get rid of him! He even followed me out the gate as I was leavin’, heading for my car, still eyeballin’ me, talkin’ shit, and trying to score! It was kinda’ cute, really!


She waited for me to ask. I didn’t want to, but I knew that she would hold out until I did, because she loved to tease me, so I gave in. “Well? What happened then?”


Lyn grinned and finished her drink. “We were out by my car. It was way the fuck out in the boonies; I got there late ‘cause I came home after work to change into cooler clothes before driving out there, so I had to park out in West Fuckbegone! Anyhow, the kid asked me to give him a ride home, now that we were such good pals and I had such a nice set of wheels and all!”


Lyn eyed the coke. I watched her bend down, get the mirror, and cut herself another two big lines. She snorted it up, her eyes blazing with the power of the drugs and her excitement at telling me the story. She glanced down before she went on and saw that my cock was already stiff with anticipation under the sheet.


“So I asked him, why should I give him a ride, since I didn’t even know him,” she resumed her tale. “He grinned at me and said I should do it ‘cause he had something for me that he figured a girl like me would like. I asked him what it was, and he grinned even bigger and pointed down at his tight jeans.”


I waited. Lyn smiled. “There was this bulge, Daddy! I mean, this kid had a ridge of meat under his pants that was as big around as my arm and was this long!”


Lyn spread her hands about a foot apart. I shook my head. “How do you know it wasn’t a pair of socks stuffed down there?”


“A pair?”


“Okay,” I shrugged. “Two pair!” 


Lyn laughed hard at that one. She shook her long, curly, raven-black tresses. “Oh, Daddy! I’ve seen enough cocks in my day to know a big, fat boner from a sock drawer!”


She rushed on: “No, this was the real thing! That’s when I got curious and asked him how come a kid like him was hung like a fuckin’ horse and he got a little defensive about my calling him a kid and whipped out his wallet and showed me his license. Eighteen, all right…by about a week and a half!”


I leaned toward her. “So, what happened after the ID check?”


“Well, I got to thinking about how we’re always fantasizing about getting it on with a third person—either a really sexy girl or a really hung, hot-looking guy—and this kid…I mean…he is pretty cute! And he’s got a cock like a fuckin’ fire hose!”


I had been waiting for an opening. I pounced. “How do you know that?”


Lyn looked uncomfortable and I knew that I was right! I plunged ahead.


“I mean, you said that like you’d seen his cock! Did you? Did he show it to you, you little slut?”


Lyn turned slightly red. She shook her head “no”. “Nuh, uh, Daddy! I’d never cheat on you like that! I didn’t do anything with his big cock, I swear!”


I could see that she was lying. I didn’t know whether she’d just seen it, or felt it a little, or if she’d given him a handjob, or sucked him off…but I knew from the way she was acting that there was something more than she was letting on!


Reaching over quickly, I grabbed her right nipple and squeezed, hard! “Tell me, you little cunt! Tell me what you did with him!”


“N-Nothing, Daddy!” she squealed with pain. “Nothing! So help me!”


I released her tit and slapped her across the face so hard I knew she must have been seeing stars. “Tell me, you little bitch, or I’ll beat the holy living shit out of you! I swear I will!”


She shook her head and I let her have it again, hitting her so hard it sent a spray of tears and snot and spit flying out of her sensuous mouth. 

Had that mouth been around another guy’s cock this afternoon? I wanted to know, and I wanted to know now!


“Tell me, you little snatch!” I growled at her, grabbing her by her jet-black mane and jerking her head back painfully. “Admit what you did, or I’ll put you in the fucking hospital, you cunt!”


“Nooooooo! Nooooo, Daddeeee!” she wailed, fear and total arousal taking turns flashing in her wide eyes as she looked at me. “Don’t hurt me! I didn’t do nothin’ naughty! Honest!”


I knew that if I threw back the sheet, her cunt would be so wet that it would be leaking a river of pussy lube down onto the bed. She was loving this! She wanted to tell me every lurid, thrilling detail of her little tryst with this guy, but she was dying for me to force it out of her.


I slapped her tits with my free hand, retaining my grip on her hair with my other. I hit her hard enough that it drew a little gasp of real pain and I knew that I was right on the edge of going too far with her.


“Tell me,” I demanded in a soft, threatening whisper. “Tell me everything you did with this guy or I’ll really hurt you, Lyn! I’ll hurt you bad!”


Genuine terror blazed briefly through her wide eyes and I watched her shiver through a quick, clenching orgasm. I popped her in the tits again and she yowled with pain and pure delight and wriggled in my grasp.


“Last chance, you little tramp!” I threatened her, drawing back my hand and closing it into a big fist.


“Uungh! Oh! Oh, Daddy, I’ll tell!” Lyn whimpered, grinding her pussy lips together under the sheets, still orgasming. “M-May…maybe I…saw it! Just for a second!”


I went slightly nuts, tossing the coke mirror down onto the bed where it was out of the way and sitting up so that I could slap the ever living shit out of her pointy little tits as I jerked her hair hard. Lyn screamed as though she were terrified by what was happening but I could see her start to buck and quiver again as I smacked her tender flesh around and I knew that she was getting off again, hard!


“Tell me, you whore! Tell me everything you did or I’ll fuckin’ kill you!” I bellowed.


“Ohhhhhhh! Daddy! I’ll tell!” she bawled, tears running down her face. “I’ll tell you everything we did! Just, please, don’t hit me anymore!”


Pretending reluctance, I let go of her. She sniffled and wiped the tears from her eyes.


