A WOMAN TRICKED

Fran and her husband John held the party at their weekend cottage. They’re both in advertising. They work and play hard and were doing business with my husband Mike which was the reason we were invited. John is tall, well built, and boyish-looking although in his mid-forties and always seems to have a naughty twinkle in his brilliant blue eyes. When he smiles his whole face lights up and you just can't help liking him. It’s no wonder that he is successful. Fran is blonde, tiny but could be described as a pocket Venus. She exudes an earthy sensuality and I could see that my husband was quite taken with her charms.
The party really got going about midnight and by that time I'd consumed quite a lot of alcohol and I was having a good time. I was sitting on a sofa, after having refilled my glass, when I caught a glimpse of my husband amongst the guests. I was dumfounded as I watched him kissing Fran full on the lips. It was a passionate kiss and his hands were gripping and kneading her full buttocks. She had her arms laced around his neck and was rubbing her breasts all over his shirt-front. I couldn't believe my eyes that they would kiss like that in public, not seeming to care that her husband or I could see them. 

Suddenly John appeared at my side and sat next to me on the sofa. Looking at his wife rubbing herself against my husband like an alley cat he remarked. 'It seems as if your husband and my wife are getting a head start!' His tone was light and he didn't seem to be jealous. One of his hands landed on my thigh as he leaned toward me. I felt the rising heat of unexpected passion soar to an inferno of adulterous desire in my loins as I sat and watched Jan stroking my husband's penile bulge through his trousers, while her husband stroked softly up my thigh, pass my stocking tops, while we watched her doing it. 
I suddenly realised that I liked the feeling and didn't want it to stop. I felt the rising passion sizzling and combining with the alcohol to reach the innermost parts of my brain and I sat back no longer considering interfering with my husband's seduction although I did not take my eyes off them. Beside my own rising passion, and the effect of the alcohol, it was seeing her hand unzipping my husband's trousers which caused me to make no attempt to stop John's hand slipping underneath my short skirt and make its way upward. On reflection I think that I must have actually opened my thighs wider to make it easier for him or is that my imagination?

I do remember vividly the thrilling sensation when suddenly his searching fingers slipped under the side of my French-knickers and I gasped aloud as I felt his fingertips touching my most intimate flesh. His gently caressing fingertips incitingly stroked along the soft, moist lips, guarding my pussy, and I felt as if I was melting with illicit desires as they slowly parted. His hand twisted around inside my knickers and, in one deft move, the garment slid down my thighs and ended around my ankles. It had happened so suddenly that I couldn't have stopped it even if I'd wanted to. I furtively looked around to see if anybody was looking at us but the other guests were far too busy initiating their own erotic scenarios. I bend down and swiftly scooped up the garment and stuffed it behind the cushions of the sofa.
My head leaned back against the back of the sofa as shamelessly my thighs opened up hungrily as his fingers probed the moist, hair-lined slit of my vagina. Electric shivers of indescribable ecstasy raced through my lower belly and instinctively I pushed up my hips against his questing fingers as they burrowed deep into my moist pussy flesh. Romantic music was the perfect backdrop for what he was doing to me and I forgot that I was a married woman and that it wasn't my husband doing those lewd things to me in public. I gasped loudly as his fingers fanned the heat of wet passion into an overwhelming inferno of unquenchable desire as they slid back and forth inside my vaginal sheath.

As the pleasure grew, guiltily, I looked to see what my husband was doing but he and Fran were no longer where I'd last seen them.
‘John...where...I mean where is my husband and your wife?' I gasped hoarsely into his ear as his fingers skilfully massaged the fleshy lips of my pussy with a rapturous caress which swiftly increased my arousal even more.

'Knowing my sexy wife she's probably taken him to the bedroom and by this time has him stripped naked and is giving him the blow job of his life. Fran is the queen of cocksuckers and deep throating is her very special skill. I’ve never met a better cocksucker than my wife!' He replied admiringly never once stopping stroking my vagina and manipulating my clitoris.
'You don't mean...oh my...you do!' I gasped my head spinning with the sheer intoxicating effects of his fingers on my pussy and the heady giddiness that it was being done by another man than my husband and in public too. However, momentarily, for just a brief moment my head cleared long enough for the reality of what was happening to hit me. My handsome husband was, at that moment,  making love to another woman, the wife of the man who was openly playing with my pussy, and she was probably taking his stiff penis all the way inside her mouth and throat if what said was true.
‘I don't think you believe me! Come along and I'll show you.' he said as he stood up and, leaning down, grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. Before I could stop him he was dragging me through the room, towards the stairs, while I was trying desperately to pull my short skirt down to hide the fact that my sheer panties were conspicuous by their absence. My skin tingled with goose bumps as we moved in and out of couples, some dressed and others semi-naked, but all  writhing in the passionate throes of lovemaking.
'Stop it John! I don't...I can't...I mean I don't want my husband to see me.' I blurted out as we ascended the stairs.
He looked back at me, grinning mischievously. 'Don't worry, Susan, they won't see us because we will be in the next door bedroom but we will be able to hear them and then you'll know I haven't been exaggerating.'

