LOSING OUT

I've been married for six years to Marcia, 31. My wife was a successful glamour model and is still very beautiful and sexy looking with fantastic legs, which seem to go on forever and I suppose it is not surprising that my younger wife loves to show off her fantastic legs by wearing tight, short skirt. She wears her hair so that it frames her face and emphasise her huge green eyes and bee-sting mouth. Her measurements now are 38DD-26-36 but the extra weight is all in the right places. Her large breasts are sheer perfection, very firm, slightly hanging and topped with very long, bright red nipples which seem to be permanently erect. Those crimson studs are perfectly formed and are a fraction under an inch long and no matter how she tries they always manage to show through her clothes and the aureoles are perfectly circular and dotted with tiny bumps and sucking on those gorgeous teats is one of the great pleasures in my life and it is one of the sorrow in my life that, due to my low sperm-count, she has not been able to conceive because I would have loved to suck milk out of those magnificent orbs. 
When I first met her I’d believed that, because of her profession, she would be fairly promiscuous so was amazed to find out that she’d had only two lovers before me. I also discovered that she was a willing lover but not all that passionate reminding me of that adage of not judging a book by its cover. When we first married I would spent hours licking and sucking her vagina and she claimed that it was nice but it certainly did not arouse her the way it should have done and, as far as I knew, she’d never experienced an orgasm however we were happy and I was very proud that I had such a beautiful wife.

Enough background now let’s fast-forwards to the present.

My father rang me and told me he was coming to town and would like to meet my wife. He and I had been estranged for a number of years and it never met Marcia. Deciding that it was time to bury the hatchet I agreed  but decided that it would be more prudent to meet on neutral ground so I made reservations at an up-market restaurant.

Marcia was quite excited about meeting my father and she dressed for the occasion and looked good enough to eat and I immediately got a hard-on and could hardly keep my hands off her. My father was waiting for us at the restaurant. Despite his age, 63, he still looked fit with broad shoulders tapering to a flat stomach and, lean hips. I felt put out because he looked better than I did. Due to my work load I don’t get to exercise much and have developed a small pot-belly and carry too much weight and never before had I been so aware of it. His silver hair and slightly tanned skin enhanced his vividly blue eyes which were shining with lust as they scanned my wife's curves. My father has always been a ladies-man and this had been the reason why my mother had divorced him. I watched my wife closely and was pleased when I saw interest in her eyes as she also studied him. I breathed a sigh of relief as we sat down, ordered drinks, and soon my father and my wife were behaving as if they'd known each other forever. 
I should have mentioned that my wife has a low tolerance to alcohol and my father kept her in stitches with his droll stories and anecdotes so that she drank far more than was good for her and she was definitely tipsy by the time we went back to our place. I had been so nervous to see my father after all that time that I had also drunk too much, so much that my father had to drive us back.

Once inside the house I collapsed on the sofa and couldn’t keep my eyes open but sometime later I became aware that music was playing. I just about managed to turn my head and part-opened my eyes and saw Marcia and my father dancing. She is nearly as tall as him so he didn’t have to stoop to kiss her on the lips. She made a feeble attempt to pull away before her arms slipped around his neck and she began eagerly returning his kiss. 

I felt jealousy tear my guts. I was nauseous and my stomach flipped as I tried to gather enough energy to haul myself off the sofa and rescue my wife but nothing happened, it was as if I was paralysed and couldn’t move a muscle and helplessly I lay there as I watched my father's hands caressing and kneading my wife's buttocks as they kissed. I couldn’t believe it was happening as I saw that he was slowly undressing her and she not only did not try to stop him but actually helped him by wiggling her hips so that the dress slid to the floor. He undid the bow at her hips but the thong stayed plastered to her pussy for a moment which made me realise that it could only be because it was so wet. Eventually the scrap of material dropped to the floor and my beautiful wife was naked, except for her hold-up stockings and high heels, in front of my father. 
My father, still fully dressed, stepped back and looked at my naked wife and told her what a magnificent figure she had and that she was much too good for such a wimp as his son so he was going to fuck her silly to show her what she really needed. 
I am relating all this in the cold light of day and trying to dredge up words and actions which happened at a time when alcohol had invaded every part of my body and brain so it might not be entirely accurate but it’s near enough.

