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R&R Is for Revelation & Revenge
By

Jack Pickman

If you had asked me before Monday May 7th 2009 if I was happily married and had a great life I would have told you ‘Damn Right, Most Definitely!’  However, on that Monday my sense of that changed to uncertainty. 

I had been married for 20 years that month and that Monday night at dinner I had asked my bride if she wanted to take a cruise to celebrate our twentieth wedding anniversary over the Memorial Day weekend but was met with a definite “No I can’t Jake, I have another training seminar coming up on Thursday, Friday and Saturday the 22nd through the 23th and I was planning on taking it easy on Sunday and flying home on the Memorial Day the 25th.

That sudden sharp retort surprised me and took the thought right out of my head.  It wasn’t the response I expected or dreamed I’d hear.
Patricia or Pat as she liked to be called and I had been married since May 23, 1988.  We had a son Phil who was 18 years old and in the U.S. Navy and a 20 year old daughter Susan who was an ICU Nurse at Boston General.  Both had been out of the house for a couple of years and Pat’s and my routine had adjusted to it.
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Pat had worked in the Administration team of Salem Hospital in Salem, Massachusetts since we had gotten married and worked her way up into the Senior Management as one of ten Senior Vice Presidents along with the President/COO and General Counsel.  She was the Senior Vice President of Development and highly regarded from what she told me and what I had heard.
Pat was now 41years old and very beautiful and still turned men’s heads whenever we went out.  Her long, brown hair framed an exceptional lovely face and bright baby blue eyes.  She stood 5’6” tall bare foot with a perfectly shaped 36C-24-34 body... she had long legs, rounded hips, a tight ass and flat stomach.  She was a fanatic about the gym and her aerobics exercise classes and worked out every morning before work.  

I on the other hand was into running and Gold’s Gym and free weights.  I had just turned 42 and was dedicating myself to getting in better shape.  I was 6’2” tall and 243 pounds, with stylishly cut short gray hair and blue eyes. 

While Pat worked in Salem at the Salem Hospital I worked in Lynn, Massachusetts only twenty minutes away at Douglass Pumps, a subcontractor for General Electric’s submarine division as their Project Director of Research and Development.

Pat’s and my life had been running like a well-oiled motor as far as I was concerned.  I’d had no complaints or bitches from Pat and I felt the same.  Our sex life was regular and exciting but to a point predictable… but that was due to Pats prejudices about oral and anal sex. 
That sudden sharp retort I got from my wife on Monday night the 11th of May stunned me and took me by surprise, I hadn’t expected it or anticipated it.  Pat had seen the shock and hurt on my face and had softened her approach telling me that we were going to have to plan it at another time… that she had to go to these training seminars because of the new government regulations.

I had sulked that night after Pat went up to bed.  I had sat in my chair in the den and had a scotch, as I sat there I remembered her first training seminar trip had been in February of 2008… 3 months ago on February; 12th, 13th, 14th, 15th and 16th.   She had left on a Thursday and came home on Monday President’s Day saying that the three day 8 hour courses had been brutal and she had stayed over two more days to rest up… and hoped I didn’t mind.  
I had been busy then myself with some new high pressure pump designs so it slipped by and I hardly thought about it.  Pat kept to her routine as I did and nobody would have been the wiser if a Thank You card didn’t come in the mail from a local traveling agency in Salem on May 14th.  
I did the bills and usually picked up the mail, it so happened that I was going the bi-monthly bills and accidently open the card as I did the city water and waste and electric and cable bills.  I recognized my mistake after opening it and was in the process of closing it when my eyes read I hope you enjoyed the beach cottage and your flight… that caught my attention as my mind asked what cottage?  What flight?  I then reread the whole Thank You card.

It was from Ginger Lamb of Lamb Travel on Essex Street and it read: Thank You Mrs. Andrews for letting us service you in the past.  We are sending out cards to all involved.  Even thought Jack Dawson was the one who set up your Naples, Florida reservation for the beach cottage at the Marriott LaPlaya Beach Resort in Naples last February we wanted to thank everyone. We have just finished your new reservations and itinerary for May 22nd through the 25th.  You and your group will be staying at the same cottage.  Your flight leaves on Thursday morning at 7 o’clock on Continental flight 463. If you have any questions please call mw.   Sincerely Ginger Lamb

‘What the Hell?’ I thought ‘What was my wife doing at a beach cottage?  She hadn’t mentioned it.  She had told me before leaving for Florida that she was staying at the LaPlaya Resort but that was all.  She also told me when she came back exhausted that it had been a grueling course… but now a seed of suspicion was germinating in my mind.
Over the next weekend, I spent a lot of time working on our house in Salem, mindless fit up jobs and replanting.  I also went to the gym and worked out both days.  Andre our next door neighbor saw me staring out the garage window as I mulled over what had been happening in my life and walk over. 
I didn’t even hear him say “What’s going on Jake?” until he repeated it.  I looked at him and felt desperate enough to tell someone what I was thinking, right or wrong.   Andre was Andre Devereux a retired city fireman and widower.  I knew him for almost 13 years and said “I’m not sure Andre.  But it’s eating at me!”

Andre replied “Do you want to talk to me about it that may help you decide what you want to do.”  I nodded as I looked at the house and began “there’s not too much to tell.  I asked Pat two days ago if she wanted to go on a cruise to celebrate our wedding anniversary but she jumped down my throat giving me a big NO and said that she needed to go to her training seminar instead.”

I looked at Andre and raised my hands palms up and shrugged my shoulders as I added “She had her first training seminar in February after about 20 years at Salem Hospital.  But the kicker is I got a Thank You card in the mail from Ginger Lamb of Lamb Travel on Essex Street on Thursday and it was thanking Pat and her group for using them and renting a private cottage on the hotel property on the beach.  That was something my wife hadn’t mention to me.  Now she’s going again and it has me wondering if everything is on the up and up!”

Andre leaned against the work bench in my garage and said “questions and suspicions like that can kill a marriage.  But the mentioning of them sometimes can do as much harm.  Marriage is a wonderful intuition but very frail.  Its built on trust above all else… that trust is the basis for love between two people… you need to do one of two things Jake; forget about it entirely or look into it!”

I nodded my head and said “I know… I know!  I’ve been coming to that decision.”

Andre looked at me and then smiled a crooked smile and said “Ginger Lamb happens to be an old girlfriend of mine so I might be able to get some info from her as to your wife’s trips.  My other suggestion is to keep a close eye on her.”

Pat had been preoccupied with work, her aerobics and her training trip so we hardly talked and only slept together but didn’t make love or have any sex.  I was still suspicious of her and the idea of making love to her turned me off completely.

Tuesday in the office I was killing some time reading a Continental airlines Sky Mall magazine and came across a video/audio camera pen looking like a real expensive ballpoint pen.  It had a built-in video camera that captures five hours of AVI video and up to 20,000 JPEG images.  It could be charged from an USB adapter and the video and pictures and audio could be downloaded to my laptop.  
That started my mental gears rolling and I went from sitting in indecision to heading in a definite direction.  Ten minutes later I had ordered the pen to be delivered to the office.  
On the way home I visited a Radio Shack and found a GPS system for tracking your kids or wayward wife… how original and bought it.  The tracking key was small and easily hidden, it was built-into a GPS Tracking computer program that you bought into for 39.95 per month and got second-by-second tracking data and Google Earth satellite imagery showing routes traveled, arrival addresses and duration of stops… that was in my trunk as I arrived home.