The lewd thought of eavesdropping on my husband and his wife making love was repulsive yet at the same time madly fascinating.
John opened a door and we entered a bedroom and straight away I could hear the lurid sounds of a couple making love. I saw that an air vent, high on the wall was the cause of the sounds being so clear. The predominant sound was the wet sounds of sucking and slurping, which could only be a mouth sucking a penis, punctuated by male grunts of ecstasy and pleasure. I felt faint as I realised that he had not lied, his beautiful wife was sucking my husband's penis and I could hear his grunts of pleasure.

John led me to the bed and pushed me down on it. 'Listen, Susan...You can hear every sound. Fran likes to drool lots of spit on the cock she's sucking; she claims it makes it easier to swallow all the way down her throat. How big is your husband's cock? However big it is I can assure you she's taking every inch of it inside her mouth while rimming his balls and using her long tongue to try to reach his arsehole.’
His lewd words coupled with the sounds emanating from the next bedroom were making me dizzy and confused. I just lay there on the bed as he pushed my skirt all the way up to my waist, baring my naked pussy, and he slipped between my spread thighs. I shivered all over when I felt the moist touch of his lips on the inside of my left thigh. I was going to protest and push his head away but the sound which escaped my open lips was a groan of ecstasy as he gripped my thighs and lifted my legs up and back as he planted a wet, French-kiss directly on the quivering, moist lips of my pussy.
'Oooohhh my God! What...what are you doing? Oooohh!' These were the sounds coming out of my open mouth as his lips crushed against the rippling, puffy flesh of my vagina. 
His tongue slipped between the lips and deeply into the clinging, wet warmth of my vagina. From that point on I groaned incessantly, my bottom lifting off the bed as my hips rose to meet his mouth as the whole of my lower body squirmed in the blissful agony of his cunnilingual French-kiss.
If Fran, his wife, was the queen of the cocksuckers John was the king of the pussy-lickers!

Even as indescribable passion swept through me, as his tongue reamed the inside of my pussy, I could still hear the sounds of lovemaking coming from the next room. The lascivious noises of a mouth slipping up and down a stiff penis and the male grunts which resulted from the obviously intense sucking and slurping. I closed my eyes and could see them in my mind. My husband with that silly grin of his on his face looking down as the diminutive blonde grovelled between his thighs holding his testicles in her small hands as her mouth slipped up and down his stiff, eight inch penis. I could clearly imagine the rivulets of saliva coursing down his shaft to form a puddle in his wiry pubic hair. He would have his hands on her head, forcing her head down so that the head of his penis penetrated all the way into her throat at the end of each downward stroke of her lush mouth. I wondered whether she had discovered that my husband loves to have a finger up his backside titillating his prostrate gland and that it never fails to bring him off. He always makes plenty of spunk and when he did come off she would be surprised by the torrent of spunk which would blast down her adulterous gullet!

Suddenly the image of them being locked in a sixty nine flashed through my head. Maybe he was doing the same to her that her husband was doing to me. My mind reeled at the lurid images which filled it as I imagined the two naked bodies next door entwined in a sixty nine, my husband's head locked between her slim thighs and her mouth flashing up and down his upstanding rod. The obscene thoughts and images excited me wickedly and, added to what I was allowing John to do to me, swept away the last shredded scrap of my middle class morality and like my panties they fell away and left me a savage, nakedly wanton woman needing to feel the hardness of a man inside me and that man didn't have to be my husband!