My darling wife shivered at my father’s crudeness and I heard her say something about me lying on the sofa and that she was a happily married woman and he replied that he was certain that I wouldn't object if he taught her how to be a better and more obedient wife. On reflection I am sure that Marcia could, had she wanted to, easily have extricated herself from his grasp and walked to me and tried to shake me into helping her but instead she stood there like a frightened porcupine facing a set of headlights as my father stepped back and coolly took his clothes off. 
My wife gasped as my father’s cock sprang into view and it was no wonder because it looked gigantic and was still growing harder and visibly thickening as he closed a fist around the base and started slowly stroking it as he told her that he was going to ram it all the way into her womb and give her the baby she deserved. There was more of the shaft sticking out of his fist than the length of my entire cock. Marcia's eyes were glued to my father’s massive cock, as it twitched and jerked in his fist, and her breasts were heaving dramatically as she seemed to be struggling to control her emotions. 
My father opened his fist and his cock sprang upward and the head bounced off his belly with a loud fleshy sound as he cockily walked towards her. She was still rooted to the spot and her eyes were wide with fright as he took her in his arms and I saw his huge cock had slip between her thighs so that the shaft was pressed hard against her pussy and the apple-sized head protruded between her bum cheeks with the wetness on its tip catching the light like a sparkling jewel. He was nibbling on her earlobe as he moved his hips so that his shaft slipped between her thighs and rubbed teasingly against her sex. She was gasping for breath and I could see that she was trembling all over but still she made no move to get away.

It was torture to watch and not be able to interfere while another man manhandled my woman so crudely. That it was my father with whom I’d been estranged for so long made it even worse.

My father led my wife to the other sofa and lay her down on it on her back, with her legs wide open so that I could see her pussy shining with sex juices and her pubic hair dotted with glistening beads. He knelt down and pushed two fingers deep into her pussy and a loud squelching sound echoed in the room as they disappeared from view. Marcia gasped from shock yet she heaved her hips upwards as if to entice him to push them even deeper inside her sex. I could hardly believe that it was my normally sedate lover who was acting so sluttishly.

My father inserted two more fingers inside her sex causing her to gasp with pain but he took no notice if her distress and shuttled four fingers slowly in and out of her stretched sex while his thumb strummed her clitoris. Marcia’s eyes were as round as saucers as she watched him, kneeling between her open legs, holding her pussy lips apart so that his tongue could stroke along the length of her slit, again and again, before he wrapped his lips around her clitoris and sucked the love bud into his mouth as he continued to moved his fingers in and out of her pussy. Her thighs clamped firmly around his head as she lifted her bottom from the seat inviting him to feats on her succulent sex. 

I can’t describe the painful emotions which gripped me as I watched my wife responding to my father, a stranger till that evening, the way she had never responded to me. 

My wife gasped with regret when my father pulled his mouth away from her sex and she tried to keep him against her, by clamping  her muscular thighs around his head, but he broke free. From where I was laying helplessly I could see that her flushed pussy was rippling with excitement and stayed gapping open, shiny with love juices looking ready to receive my father's huge cock. He moved forward and I watched with a thudding heart and sinking stomach as the large  cockhead parted the lips further apart before slowly disappearing into her oozing sex. Inch after inch of his thick shaft slowly slipped out of sight into her cuntal flesh, parting and spreading her pussy so much that it seemed as if it would have to rip to allow such thickness inside. Marcia was groaning in a mixture of pain and pleasure, as her stomach rippled, but she made no move to escape as the massive girth of my father’s cock sunk deeper and deeper inside her.