“Come on, baby girl,” I whispered gently, reaching over to caress her long mane instead of yank on it. “You know you can tell me! You know that I want to know every naughty, nasty little thing you did!”


“Ohhhh, thank you, Daddy!” Lyn murmured gratefully, tears still rolling down her cheeks. “I knew that you’d understand that I had to do it!” 


“What? What did you have to do?” I urged her.


“He…he took it out!” Lyn stammered. “When I said I’d take him home and he got in my car, he took that big, huge hunk of cock meat out and showed it to me!”


“And what did you do?” I asked her, my dick so hard that it was about to tear a hole in the sheet covering it.


“N-Nothing, Daddy!” she lied. “You know I’d never do anything…but…but…”


“But what?” I asked softly but demandingly.


“It was so big, Daddy!” she said so quietly that I could barely hear her, even though I was just inches away. “It was this big around!”


Lyn made a circle, using the thumb and index finger of both hands, holding them together to create a ring that was probably three inches in diameter—as big as the top of a tin can filled with beans or soup.

“And the head was even bigger!” she added.


“How did you ever get all of that in your mouth?” I asked her.


“It was hard, at first,” she answered, remembering. “But after I got the head in, I could take most of it if I held my head back and let it slide way down into my throat!”


“Did you let him come in your mouth, you naughty girl?”

 Lyn blushed, realizing that she had just admitted sucking this stranger’s cock this afternoon.


“No, Daddy,” she said quietly. “I was going to, but he had my shirt raised up and he was squeezing my nippies so nice and I was sucking him and my little pussy got so wet!”


“So what did he do then?” I asked her.


“He…he got his hand down into my jeans, ‘cause he undid them while I was sucking him. And he put his finger in me and frigged my little clitty while he played with my nippies with his other hand…”

“And then what did he do?” I wanted to know, my prick ready to explode just from the images I was seeing in my mind.


“He, he slid them off and made me climb over onto him!” Lyn admitted, biting her lower lip like a guilty little schoolgirl in the principal’s office.


“And then what?”


A tear rolled down Lyn’s cheek, and then another. “And then he made me ride him, Daddy! He made me slip that great big horse cock up my little pussy and ride him until he came in me!”


“How did he do that, honey?” I asked her gently.


“Oh, Daddy! He rubbed that huge cock head all over my wet pussy and my little clitty! That thing was so big and slick and hot…that my little pussy couldn’t help it, Daddy! It just sort of opened up and then he was in me, forcing my hips up and down, filling me all up with that big hunk of muscle until I felt it go off inside me! It was like a fountain exploding inside of me, Daddy! There was so much come!”


I shook my head. “And what about you, little girl? Did you come while you were riding that huge cock?”


Lyn looked stricken. She turned her head away. “Oh, Daddy! It was awful! I wanted to be your good girl and not come, but that awful boy just kept fucking me and fucking me with his giant cock! Before I knew it, I was coming all over the place, Daddy, and then he went off in me and flooded me with all of that hot jizz and I came so hard I almost passed out!”

I couldn’t take it another second! I grabbed Lyn and threw her onto her back and tore the sheet back off her lower body.


It was just as I thought! Her pussy was glistening with girl oil! It had soaked down into the sheet under her to form a big wet spot.


“You fucking little slut!” I screamed at her, spreading her cunt lips open and lining my cock up in their center. “You know I have to fuck the shit out of you now, you unfaithful little tramp! I have to make your whorish pussy mine again, after you let that complete stranger fuck you, you perverted bitch!”

My cock rammed down into her juicy folds, my nuts banging up against her ass cheeks. Lyn sighed contentedly and moved her hips in perfect time with my frenzied thrusts.


“Oh, yes! Fuck me, Daddy!” she cooed up at me. “Fuck me hard, just like that nasty boy did today! Punish me with your big cock!”


I rutted hard, reveling in the mental image of Lyn and the teenaged boy, the feel of her slippery flesh sucking at my hard rod, just the way it had on his! I was fucking her like a pile driver, reaming out her tight little hole!


“Ohhhh, Daddy!” she was moaning. “I’m coming! Your cock’s making me come again, you sweet fucker! Oh, fuck me! Fuck my slutty cunt, Daddy!”


I sheathed myself in her, feeling her pussy contract wildly around my buried dick. I gritted my teeth to keep from coming and then, when she was nearly finished with her huge, screaming orgasm, I yanked my cock out of her.


“You don’t deserve my come in your slut-hole, bitch! This is what you deserve!”


Jacking my slippery dick frenziedly, I shot seven or eight big ropes of come all over my wife’s pussy, stomach, tits, and startled face. I blew off so hard that I even managed to land several big gouts of come up in her jet-black hair.


“Oh, yes, Daddy!” she moaned, still climaxing, working a finger in and out of her overflowing pussy slit. “That’s what I deserve! Blast your nasty shit all over me! Punish me with your hot come, Daddy!”


That drew another small spurt of cream from my shrinking cock. I watched it land on her cunt lips, and then pitched over onto the bed on my side, exhausted by the roller coaster of emotion her lewd story and my hard fuck had caused.


“Mmmm!” Lyn murmured, running her fingers over my cheek as I caught my breath. “That was super, Daddy! You made me come so good!”


I smiled and got myself up on one elbow, staring at her spunk-covered body. “So, did you get this kid’s phone number or what?”


“Fuckin’ A, I did!” Lyn grinned at me. “He wants to come over this Saturday and party with us all night!”


I laughed. We’d talked about adding someone to our bedroom fun even before we got married, when we were just dating, but we hadn’t done it yet.


“So, is this guy’s dick really as big as you said?”


Lyn winked at me. “Even bigger!”
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