On Thursday night Pat had cooked a big meal and I was surprised and cautious at the same time.  As we ate she talked about us planning some time away after her seminars and suggested that there may be more… We sat and watched TV before going to bed and when we got in I noticed that my wife had put on some perfume.  I didn’t make a move on her and after some time she just turned and snuggled against me as she said good night.  It had been an awkward moment with both of us unsure of what to do… I knew why I was unsure but I wondered why Pat was unsure and that only brought up more warning flags. 
Pat left with her bags Thursday morning promising to call me nightly.  Andre had gotten back with me on Wednesday and gave me three pages of information on Pat’s groups past and present travel plans.  
It seemed as I read over the papers that Jack Dawson the president and COO of Salem Hospital had bought the tickets and rented the cottage for the last trip and this one.  Besides him there were Arthur Bowes, Jennifer Flanagan, Kevin Bane, Sara Thibedeau and David Wright and my wife Pat; four guys and three ladies, ladies for a better word I thought suspiciously.  They were all in the upper Senior Management and all worked with each other.  All the women were named as Mrs. Too!  No Ms. or no Miss meaning to me that they all were married.
From Inaction to Action

I was on a night flight out of Boston at 6pm on Thursday night ten hours after my wife had left and would arrive in Naples, Florida at 9:50pm.  I had all my toys with me and was traveling light with only a small shoulder bag.  I had the number of the cottage where my wife’s group was staying and I had reservations at the Sea Breeze Hotel right next door so that I could move around without Pat seeing me… as I still hoped that this was all a figment of my imagination. 
After checking in I decided to get a lay of the land so to speak and walked through the Sea Breeze hotel and grounds and then headed cautiously over to the LaPlaya Beach Resort.  It was almost eleven at night as I checked the front desk for a map of the complex and found one.  

I took the beach route towards cottage 6 which was the furthest away from the LaPlaya hotel.  As I walked to fifty yards of the back of the cottage I could see figures and shadows out on the patio and by the hottub.  There were partial walls and bushes and palms planted to give the back of the patio some privacy but not completely inaccessible. I moved into the foliage and slowly moved closer and closer until I was crouched behind one of the partial walls with holes in it for a view of the ocean from the patio. It was only twelve feet away from the patio and the hottub.

They were all out there except Jack Dawson and my wife!  I had downloaded pictures of the Senior Management on Wednesday after learning who was going, so I knew everyone by sight now.  Jennifer Flanagan, Sara Thibedeau, Arthur Bowes, Kevin Banes and David Wright were all in the hottub.  They all had drinks in either their hands or on the hottub edge as they talked and laughed.  Both women were topless and seemed not very concerned about it as the men laughed and grouped them as they shrieked delightedly.  

I took half dozen pictures of them then turned on the video and audio of the camera pen.  The light around the patio was subdued but the area of the hottub was better lit.  Arthur Bowes was saying “Damn I give it to Jack for thinking this up.  How great is this… great food, great drinks and great sex for four days and its all on the North Shore Medical Center!”

Sara Thibedeau laughed and said “I haven’t been fucked so well since the last time in February… I love it here and my hubby hasn’t a clue that his dear wife is getting her ass and pussy stuffed instead of going to a stupid seminar!” 

Jennifer swung over Kevin’s lap as she raised up and then dropped down on him as they both groaned and David Wright said “Well hell Sara come over her and give me some more, Art you want her mouth as I fuck her pussy?”

“Sure, sounds good to me” Arthur Bowes said as he moved to where Sara was just settling on Kevin’s lap in the water.        
They fucked for several minutes and then as they all came and started to relax in the water my wife walked out of the cottage completely naked followed by Jack Dawson.  Sara saw them and said “Hey Pat how’s the stud tonight?  You wear him out?”

My dear cheating wife laughed delightedly as she said “No not yet but the weekend has just started… and I’ve still got to get fucked by Art, Kevin and David” then laughed as she added “maybe all together like last time!”

I just crouched there feeling every emotion I had ever known and some new ones roll through me.  I felt stunned then shocked as my reasoning came back and then a deep painful hurt and despair for I knew my marriage was over.  
My mind returned to function but in a white-hot rage as I watched my wife climb into the hottub and saw the wet discharge of her and Jack fucking running down the inside of her thigh.  

I took a few more pictures as they came out and continued to make out and fuck.  They did it in one on one and in multiples of partners… after and hour or some they went inside and I left.

Friday I watched them from afar during the day as they sunbathed, played beach volley ball topless and sailed.  All three women were exhibitionists it seemed something I never knew about my wife or the fact that she loved getting her ass fucked and deep throating cocks.  
Friday night they went out to a club and danced and drank.  They left about 2am the women partially dressed and I took some pictures of that.  When they got back to the cottage they started to fucked some more, I saw my dear wife in every imaginable sexual position and then some as she screeched out orgasm after orgasm.  Sara and Jennifer were not far behind her as they got fucked royally. 

Saturday night they seemed to be staying in but just going out to supper and as I watched I noticed a tall black man in a white waiter’s jacket and pants pushing a wheeled card towards the cottage.  I felt daring and wanted one more look at what was going on and hoped to get more audio so I stopped him thirty feet from the house in the darkness and said “Two hundred to rent your jacket and pants for the night” then saw that he had a bright red and orange scarf tied around his head and dark glasses and added “250 to rent the jacket, pants, head scarf and glasses and cart for the night… if there’s another order just bring it over and I’ll take care of it!”
The big black guy said as he lowered his glasses to look at me “No trouble man!  I like the job.”

“No! No trouble I just want to get more on my cheating wife that’s all” I replied.

“No Problem just wait a couple of minutes and let me get you some clothes” he said before leaving the cart and me.

I waited five minutes and then he showed up again with some clothes and grinned as he said “I’ll fix you up so your wife won’t even know ya Man!”

I pushed the cart into the living room of the cottage as my heart triple beat.  I set up the food on the dining table and started opening and pouring the champagne as Jack Dawson and Kevin Banes were talking Jack said “this is so great and so simple.  Who would have known that we had so much willing pussy right in our management team…? I’m amazed but I’m not knocking it!  I tried getting Roxanne Ruppel to come down but she couldn’t but promised that she’d come down over the Labor Day weekend trip…”  Bingo that was what I wanted to hear!  
The group danced and grouped and drank as I video and taped their conversations.  Sara Thibedeau was being fucked by Art and David one in her pussy and one in her ass as her howled and squealed merrily.  My wife was over in the corner with Jack Dawson and stripping to the music in front of him.  As my wife stripped, she kept her eyes on Dawson, who was also removing his clothes.  When his shorts came down, she smiled seemingly pleased that he was fully erect and appeared to be incredibly hard as he watched her.  I heard her moan. "MMMmmmmmmmm... your cock looks delicious, Darling. I can't wait to feel it inside Me." 

"It's just average," he said. 

"Average length... yes. Average hardness... no way! That is one stone-hard sex spike, Lover. Big is nice, but HARD is what counts with a woman. Come over here and skewer me with that spike, Stud!" my wife said and that pissed me off royally. 

My cheating wife watched Dawson looking over her naked body... her firm thrusting tits... her mound bare except for a small 'landing strip'... her gorgeous hips and delicious legs, and his cock jerked and seemed to become even harder. 


"You've got an absolutely incredible body! Lie down on the divan and spread wide for me. Let me see all of it!" Dawson hissed and Pat grinned and lay down on the divan on her side.  She raised her left leg and spread wide to completely expose her shaved cunt. 

"Is this Ok? Am I spread wide enough?" my cheating whore of a wife asked him teasingly as she smiled at him and added “You know I could never do this for my husband Jake!”  

"Can you see it, Lover? It needs to be filled, Honey" she hissed as she quivered in obvious sexual desire. 