John's tongue seemed to be able to reach every part of my vagina as it wetly laved the steaming furrow of my pussy, searching every clinging fold, licking between the fleshy lips and teasingly flicking at the erect pearl of my clitoris, driving me out of my head with incredible lust. Suddenly his mouth left my vagina and I opened my eyes to find out why he was leaving me high and dry, shaking with the powerful need to climax. He was kneeling up on the bed getting rid of the last of his clothing then my eyes were drawn down to the towering object between his legs. One of his large hands encircled the biggest, longest penis I'd ever seen!
Before my husband there had only been two other men but none of them could compare to what I was looking at.  Maybe it was the sex- charged atmosphere or perhaps the alcohol but his jutting penis looked at least a foot long and as thick as my wrist. I just couldn't take my eyes off it as it bobbed up and down. He pushed my knees even further back, so that they crushed into my breasts, as he shuffled forward. I shuddered as I felt the rubbery head of his huge penis sliding up and down my slit, brushing erotically against my clit at one end and against my twitching anus at the other end. I was scared yet at the same time nothing on earth could have stopped me trying to take that huge pole inside me even though I realised that it would hurt.
The slick head slipped between my flowering open lips and I got my fist taste of just how large he was. 
'Uuuuuggghhh! It's so... big! It's too big, it...it hurts I can't!' I groaned as he started to press down so that his penis penetrated a little further inside my straining vagina.
‘Relax, Susan, you'll get used to it if you relax. Fran is much smaller than you and she loves it and has even learned to take it all the way into her mouth!' He whispered in my ear as he pressed a little more of his hard penile meat inside my stretched vagina. 'Listen...I think your husband is fucking my wife and from her moans he's doing a good job!'

I couldn't help listening, for a moment, forgetting the pain of the penetration and discovered that indeed they were screwing in the next room and Fran was making noises of contentment and pleasure and was urging my husband on with a stream of obscenities. Strangely it made me feel proud of my husband that he could please a woman who was used to having such a big penis inside her vagina.

Because my attention had been distracted I'd relaxed and John had taken the opportunity to slip even more of his large penis inside me. I had never felt so totally and utterly filled as I felt at that moment that he started to move slowly in and out with hard, thrusting lunges and at the end of each stroke he pushed even more of his rod inside my belly.
I briefly remembered that it was my fertile period and that I wasn’t using any contraception but that thought was driven out of my mind because I was having great trouble breathing in my doubled-up position as his thick endowment ploughed in and out of my sluicing vagina. Looking down I could clearly see the deep-skewering thickness of his huge erection as it drilled almost straight down into the heated, aroused hole of my vagina, which was so obscenely and nakedly upraised and offered to him in a lewd  unmistakable invitation. What made the whole thing even more obscene was that he was practically a stranger!

His fingers undid the buttons of my blouse and bared my breasts. His hand tightened on my left breast and I could feel the achy nipple immediately hardening even more against his palm as he squeezed the supple flesh of my boob between his fingers. My other breast cried out for the same treatment. Leaning forward his lips pressed down on mine and I found myself yielding eagerly as his tongue slipped between my lips and into my mouth and started to move in and out in rhythm with his penis. I could clearly taste the pungency of my love juice still coating his tongue and lips and it excited me even further as I remembered where his mouth had been only licking a few seconds previously.
John must have been sure that I could take it because he soon started pounding into me savagely, keeping me spread-eagled beneath his powerful hips as they rocked up and down, sending, with  deep thrusts, his incredibly thick hardness deep into my belly.

'OOOOhhh, John, John... John...you're...you're killing me. It's so deeeppp! Don't...don't stop...don't stop fucking me, please!' I couldn't believe that those words were coming from my mouth. My eyes were shut tightly and those obscene words were gurgling out of my throat between gasping for air as his penis seemed to press against my lungs.
'I told you you'd like it. Can your hear what my wife and your husband are doing? They are fucking, just like you and I. Your husband is ploughing his cock into my wife's juicy cunt the same way as I'm doing to you!' He teased, as he gave an extra twist as he pounded his huge penis all the way inside my vagina so that the head butted against my cervix again and again as if demanding admittance.
'Don't stop! Yes...yesss, oh dear God, fuck me!’
He continued working above me humping his hips back and forth in smooth, powerful strokes, skewering my vagina with his incredible penis sinking it all the way in to the hilt. His pubic hair ground lasciviously against my clitoris adding another sensational dimension to the sensations his penis was wringing from my pussy. He sank his hard rod with deliberate force into the deepest-not before-explored depths of my vagina.
'Arrrgghh!' I whimpered as my cervix gave way and admitted the head of his plunging penis to penetrate even deeper. 'Harder, pleeeaase fuck me harder. Don't stop, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck meee!’
Gradually his thrusts increased in power and tempo until I was breathless with agonising need to climax, my entire body writhing and grinding upward to meet his impaling hugeness. I kept on pushing up my wet, steaming pussy, impaling it on his huge rod with every delicious thrust as a hissing grunt of blissful agony gurgled from my open mouth. At long last I came and it was as if a volcano had suddenly erupted and in my head colours flashed like bursting rockets as the room spun dizzily around me. I felt as if I was being swept into a maelstrom by the savage frenzy of my orgasm.