I was terrified he was hurting her as I saw that half of his large cock was now buried inside my wife's pussy and that the sex-lips had been pulled inward. My father paused then holding her hips, with a powerful flick of his hips, he rammed the rest of his huge cock inside my wife's pussy and she shrieked in agony and her eyes flew wide open and I could see tears trembling in their corners. Instead of trying to wriggle free her hips rose up to meet each thrust and I saw that sex juices were leaking profusely from her pussy and disappearing into the crack of her bottom. It took quite a long time for my father to bury the entire length of his massive cock into my wife’s sex until his large balls bounced against her bottom, with a fleshy sound. Her body reacted instinctively and she drew her knees up to cradle his body between her thighs as my father began to really fuck her in earnest. She squealed and moaned and wriggled as pleasure swept through her and I could hear her breath rasping through her open lips as my father pounded his large cock into her, again and again, with all the strength of his body as his hands grasped her boobs and kneaded them hard. Marcia raised her legs even further up and draped them over his shoulders so that her heels were beating a wild tattoo against his back as he continued fucking her rhythmically. It was clear that my wife was in the throes of a wild passion, the like of which I'd never seen before. 
To give that bastard, who is my father, his due he seemed to have amazing control over his cock and I knew in my heart that if it had been me I could not have lasted that long or even had enough strength to keep her pinned beneath me the way he had her under his body.
Suddenly Marcia cried out that she was coming and indeed she seemed to be in the grip of a wild frenzy and her entire body was shaking as her head went back and a high pitched scream came from her open mouth. My father kept relentlessly slamming his large cock in and out of her pussy while her body heaved upwards in ecstasy. It was clear to me that Marcia was totally out of her mind as she was swept from one huge orgasm to the next with hardly any pause between them something which had never happened with me. 
My father was getting more and more excited and beginning to gasp for air and I realised that he was close to climaxing as my wife begged him never to stop fucking her. However he ignored her pleas and withdrew his huge cock, from her climaxing pussy, and then paused to listen to her begging for him to fuck her as if needing to hear her abject surrender to fan the flame of his arousal. With a swift flick of his hips he drove all of his huge cock into her and she screamed as if she was being split in two. Later I learned that his cockhead had cleaved through her cervix and penetrated her womb. I watched his large balls tighten and his muscular buttocks clench as he repeatedly slammed his huge prick into her with short, quick jabs. The lips of her sex clung to his shaft like an elastic band as he started unloading his sperm into her. She must have felt it flood inside her because Marcia went even more crazy and begged him to fill her full of sperm and give her a baby.

Despite my arousal and drunken state I was wracked by jealousy as I visualised the thick, creamy sperm jetting its way into my wife's womb, as she clung to him, and fertilising her egg. 

Eventually Marcia calmed down and was almost purring as she told him what a marvellous and superb lover he was and that she hoped he'd want to fuck her again and again because she could not get enough and wanted to make sure that he had impregnated her. They stood up and came over to me and I quickly shut my eyes so that they would think that I was out for the count. It seemed to convince them and, after she’d turned me on my side and covered with a wrap they put out the light and I heard them going up to our bedroom.

I waited for some time and finally managed to stir myself and I crept up the stairs. They had not closed the door to the bedroom and saw that my father was lying on his back and my wife was riding him like a horse as his huge prick filled her sex to capacity. I almost fell asleep exhausted as they fucked themselves into exhaustion. I crept back downstairs and slept on the sofa, exhausted mentally and physically by what had happened.

I woke up early in the morning with a massive hangover and made my way to the bathroom. In the way I glanced into the bedroom and saw that my father had conquered her final virginity and I watched as he rammed that massive cock all the way into her bottom, as she screamed the place down until pleasure cancelled out the pain. She rubbed her clitoris as he shuttled his huge cock in and out of her tight bumhole and experienced several orgasms before he spurted his sperm deep into her rectum.
Of course there was no way that they were unaware that I knew what was happening but they acted as if it didn’t matter and they were the couple and I was the intruder. They spent the day fucking and the house reverberated with the sounds of my wife’s ecstasy as my father fucked her into exhaustion again and again.

Just a final word to let you know the status at the present time not that I am proud of it. My father has moved in with us and he has taken over my role as her husband and the father of the child which is growing in her womb. I am a spare part or more accurately a servant in my own house but somehow I can’t seem to be able to break away and restart my life somewhere else. What does that say about me?