"Your pure cunt, Pat” Dawson said as he fisted his 6” cock and then hissed “Turn over. Get on your hands and knees and show me your hot ass Baby."
My wife responded and got up on her hands and knees as she said “Would Peggy your wife do this for you Stud!”

“Hell No, that frigid bitch thinks she’s too good for any of this stuff!” Dawson hissed back.
"Like my ass, Honey?" 

Pat did as Dawson ordered and once she was in position, she thrust her ass toward him being careful to keep her knees wide so her cunt would be fully exposed as well as she said "I need cock, Lover. Come on! Cock Me, Stud!" 


"Get on the bed... Hurry!" and that was the first time I noticed the day bed in the corner right near where I was supposedly bartending with my white jacket, white pants and head scarf and dark glasses I moved away as my wife walked within five feet of me before stretching out on the bed.  

Dawson stepped up to me and I noticed that he was only 5’10” or so tall as he said “you don’t mind do you buddy… watch all you want, these bitches love being watched!”  Pat grinned as she greeted Dawson’s arrival by lifting and spreading her legs wide for him.  His head moved between her gaping thighs until his eyes were no more than a few inches from her wet, pulsing vagina.  He leaned forward and blew gently on Pats exposed clit and Pat groaned out a low, sensuous moan as her cunt throbbed in response.  
I watched and all the while recording with the pen camera taking pictures every now and then.  As Dawson blew his warm breath across her pulsing clitoris she lifted her hips lifted upward, her thighs opening wider in response. Pat’s hips were quivering... up and down... in small fuck motions... desperately trying to entice the tongue into her hot sex slot. 

Seeing how desperate the woman was, Dawson generously gave her what she wanted. Slowly, he pushed his tongue in the opening of her married cunt and Pat moaned... her hips arched... her mouth opened... "Ooohhh... yesss... Do me! Do me!" 

I watched Dawson’s tongue swiped all the way up her throbbing sex trench, separating the swollen lips as it went.  They opened and pushed aside easily to make room for what their owner wanted.  When the tongue reached the top of her gaping slot, his lips covered and captured her waiting, engorged clitoris. 
And as she thrashed and groaned Dawson sucked it gently, seemingly rotating his tongue around and around the hard, erect shaft.  The intensity of the sensation was causing to let out shrieks of female pleasure that seemed to fill the cottage. 

My wife’s long, drawn out "AAAAAaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh" was followed by a series of uncontrolled, totally unladylike gasps and grunts.  Her cunt around Dawson's tongue exploded in an intense orgasm. The pulsing clitoris buried in his mouth must have been contracting and dancing wildly, each pulsation sending waves of pleasure through the length of my wife adulterous vagina and radiated upward into her belly causing those muscles to spasm in response to her throbbing clitoris. 

"OOOhhhh FUCK! I'M CUMMINGGGG!" my wife screamed out as some of the group hooted and hollered their encouragement.  Sara screamed “Eat her good Jack; drive her nuts with that tongue of yours!”

Shoving his hands beneath her ass, Dawson held the woman in place as his tongue and lips continued to stroke her clitoris, which had retreated into its hood in an attempt to escape the exquisite torture.  Pat bellowed and pleaded for him to stop... to let her rest... 

"Ooohhh... can't stand it... oohhh... please... no more... no more... ugh aaahhhhhhh... oohh stop... stop!" 

But Dawson held her cunt in position and lashed his tongue over the tip of her throbbing clitoris and just when my wife screamed “she couldn’t take anymore” she erupted in to another orgasm. 
I watched recording them as her powerful thighs clamped around Dawson’s head locking him in place as she squeezed harder and harder. 

"Don't stop. DON'T YOU DARE STOP, YOU BASTARD! LICK IT. MAKE ME CUM... OOOHHH FUCK! HARDER!" as she kept pulling his face deeper and deeper into the folds of her cunt.  Her juices were flooding his face, squirting into his open mouth... as her thighs had him locked in a death grip as she surged toward another orgasm.  

I saw the huge gush of her juices pouring out as her pulsing cunt erupted in an intense climax. As the orgasm engulfed her, her legs collapsed to the bed and Dawson was able to free himself gratefully, sucking air into his tortured lungs then pushing his face back into the still-throbbing cunt and swiped his tongue up and down the length of her slit. 
Instantly, her hips surged upward against his mouth, her hands squeezing her big tits.  As soon as Pat’s legs fell to the side, she was being sucked again.
The sight of my wife’s big tits heaving up and down on her chest and her swollen labia flanged wide open exposing the wet, pulsing interior of her cunt once again hardened his prick in a rigid spike as he threw himself onto my unfaithful, gasping wife and shoved his arms beneath her splayed legs and levered them up into the air. 

Moving forward into her saddle, he pushed her legs back against her heaving tits to completely open her pulsing fuck hole as he shouted "I'm going to fuck you now, Bitch!  Going to drill that cheating fuck hole Mrs. Andrews!" 

"I know... ooohhh... I know!" 

"You do want it, don't you?" Dawson shouted at her as he grinned down at her.

"Yes. Give it to me!  Fuck my cheating married hole" my wife yelled back quivering in lust as her words pushed her over the edge. 

"I didn't hear your answer." Dawson said firmly, "If you want this cock in your cunt you have to ask for it the way a hot woman asks a man for his cock." 

"Yes!!" Pat gasped. "Please! I want your cock in my cunt fucking me. Please! Put it in my married pussy!" 

Dawson moved his hips forward. The rigid shaft touched my wife’s labia. And slowly very slowly he worked the head up and down her hot, throbbing sex slit. "Ready for this evening to begin with a bang?" 

"AAAaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh!" 

"Answer me! Are you ready?" 

"I'm ready! I'M READY!!" my wife answered as she wrapped her hand about the thick shaft as it neared her opening and arched her hips allowing her cunt to capture the cock head. 

Dawson’s cock head entered her hole as they both groaned with the intense pleasure of the entry. The wet folds of her clinging cunt around his shaft must have sent waves of pleasure through Dawson as his cock stretched my wife’s exposed and wide open vagina and seemed electrifying to my wife as she moaned with wild excitement. 

Two more inches sank into my wife’s waiting female hole as I saw her body quivered and trembled as Dawson sawed his cock inside her tight vagina.  With three inches of cock inside her pussy, Dawson stopped moving. Slowly, he flexed his organ causing it to expand and jerk against the walls of her sex channel. The sensation seemed to be exquisite for my wife’s eyes widened and looked wild with her mounting excitement.  

Dawson did not move his prick inside her waiting, eager cunt hole until my wife pleaded "Please," in a whispered moan. Dawson still waited, his cock continuing to flex and throb within her channel. 

"Please!" my wife sobbed breathlessly. "Please fuck me!" 

Dawson grinned and fed her waiting vagina another inch of his cock before stopping yet again.  And as soon as he stopped, my cheating wife began to beg him to give it to her... to fuck her. Her passionate moans filled the living room as intense, uncontrollable spasms surged through her cunt and she wailed "Please... Give it to me! Fuck Me!  "DAMN YOU! I NEED YOUR COCK IN ME! FUCK ME WITH IT. FILL MY CUNT... PLEASE!" 

Grunting with intense male pleasure, Dawson drove his hips against her sex saddle as he thrust forward. As his cock speared into her pussy she let out a loud cry of female excitement and sexual bliss as her back arched; her hips driving upward to receive the hard shaft deep inside her eager hole. 