Later I discovered that my sharp fingernails had dug furrows into John's shoulders as I grunted and bit on my lower lip to stop myself screaming my way through my blasting climax.
Suddenly in the midst of my raging lust I discovered that I wanted my husband to hear me being screwed by another man. A wicked urge of perversity overwhelmed me and I opened my mouth and began to moan and scream as John continued pounding into me as I climaxed over and over again.

'Ooooohhhh, yesss! John fuck me, lover. Your cock is divine, so big! Fuck it into my cunt! Fuck it into me. I'm commming! It's... it's the best, biggest cock in the world, fuck it into me hard. Fuck me until I can’t take any more!' Words of unspeakable profanity tumbled from my lips as I revelled in the lewdness of the moment announcing to my husband that I was being screwed by another man just feet away from where he was fucking another woman.

Suddenly John went rigid above me and, from the way his fat rod was twitching and pulsing inside me, I realised that he was unloading his semen deep into my womb. It was then that I again I remembered that I wasn’t protected but it was too late and I just accepted being filled to the brim with semen. Knowing that I could be impregnated proved to be too much for me to bear and as I soared into another mind- blowing climax I lost consciousness and my mind blanked out.
I surfaced to find myself lying in John's arms as he kissed my cheeks and stroked my breasts, thanking me for a wonderful time. I couldn't hear any noises coming from the other room and presumed that my husband must have also climaxed and filled Fran with his spunk. I felt a little guilty about what had happened. We lay for a little while longer before we got up and dressed.   
As we left the room the door of the next bedroom opened and Fran came out looking dishevelled but smiling radiantly. She was holding hands with a man I'd never seen before. I felt faint as I realised that it wasn't my husband I'd been listening to, and that I had committed adultery and could be pregnant because I thought I was doing what my husband wanted me to do.
John and his wife Fran embraced and, arm in arm, walked away to go back to the party. The man grinned and disappeared into a bathroom leaving me standing on the landing gasping for breath as the realisation of what I’d done hit me. The clutter in my mind was making me feel dizzy. 
Where was Mike if he had not been the one screwing Fran? 
Did John know that it wasn't him screwing his wife next door? 
Could I deny to myself that I'd just enjoyed the most fantastic enjoyable screw of my life? 
What was I going to do? 
Should I confess, to my husband, that I'd been unfaithful to him, because I had been led to believe that he was doing the same thing, and moreover had enjoyed it tremendously?
All these questions piled into my mind over and over again as I found another bathroom and tidied myself up. Taking a deep breath I returned to the party to discover that people were leaving. John and Fran were standing by the front door saying good night to their guests. I went in search of my husband and found him fast asleep in the den. He was snoring away and, from the way he lay, I surmised that he was so drunk that he had passed out and couldn't have screwed Fran even if he'd wanted to.
I retrieved my French-knickers and slip them on before I shook my husband awake. I made him drink black coffee before I helped him to the front door. John came to help me and grinned mischievously as we piled my husband into the back of the car.

'You must come again, Susan, we so enjoy your company!' He said as he kissed my hand and stroked my bum at the same time reminding me that he had screwed me and that I’d loved it.  My pussy clenched then relaxed and I nearly died with embarrassment as I felt a warm trickle of liquid snaking down the inside of my left thigh and I realised that it could only be John's sperm oozing from my vagina. I kept on blushing furiously as I picked up the double-entente then the comic side of the whole business hit me and I burst out laughing and he  and Fran joined in.
The next morning I meant to go to the doctor’s, to get a prescription for the morning-after-pill, but my sister arrived with a tale of woe about leaving her husband. My sister is a drama-queen and this is a frequent occurrence but it takes two days to calm her down and send her home so, by the time I was able to think about what I’d done, it was too late and I spent the rest of the month dreading that I was pregnant. I was right to fear the worse, John had impregnated me!

I've never told my husband what happened and he believes that he is the father. 