Dawson released her legs and thrust his hands beneath her ass to lift her cunt into better fucking position.  At the same time as he began to fuck her with hard driving strokes, she wrapped her strong legs around her stud's waist and pulled him into her cunt.  Every time he slammed into her, she used her legs to thrust her hips upward to take his full length inside her trembling body. 

I watched my wife of 20 years giving herself to another as she started moving with Dawson helping him buried himself inside her cunt.  Her hips repeatedly thrust upward as he rammed his throbbing shaft downward into the wet, eager hole.  Pat's cries of passion filled the room... loud, screaming shrieks of feminine delight and they burned holes in my heart. 

Dawson increased the speed and force of the fucking he was giving the thrashing woman beneath him as his cock was now thudding into her so hard it made Pat’s entire body jerk.  The motion caused her tits to fly back and forth on her chest in time to the fucking he was giving her. 

Suddenly, she erupted in an intense climax.  Her sex hole clamped around the male shaft hammering in and out in a futile attempt to keep it embedded deep inside.  Without pausing to allow her orgasm to ebb, Dawson drove his cock into her even harder, fucking her at a furious pace.  With her pussy still in the throes of an intense climax, the rapid motion of cock over her G-spot coupled with the intense sensations every time his pubic bone banged against her engorged clitoris drove her straight into a series of continuous orgasms as unintelligible shrieks of ecstasy exploded from her lungs as her hips gyrated and thrashed with wild abandon on the bed. 

You could see her vagina contracting around his cock in repeated intense spasms.  And the sensation drove him wild as his sperm rose up from his balls as he roared like a fiend and rammed his prick harder and harder into my cheating wife’s throbbing sex hole. 
"I'm cumming! I'm shooting it innnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn!" he bellowed as his load rocketed into the depths of her cunt, drenching the opening of her womb. As he emptied his balls into her, I saw Pat erupted once again in a strong orgasm. 

As they were just laying there and I was getting ready to leave I heard Dawson say "How many times did you cum?" 

"Ugh...  don't know... a lot!" 

"Tell me!" he demanded. 

"Five... ten... sometimes... sometimes couldn't stop...  couldn't stop cumming." My wife answered. 

"Does your husband make you cum like that?” Dawson asked.

“No, Never” was her reply.

"Oh, you hot Bitch… it takes you to cheat on him to get off that way… you know it and you can’t get enough of it … your just an insatiable Slut!” with that I left through the kitchen agreeing with him.
I slept in on Sunday and then had a late brunch as I sat out by the pool with my laptop and reorganized my files.  I had Thursday and Friday nights on my computer already and was uploading last nights from the camera pen.  I called the new combined file LDR for Labor Day Revenge.  I sorted the pictures into file A and then created a File B and combined all three nights in one single video and audio file.  I was thankful that my laptop had a 500mb hard drive in it. 
I moved up my departure to Sunday night and flew home on the red eye. 
Monday was Memorial Day and as I was sitting down at the kitchen table looking at the listings for divorce lawyers I got a call from my wife.  “Hello” I answered as best as I could to keep the hatred and distain from it. 
“Hi Honey, I tried calling you the last three nights.  Where were you?” my wife said.  I replied “Cell phone problems, I dropped my cell phone and its not working… it was where I stored your cell number… you know me I can’t remember anything important it all goes into my laptop or cell phone!”

“Oh, OK!  I was just worried.  We’ll be leaving tomorrow and I’ll be back at about 6pm” she said.

I knew that I couldn’t stay with that cheating bitch for four months without either telling her everything or killing her… and the latter was at the top of my list.  I had decided to give her and her group a real bang up going away party at their next training seminar so I needed to stay cool and out of the way.  
So, I laid the foundation for it then and there as I said “I’m glad you called something has come up at work and they want me to go down to New London to General Dynamics, you know where they make the U.S. Navy’s submarines. 
“What?” my whoring wife squawked in surprise and then asked “How long do they want you there?” 

“I don’t know yet, I need to go down and find out what’s the problem first” I answered loving it. 

“I don’t like it Jake!  You never had to go anywhere before!” Pat said with some irritation in her voice but it was the setup I was looking for as I replied “Yeah, well that goes for you too dear wife, you never needed to have any training for 20 years while you worked at Salem!”

“I… What does that have to do with this?” Pat asked with some hesitation in her voice.

I replied “Nothing, just an example” I lied then added “I need to go I’ve got a plane to catch at 3.”
“Wait!!” my cheating wife cried and then continued “How will I get in touch with you?  Where are you staying?”

“I don’t know yet… I’ll be in touch, Bye!” I said and hung up the house phone.   

Pat’s Return Flight
Pat was seated next to Jack Dawson on the return flight on Memorial Day but her attention was centered in Salem and on her husband.  His telling her about going down to New London, Conn and his remark about her training seminars had shock her up.  

She had started going out with the group when it was even bigger in January; then it was just Friday happy hour.  Over the month, Jack had sort of shrunk it down to the seven of them.  He had changed happy hour places too and they became more private back rooms.  They usually drank and bitched about work but it progressed to dancing and some grouping.  They were all adults and it was fun and exciting.  Other than the guys getting a free feel nothing else happened.  

It had been exciting to sneak away on those Fridays, it added a thrill that had been missing in her life and she looked forward to them.  The first Friday in February Jack had brought up the idea of getting away and getting some sun and have some fun.  It had been a giant step in their thinking but they all agreed.

She had been shocked on the next Monday as Jack stopped at her office and laid a brochure and plane ticket on her desk as he said “Time to step up or shut up Pat.  You keep saying your ready to do this!  We’re leaving Thursday afternoon” before he left her office.

Pat had been thrilled by all the attention she had been getting from, Jack Dawson, Arthur Bowes, Kevin Banes and David Wright, it had been a sexually thrilling merry go round each and every Friday… but this was potentially much more!  She prided herself on her analytical abilities and spent the afternoon thinking about the pros and cons, and in the end, she wanted to go!

Before going home, she had checked with Jennifer Flanagan and Sara Thibedeau and found Sara ready and willing and Jennifer somewhat undecided but leaning towards it. 
She remembered that President’s Day weekend at the LaPlaya Beach Resort… the place had flabbergasted them all with it extravagance and Jack Dawson had arranged for it to be on the North Shore Medical Center which amazed all of them plus had rented a cottage for them all.  Thursday night was dinner and dancing and Friday things got more intense as they started kissing and flirting more suggestively.  By Saturday after being in the sun all day they stayed in at the cottage and that was the first night she had cheated on Jake.  From then on it was like a snowball rolling down hill she remembered.  By Monday she had slept with all the guys and had two at the same time several times.  She had had oral sex and anal for the first time and it had blown her away with the amazing sexual buzz and intense orgasms, nothing like she had ever experienced. 

Yes, she had had guilt but it only showed itself as they cooled down and we’re heading home… but she had rationalized it thinking its only sex and damn good sex at that!  Jake won’t know anything about it and therefore he won’t be hurt.  I’ll have my fun and excitement and he’ll be none the wiser.  

She had gone home and gotten into her routine and didn’t think anything more about it, Jack had cut the Fridays to only two a month and they were just kissing and no fucking… that was the ‘at home’ ground rules that everyone agreed to them… since it was just too dangerous to do the other in their own town. 

Jack Dawson broke into her concentration as he said “What are you thinking about?  You look worried.”
Pat looked at him and answered “I am.  I got in touch with Jake yesterday after lunch.  I had to call the house phone.  He told me that his cell was broken and that was where he had stored my cell number… I guess I’m lucky he didn’t try calling the LaPlaya huh?” she said looking at Jack then added “he also told me that he had to go down to New London for a while… I got sort of pissed and bitched that it was the first time in twenty years that her had to go out of town and his come back was that I had never needed to have training seminars in twenty years either!”
“Its nothing Pat, he has no clue… it’s just a case of you feeling guilty!” Dawson had told her but she wasn’t sure as she replied “I know my husband Jack, and it was what he didn’t say that bothers me… as he abruptly ended our conversation saying that he needed to go he hung up without saying that he loved me… that scared me!”

“It’s nothing Pat give it some time and don’t push it… hell I’ll come over and keep you company if it gets too lonely!” Dawson had said but Pat answered quickly “No you won’t I have a daughter in town who stops by unannounced and that would be all we need.”

Waiting Game
Pat waited for Jake to call and finally after three weeks she got a call the 18th of June.  It was short and sweet he told her about his job there was bigger than he had first thought and that it might take longer… not what she wanted to hear and she ranted a little, but that only soured and shortened the conversation with Jake saying that he call again in a week or two and hung up again without saying that he loved her.
The next call came on July 24th and Jake told her that things were going better and that he’d be home by Labor Day or just after it.  She beat her hand against the table as she fought with herself.  She had been without sex other than her own fingers for two months and September would make it FOUR!  She was in sexual withdrawal and wanted to be fucked in the worst way…as she replied “I’ve got a training seminar over the Labor Day weekend Honey… I can’t get out of it… you understand?”

Jake’s answer spooked her somewhat as he replied “Sure Pat, you do what you have to do… I’ll get by.  I’ll call the first or second of September and let you know how things stand… talk to you then, Bye!”    


The Labor Day Reunion
Jake had busy after leaving the house on Memorial Day.  On Tuesday he had gone into work and got on the phone to Atlas Pumps the principal contractor with General Dynamics and in an hour he had had a job.  It was very similar to the job he had at Douglass Pumps, he was still going to be their Project Director of Research and Development just not in Lynn and 25 thousand richer… making his annual salary 148 thousand.  Through the office lawyer he found a very good divorce lawyer by the name of Harriet James and made an appointment.
Once that was done and he started work in New London and just settled in and waited.  He spent many weekends searching the internet and library before he had all the group’s spouses and there names, phone numbers and where they worked which he gave to Harriet James with all of his video and audio evidence… she had been ecstatic with it and at his request she wrote two divorce papers; one a simple irreconcilable differences divorce which took no more than thirty days before being final with no children in the home, and their salaries about the same… the only split would be the house… the other divorce paper was for adultery and a public trial.  She further wrote out four law suits against Dawson, Bowes, Banes and Wright on the grounds of mental cruelty and anguish for a hundred thousand each.  Harriet had also prepared a law suit against the North Shore Medical Center for 2.5 million on the grounds of mental cruelty and anguish and suggested that they look into how Jack Dawson had come up with the money to have three bogus training seminars for seven people.  

He could tell that his wife was getting antsy and horny as she begged him to come up to Salem on a weekend but he had put the bitch off. 
The end of August he hired a private eye firm in Naples to wire the cottage on the morning of September 3rd with mini cameras and audio so that they would catch the final days of the group.  
Showdown

On September 2nd he call his wife at 6pm and she answered “Hello” not recognizing his new cell phone number and Jake replied “Just called to check in Honey, I’m just about done here” which was a lie then added to just twist the knife in her “Should be getting back over the weekend, are you still going to your training seminar?” knowing from Andre that she was going and they had Roxanne Ruppel going as well making it a four guy four girl groups this time.

Pat my wife replied “Yes I’m going you’ve been gone for four months so I guess you won’t miss me for a few more days, will you!”

I caught her irritation and answered “No I guess not.  Be careful, Honey.  Have a good time but not that good of a time… remember you’re supposed to be at a training seminar!”

There was a pause and then a sharp “And what the hell does that mean Jake?”

“You figure it out Honey; I’ll see you when you get back.  Bye” I said and hung up.  She called me back twice but I had turned off my cell and that was the only way that she could get in touch with me now that my number was on her cell.    
As Pat packed her mind was on Jake’s conversation.  She realized that he had been acting strange and abnormally quiet when he had talked to her.  He had been gone since her last trip on Memorial Day weekend and that in itself bothered her, for it wasn’t normal for him to be gone from home that long, he had never done it before.

Her mind eased up a little as she met the group at Logan airport and they had a drink and then boarded the plane.  At 10:20 Thursday September 3rd they were in Naples and arriving at the LaPlaya Beach Resort… and traveling in the van down to cottage 6.
Thursday night was back to the old routine Pat realized, out to dinner, dancing and then a general group and make out evening with some of them getting right back there they had left off in May.  Pat was one of them as she had stripped as they got back to the cottage and was making for the hottub with her champagne glass.  Friday was more of the same, sun tanning, beach volley ball, sailing and power boating until late in the afternoon and then out to dinner and back to the cottage.  Friday night turned into an orgy and Pat got fucked in every hole at least three or four times before she finally passed out in the early hours.  

Saturday September 5th was sunny and bright and the group got up late and hung around the cottage, eating in.  The dress code was no clothes it seemed.  Pat was enjoying herself again and so were the others…. What they didn’t know was that another group was forming at the Sea Breeze Hotel a thousand feet away from them.  

That group was organized by Harriet James and me.  Harriet had used the information I had given her to track down Peggy Dawson, Beverly Bowes, Ellen Banes, Sharon Wright as well as Tim Thibedeau, Hale Flanagan and Thomas Ruppel.  They were as I was, the counterpart to each of Pat’s group… all her group’s significant others… spouses… and they had all seen the video and heard what was on it.  Harriet had with her a local bonded agent of the Naples court whose function was to identify and serve each of them their divorce papers as we all watched… justice was going to be served tonight… BIG TIME!   
I had rented a suite for the weekend and used it as our collecting point I also had the mini camera surveillance system plugged into the large plasma screen on the wall so we could keep track of what was going on over at the cottage.  My wife’s group in the cottage was going full speed now as Jennifer Flanagan was on her knees in the living room taking turns with Jack, Kevin and David putting their penises inside her mouth.  

Pat my wife was naked too and Arthur Bowes had her bent over the back of a chair fucking her doggie style while the others played.  Jack Dawson moved over to Roxanne Ruppel and let her suck his cock while Kevin took her doggie style as he hissed “Their all hot Bitches”. 

Sara Thibedeau was being fucked by David now as she wailed "Aaahhhhhh. Ooh god. Uunnnnnnngh! FUCK MEEEEEEEE!"

Then my wife was grunting over and over "UGH... UGH... UGH... UGH... OOOOMMMPPFFFF UUGGGHHHHH" as Art hissed out “You like this don’t you bitch, you all like this, don’t you and my wife, Jennifer, Sara and Roxanne all yelled "Yes! Oh god yes!" 

Art yelled “You're gonna cum, aren't you?"  And my wife shivered and wailed "Yessss!" 

We could also hear the slapping of male bodies against female and the squishing, thudding noises of cocks hammering in and out of the women’s holes.  It went on and on and they changed partners… until about midnight when we filled in unannounced.

Jennifer was now riding Jack Dawson’s cock on the couch as my wife was getting screwed by David Wright and Sara Thibedeau was screaming out her orgasm as Arthur Bowes came in her.  Roxanne glanced over at us as she was sucking Kevin’s cock back to life and screamed a blood curling “NOOOOOOOOO… OH GOD NOOOOOO!” as she saw us and her pissed off husband, Thomas.

I stepped to the front with my lawyer Harriet and the short man from the Naples court and said “Good Evening everyone, I hope you don’t mind our presence.”  But they were all coming out of their fuck lust and were saying things like “It’s not what you think, Oh God No, it can’t be happening, and Its only sex, Honey!” 

The short man went around the room as Pat’s group looked for clothes to cover them serving each with their divorce papers.  As my wife received hers she looked at me and shook her head as tears flowed down her face and she said “You knew didn’t you!”

I ignored her and said as I looked at Jack, Arthur, Kevin and David “Jack, Arthur, Kevin, David; you four have a special document from me other than the one from your spouse…it’s a personal law suit on the grounds of mental cruelty and anguish for a hundred thousand each.  Since you’re all been served and it’s all legal I’m out of here.  I hope you all rot in Hell especially my loyal, faithful wife!” and left.  As I was leaving I heard her scream “NOOOO…. Jake don’t go!  We need to talk!  I’m sorry, it didn’t mean anything… it was just sex!”    

Aftermath
Pat tried calling me three times the following week and I got pissed and had Harriet send her a copy of the entire video and audio we had, including the Labor Day portion.  That stopped her calling.  She also found out that our house was in the hands of a realtor and For Sale when she arrived back home.

I worked at General Dynamics for two more months finishing up and then going back to my old job.  My ex by then had met with Harriet James with her lawyer and Pat had sign the divorce papers after hearing that if she didn’t it was going to be a public adultery divorce.  

North Shore Medical Center was very quick to settle for 2.5 million and the four smart pricks also were forced to give up a hundred thousand each… giving me a 2.9 million nest egg.  I also heard from Harriet that the whole group had been fired from their jobs and had disciplinary letters in their employment folders… making their job hunting much more difficult.
When I moved back I bought a small two bedroom stone Cape Cod style on Marblehead neck and settled in.  I had heard from my daughter and son and they were both pissed at me for divorcing their mother.  The last time my daughter Susan called she said “You bastard Dad you broke Moms heart… she’s been crying her eyes out ever since the divorce.”

The ‘Bastard’ part pissed me off and I hissed back “Did she tell why we divorced?  Did she?”

“She said that you had irreconcilable differences, whatever that means” Susan answered then added “Dad you could have worked it out I’m sure… you just didn’t try… I’m so disappointed in you.  Good Bye!”

That pissed me off more and the next day I sent a copy of the combined video and audio DVD to her by Fed Ex. 
New Direction

It was the beginning of April the next year when I got the invitation to Susan’s wedding on May 29th and replied that I’d attend.  There was no phone call or letter or note on the invitation so I thought I wasn’t included in the wedding ceremony… fine with me if that’s the way Susan wanted it.  I’d show up and then leave.  

I was still paying for the GPS on my ex for morbid curiosity but I hadn’t used it.  
I had been making a habit of going over to the Eastern Yacht Club and having a drink in their lounge.  I had also bought a 22-foot J22 fixed keel sailboat for the summer racing season. 
Life for me was getting boring; I went to work, came home, made dinner and sometimes went to the yacht club for a drink.  I still worked out and ran and was in great shape but it was not by me working at it but more from my Spartan lifestyle.  I was only 43 and I had slimmed down to 201 pounds and was solid muscle… only problem was my solid third leg hadn’t been surround in a warm pussy since sometime in February 2009… 14 months ago!  Hell!  Priests were probably less celebrant! 
Fate stepped in on Saturday May 8th, it had been a cold rainy day and I had gone over to the yacht club for a drink which turned into two then three then more as I thought about my life and my up coming now defunct wedding anniversary on the 22nd.  It was well past ten and raining hard when I fell in the parking lot and a soft female voice said “Jake, do you need some help?” 

I looked over at the voice and brushed the rain from my eyes and saw a lovely blonde haired woman with her face less than a foot from mine as she struggled to get me on my feet.  She smelled lovely my stupefied brain was saying as she shook me and said “Jake, I’m Anna Gomez remember me… you and I were in the same study group at MIT!  You can’t lay here its pouring and cold… Where’s your car? … Where do you live?”

We both struggled, her trying to hold me up and me trying to head home only a short block away.  We did get there as I realized who was helping me and realizing it had been since college since I’d seen Anna… 21 years ago.

Being drunk on my feet we didn’t make it to the second floor bedroom but rather to the living room where I passed out.  I awoke on Sunday to find a pillow under my head and a blanket over me.  It took several cups of coffee before I was anywhere close to human again.  As I struggled in the kitchen I saw the note and it read Anna Gomez  832.759.7325  call me 
I pondered the idea and then called that night and she answered “Hello?” 
I answered “It’s me, the town drunk… thanks for saving my life!”

“Oh… Hi Jake!  Feeling better?” Anna replied.

“Yes and no, I guess I need something to eat.  Can I ask you and your husband out to supper Anna as repayment for saving my life” I replied.

Anna was quiet and then said “Yes and No!  Yes, you can repay me with supper and no husband anymore!  My name used to be Anna Gomez Boemer up to a year ago.  I just moved back into my parent’s house and starting a new job at Harrison Engineering in the drafting department on 128.  The Boemer part is a long story.”

I answered “sounds like we have something in common, what about steaks, baked potatoes and salad at 6… you bring the desert” I said not thinking.

Anna giggled and I instantly liked the sound as she said “Hmmm I’ve got dirty thoughts Jake but I’ll get a cake instead.”

I liked her wit and playfulness and grinned for the first time in ages as I said “Keep those thoughts for the future.”

Anna laughed and replied “A future huh, I’ll be there a 6… Bye!”     
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The door bell rang at 6pm and Anna my rescuer from last night was standing on my porch as it continued to rain.  
I was stunned at what materialized from under her rain coat.  Sally was now in the light of my kitchen 5’9” tall and in full bloom of ripe femininity. Her throat was long and graceful.  
I guessed that her figure was 36D-25-36, her breasts were simply glorious, ripe, full, jutting out at me… she smiled and then turned and posed as my eyes took in her smooth and firm abdomen that had just that  luxuriant hint  of roundness. Her waist was taut and flared into rich, womanly hips then strong legs.

She was a vision and it was having a predictable effect on me as she spoke “God Jake I haven’t been looked at like that in a long, long time… keep it up and you may get desert before supper.
I blushed and she giggled “Ohhhh My God he blushes so handsomely” as her dark eyes danced with amusement and she shock her long brown hair as she put the carrot cake in the refrigerator.  I let out a breath and said “I need a drink, wine or something else?”

Anna said “A scotch if you don’t mind.”

We sipped our scotches as I grilled out on the covered porch, Anna just inside the kitchen door.  Supper was great and the conversation started with school and then moved on.  As we sat in the living room she asked “so why did you get bombed the other night?”

I looked at her and said “it’s a long story I guess like yours… married for 20 years and then finding out that my wife had been cheating on me for five months before I got suspicious and found out.  It took me four more months before I had enough on her and her friends to hang them all… but it still hurts sometimes… and May 23rd which is coming up would have been our wedding anniversary so yesterday with the gloom and rain I went searching for a drink… but that’s not my usual routine.”

Anna smiled and replied “That was the reason I was there too.  My husband of 18 years was a consultant and trouble shooter for Ellison electronics and was flying to problems quite often… I worked for an architecture firm in Philly where we lived.  I caught him fooling around once and he swore to me that he’d stop but once a cheater always a cheater and what made it worse is that he fell in love with her.  We divorced two years ago and I’m trying to pick up the pieces of my life.”
“I know how you feel… I’m still working through it… but it’s getting better!” I replied.  
I learned that Anna was 38 years old.  We started to date and since we were both alone and eating by ourselves we decided to eat together… and that pushed us closer and closer to the bedroom but we didn’t go there yet.  I had thought about my upcoming daughter’s wedding and asked Anna if she’d accompany me and she had said “Yes of course I’ll go with you!”

The 23 of May happened to fall on a Sunday, it was the day of my anniversary and I was dreading in.  Saturday Anna said she had shopping to do and would meet me at the yacht club as I was putting my sail boat in for the summer.  We ate at the yacht club and then I got a surprise as Anna took my arm as we were leaving and whispered in my ear “Care to take this up a notch big Daddy?”  
I smiled and replied “We’re both adults.”

“Yes, we are and I’m itching to get you in bed… God it’s been two years for me!” Sally said with an embarrassed grin.  I answered back “16 months for me it may not work!”

She giggled and replied “I saw the way you looked at me more than once… trust me it’s going to work just fine.”  
As soon as we arrived at my house Anna steered me towards the stairs and up them to my bedroom.  As we entered Anna was in my arms hugging me tightly as she ground her breasts into my chest and humped against my thigh in heated arousal.  Our lips crushed together, and a moment later, my tongue slipped into her open mouth.  She moaned in her throat as her tongue caressed mine and then thrust inside my mouth.  The question of my working properly was answered as I got a monster of a raging erection instantly. 


Oh, God I want you Jake!  No lady like love making for me tonight Jake!  Oh fuck, that big cock feels good," she hissed in my ear. "Hurry up, Darling. I need that thing in me." 

As I began removing my clothes, she removed her blouse, tossed it aside, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. By the time, I had my pants off, Anna was lying on the bed on her back with her legs open and her knees raised. She looked like pure distilled sex in only her white panties.  She had already pulled the crotch of her panties aside exposed the wet slit of her shaved pussy. The sight caused my already hard shaft to throb and swell.


I couldn't remember any woman ever looking hotter or more sensuous than she did at that moment.  Anna smiled up at me as she arched her hips to as if presenting her delicious cunt for my use.  When I stared at her, her excitement rose even further.  Flexing one knee with her heel planted on the bed, she let her other leg fall to the side and began moving her fingers over her clit, which was now protruding from its protective hood as she said “I’m not delicate and I enjoy sex Jake.  My ex Harold was not that great of a lover even though he thought he was… come and make me scream.” 

I was torn between wanting to watch her masturbate and wanting to sink my cock into her pussy.  After sixteen months of waiting, I was struggling to retain enough control to be gentle with her this first time.  As soon as I climbed onto the bed beside her, her arms encircled my body and pulled me against hers as her big 36D tits mashed into my bare chest a moment before her legs wrapped themselves around my hips.  With my cock pressing hard against her mound, and my balls moving over her erect clitoris, she was moaning as we kissed.  The moaning continued as our lips devoured each other. 

Breaking the kiss, I began slowly moving my body down hers until my head was between her tits, my lips showering kisses over their surface.  Anna groaned when I sucked one of her nipples into my mouth and lashed it with my tongue.  Then, it was the other nipple's turn.  Her moans, which continued to grow louder, were music to my ears. 

By this time, Anna’s hips were undulating beneath me... thrusting her pussy against my chest.  I moved even lower as her legs released their grip on my hips and spread wider to allow me to slide lower on her body.  Trailing kisses over her heaving abdomen as I went, I loved the way they caused the muscles of belly to knot and ripple. 

Finally, my head was between her now gaping thighs, her swollen, distended clitoris before my eyes.  I blew on it causing to contract and throb.  Above me, she groaned and arched her hips higher... silently begging me.  I ignored her clit for the moment bringing a deep moan of disappointment from her. 

Now, the wet, flared lips of her pussy were inches from my eyes.  The tight small opening of her hole opened, closed, and then opened again before my eyes allowing me to gaze into her wet, pink, slowly-throbbing interior. 

Quickly this time, I slid my tongue along her sex trench.  Her sex hole closed hard in response. When the tip of my tongue moved over her swollen clit, she howled, her ass arching high off the bed. Her howls turned to screams as soon as I sucked the near-bursting clitoris into my mouth and circled it slowly with the tip of my tongue.  I thought Anna was only moments away from an intense orgasm when she said “I want this beautiful cock in my mouth and if possible down my throat" 
I opened my mouth to reply, but the only sound that came out was a groan as Anna moved and I felt her warm mouth engulf my erection.  I groaned again when Anna took half my cock inside her mouth. 

My last protest died when I felt the head of my cock entering Anna’s throat something my cheating ex had never done for me.  Gripping my buttocks, she pulled me deeper and deeper, sucking me with only her mouth.  In less than a minute, I could feel my cock swelling and throbbing deep inside her throat.  Every time she plunged her mouth down my shaft, her lips locked around the base as she suctioned me hard as if she were trying to get me even further down her throat.  Soon, long strands of her saliva were dripping from her chin and from my balls.
No one, ever, had sucked me the way Anna was doing it! Deep moans issued from her throat each time she pulled back allowing six inches to slide sensuously out of her mouth as her lips dragged along the length of my tool. When only the head remained inside, she pulled me forward and rammed her mouth downward at the same time ... once more burying my full length down her throat.  Moaning, I warned her. "I can't hold it! I'm going to cum if you keep sucking me like that, Sally." 
She backed off my cock for a moment and growled, "Your damned right you're gonna cum, Lover!  I'm going to take the first spurt down my throat and then pull back and let you watch your load spewing into my mouth.  After that, I'm going to suck you hard again and you're going to fuck my hot cunt." 


As I felt the load surging up from my balls, racing down the length of my rod, and then erupting like a geyser I hissed “such a bad naughty mouth” as a thick, stream of semen fired straight down Anna’s throat.  I didn't see how she could possibly keep from gagging it was so huge, but she took it all and then swallowed the part that had stayed inside her mouth.  Then quickly, she jerked her head back while holding my erupting cock and directing the cum spurts into her wide open mouth. She even extended her tongue to make certain that she got all of it. 

I was shocked when I didn't lose my erection immediately, as always happened with my ex Pat.  Instead, my tool remained semi-hard as Anna cleaned it with long swipes of her tongue over my balls and up its entire length.  When she was satisfied with her cleaning job, she took me back inside her mouth and continued sucking me.  Soon, my hips were hunching back and forth as I fucked her mouth. 

"Oh, Jake Baby. You're hard as a rock again... and in only a few minutes. It usually took my ex at least 20 minutes before he could get it up again.  Now use that huge dick in my pussy, Jake. Give it to me!  And I know from the way your acting that you love my little foul mouth. Don’t you.” 

She was so wet, and I was so hard, I had no problem sinking into her hot hole.  All I had to do was spread her legs with my hands exposing her pussy, align my spear, and snap my hips forward.  “Uuuuuuhhhh Oh God your stretching me!” as she grunted and wrapped her legs around my hips, then whispered in my ear, "Thank you, my handsome stud.  Fuck me hard, fill me with your giant cock, and shoot me full of your cum, Lover." Pulling back, I drove eight inches of cock into her cunt not letting my cockhead leave her clasping vagina bringing gasps and moans from her lips. "MMmmmm... I love your cock Jake… I love the fact that you’re hard and hot and wild to fuck me, Darling." 
Anna’s body vibrated and shook as she felt herself being filled and stretched so wonderfully.  I was regaining some resemblance of my lost masculinity due to my ex’s cuckolding me and Anna willing encouragement.  I felt in control again as I slowly withdrew my cock with her juices dripping from my shaft when I laid it along her mound. 

She looked up at me with a wild look and said “Do it OOohhh please... put it back inside me, Jake.   It’s lovely and I love what you’re doing to me… please put it back in me!" 


"Like this?" I asked as I drove all 8 and a half inches into her waiting cunt. She wailed “Ohhhhhh Yessssss, LIKE THAT!  Take control of your woman, Jake” as her ass surged up off the bed and drove her cervix into my cockhead as she groaned, "UUNNGHHHH! AAAHHHHH!!" 

After giving her one stroke, I again pulled out. "NOoooo you bastard" she moaned.  This time I stopped to rub the head of my cock over her still erect clitoris bringing a sharp cry of pleasure from Anna then adjusted my aim and snapped my hips forward impaled her on the surging, throbbing shaft as her hips rose off the bed.  Again, and again, I teased her by entering and then removing my cock until she was desperate. 

"Ohhhh please, Jake. Don't tease me any longer. Fuck me hard and deep now! Cum inside me. Fill me, Lover," she begged.  I couldn't wait any longer either. Socking my hips deep into her sex saddle, I plowed into her hard and deep driving into her cervix as she wailed in pain and pleasure.  Now, my cock was repeatedly ramming her cervix and opening it spongy small hole as she grunted with me clenching me to her.  Sally gritted her teeth as she squeezed her legs around me then her legs shot straight up into the air and her feet curled back as she shrieked, "I'm cumming... pound that cock into meeeeeeeeee!! Harder! Damn you... HARDER! DICK ME! DICK ME HARD! AAHHHH YESSS... YESSS... GGGHHAAAA!!" 

I screwed her like a wild man venting 16 months of frustration with one hard thrust after another. I could feel the load building in my balls. I knew it was going to be huge... most than she could possibly imagine.  Pounding into her hole harder and harder... faster and faster... I felt the load rising up from my balls. "I'M GONNA CUM IN YOU!" I screamed. 

"SHOOT IT INTO MEEEEEEEE!" came Anna’s garbled response.   In wanton lust and renewed male pride I drove my cock in until my cock was pressing against her womb while I held her in place with my hands clutching her hips, my body shuddered hard as my buttocks contracted. The first jet was thick... huge.  It seemed to me like that one gush should have filled her pussy to overflowing, but I didn't have time to think about that as my buttocks contracted again and again, each time shooting a thick stream of sperm-filled semen deep into her waiting and milking vagina.  When I finally pulled out of her, thick gobs of semen belched from her gaping hole. 

Anna snuggled against me as she placed her hand down between her thighs and said softly into my ear "Mmmmm... you really unloaded inside me, Jake.  And you stretched and fucked me like nobody else… I think I’m going to keep you!” as we both fell asleep.

Susan’s Wedding

After that Saturday our relationship seemed to change into a more intimate and loving one.  She had been a little sore for helping me over come my humiliation at my wife’s hands and reinstating my male ego… but that was one of the reason’s I was falling in love with her… her unselfishness and total dedication to ME!

The week went by and I had gone out and bought a new suit and shoes for my daughter’s wedding on Friday.  Anna had refused at first but eventually went out on Friday also after work and bought herself a new dress and everything to go with it with my credit card.  
Saturday morning we got up and postponed any hanky panky until later then went to the Three Brothers for breakfast and then to Amanda’s Spa where I got a haircut and Anna got her hair clipped and styled and a facial.  We had a happy drive to Concord where Susan was getting married at 11am.  The church was a small white church called St. Steven’s Episcopal Church.
Not being part of the wedding Anna and I went in and sat on the right side and waited.  The church filled up and we heard the organ play a couple of tunes.  I pointed out my ex as she was escorted down the center isle to her place in the first row.  She was decked out in a light pink gown with a lot of cleavage showing as she smiled and talked with the guests.  I felt her eyes on me once or twice but forgot about her as I saw Susan’s young man come out and stand by the altar.  

The music started playing ‘here comes the bride’ and everyone turned to watch Susan walk down the isle.  As she stepped into the church I was aghast and struck senseless at her escort… who was none other than Jack Dawson the bastard who had destroyed my marriage!
I must have stood up and yelled “Oh Nooo” as tears streamed down my face and then I had to get out of there.  It was too much for me.  Anna was bewildered and was questioning me but not getting any answers as I struggled to get out of our pew.  Susan was looking at me astonished and horrorstruck as I glanced at her mother and saw her laughing at me… Susan saw it too!  Jack had a great grin on his face to as I finally got free of the pew and took Anna’s arm and we hurry left.  As we got outside Anna pulled up and said “What was all that Jake… you made a fool of yourself and ruined Susan’s wedding.”
I hissed “The guy walking her down the isle was the same guy who helped my wife decide that she could fool around and cheat on me.  That was Jack Dawson… they did that on purpose, just to hurt me again!  Let’s go!”

Sally replied “I thought you said you sent Susan a copy of the DVD used in Pat’s divorce!”

“I did!” I replied then started walking to my car.

Anna said “I need to pee.  You go to the car and I’ll be right back!”

Anna drove and I just sat there in silence, wondering how my daughter could have done that to me.  We got back to the house about 2pm and I had a drink as Anna watched over me.  The second drink was with her in my lap comforting me.  We stayed that way until about 6pm when there was a knock on the back-screen door.  Anna got up as said “You just stay put, I’ll see who it is!”

About three minutes later I had a crying red eyed daughter in my lap crying and begging me to forgive her.  That lasted for a few minutes and then I noticed her fiancé and Anna watching and tried to get Susan to stop crying.  
As she quieted down the young man introduced himself as Jimmy Walsh and then said “We didn’t look at the DVD because Pat and Jack said it was nothing.  They suggested that we destroy it more than once.  I keep it… things just didn’t feel right to me.  They were making you out to be the bad guy but they had lost their jobs and you had divorce Pat!  We just went alone with them.  We wanted to get married and we had planned it but as it got close things just got crazy.”

Susan then said “I saw the intense pain and hurt on your face Daddy.  I saw Mommy laughing and I heard Jack laughing too as you and Anna left the church… that’s when I knew that something was very wrong.  I got Jimmy and told him and he had seen the same things I had seen so we told everyone that the wedding was postponed.  Mother had a fit!  So, did Jack Dawson.  But Jimmy and I left and went to his apartment… there he got out the FedEx box.”

Jimmy jumped in and said “The place was going nuts as you went crying out, there were several people there that new you and were talking.  My best man Harry came up to me and said that a great looking lady had told him to tell me to look at the DVD in the FedEx box… now I know who the lovely mystery woman was” he said looking at Anna.

Susan and I watched the DVD from beginning to end and if it wasn’t her mother and my would-be mother-in-law it would be a B+ porno.”

Susan spoke then and said “I called mom then and chewed her ass a new one.  I told her that she was despicable and a very cruel bitch!  I told her that she had lied and cheated on you and then lied to Jimmy and me and made us hate you and cut you out of our lives. I told her that she had used me and that in as way she had ruined my wedding… she just hung up on me at that point.”

I was feeling better now, much better as I looked at Anna and said “there’s room here for you as well, Susan move a little and let your stepmother sit down!”

“What?” echoed around the room as it gushed from Susan’s and Anna’s mouths.

I smiled as I looked at Jimmy and winked as I said “Jimmy we have two women who are living in deep sin and I think we need to rectify that to save their naughty souls, what say we take them on a cruise and during that cruse you and I marry them and make them honest women again.”

“What?” my daughter said and then added “We spent everything on the wedding Daddy!”

But that wasn’t the end as Anna said “NO!  We’re going to have our wedding in St. Steven’s and then go on a cruise” as she put her hand on my upper thigh and added “Aren’t we Daddy.”

 END  
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