ALL LIFE IS A STAGE
I'd been away on business for nearly four weeks and had gone straight to the office from the airport. I arranged for my wife to meet me after work and we went out to eat then on to a party that one of her clients was giving. My wife runs her own PR agency and has a small but select list of clients. I was tired from the flight and from the afternoon debriefing my colleagues and I would have much rather gone straight home but I knew how important it was to Kathy so I took a couple of uppers and braced myself for an evening of boredom..

My wife was wearing a little black dress which clung to her voluptuous curves like a second skin and I knew that she wasn't wearing any undies under it because when she’d worn it before she’d complained about panty-lines and she has an almost pathological aversion to underwear showing through her dresses.

The men, at the party, couldn't keep their eyes off her body especially her large breasts, which were enticingly exposed by the deep plunging neckline and were bouncing around like beach balls. My sexy wife uses all her assets to further her business and she flirted outrageously with most of the men but especially with her client, an up-and-coming actor. I didn't feel jealous and actually felt proud that my wife was so sexy that the men were lusting after her like dogs around a bitch on heat because I knew that it was all show and all the while she was scheming how she could use their weakness to her own advantage. Please don’t get me wrong, my wife is not a scheming bitch but a business woman who has learned that men’s brains shut down as their erections grow and can then be easily manipulated and that they are rather easily kept at bay with vague promises of untold pleasures in some distant future. I think that most guys know what I’m talking about!
Alcohol makes lowers my wife’s inhibitions and she’d had wine with the meal and was now drinking vodka cocktails and I could see that she was in her cups and perhaps it would be better if I took her home. Besides losing her sense of decorum, when under the influence of alcohol, she also gets very amorous. She was dancing a storm but every now and then she’d come over to me to give me a passionate kiss but even that couldn’t combat the effects of jet lag plus the few drinks I’d consumed and I felt as limp as a wet rag and desperately longing for my bed and even the desire to make love to my beautiful wife had evaporated.

I was ensconced in a comfortable leather chair and I fell asleep but not for long. I managed to get to my wife and went in search for my wife and I found her dancing with Ethan, her client, and was shocked to see them kissing and her body was plastered against his so that her large breasts were squashed tightly against his chest while his hands were kneading her buttocks, as if they were balls of dough.

Ethan has a reputation as a serial seducer but I really believed that my wife was immune to his sort of charm, as she’d often spoken contemptuously about his sleazy affairs, so jealousy streaked through me but, at the same time, I experienced a surprising tingle of arousal. It was such a strange mixture strange that, instead of breaking them up, I watched instead of breaking them up. 
My wife saw me, over Ethan’s shoulder, and broke away from him and she came to me and, taking me by the hand, she led me upstairs into a bedroom and it was obviously that she knew her way around the house. 
She made small cooing sounds as she pulled me down on the bed. She was so hot that she slipped out of her dress and naked slipped my trousers and boxers down not bothering with the rest of my clothes. She was so aroused that we didn't spend much time in foreplay and she grabbed my stiff cock and guided the swollen knob between her pussy lips. She was already so wet that my cock sank all the way into it in one easy thrust. I am reasonably endowed but normally it took sometime before I could get my entire dick inside her rather tight pussy.

Once my throbbing cock was lodged all the way inside her rippling pussy I started slamming my cock into her pussy as hard as I could. I don't know where I summoned the energy from since I’d been almost comatose a few minutes previously. My wife’s long legs wrapped themselves around my back and her heels drummed against my bottom as she urged me to fuck her even harder. Her sharp fingernails dug into my shoulders and the pain reinforced her demands. Her voice was breathless with arousal as she whispered how much she'd missed me and that she wanted to make up for all those days I’d been away.

I was trying my best to meet her demands when I saw Ethan entering the room and his eyes widened as he stood at the door watching us making love on his bed. Instead of leaving he came into the room and closed the door behind him as I continued to try to satisfy my wife as she lifted up her pelvis to meet every stroke. Her eyes were closed so she had not seen her client entering the room besides which she was lost in the throes of her passion, mouthing obscenities between moans and shrieks while her wet pussy was clamped around my cock like a tight fist. She was completely oblivious of her surroundings and had no idea that we were no longer alone as she urged me to fuck her even harder because she’d missed me so much.

In a peculiar way the unexpected presence of the actor was a great turn-on and it made me try to fuck my sexy wife even harder. I am sure it was some kind of male ego thing asserting itself as if to show him what a stud I was but unfortunately it had the opposite effect and made me climax much too soon. My sex-demented wife howled in protest as she teetered helplessly on the brink of her orgasm as I sprayed her with my sperm. Crying out in frustration she sobbed and begged me to keep going so that she could come and her sharp fingernails raked down my buttocks as her legs held me tightly against her writhing body and her heels beat a tattoo against the middle of my back. Instead of reinforcing my flagging energy the pain made it evaporate even more quickly and my cock just wilted and flopped out of her soaking pussy before I could bring her off. 
I was surprised at how angry my wife was at my failure as she knew just how exhausted I was and I felt a little angry that she could be so inconsiderate after I’d made the effort to accompany her to the party. Obscenities flowed out of her mouth as her hands scrambled at my limp cock trying to insert it back into her frustrated pussy to no avail. Reluctantly I rolled off her body and lay panting for breath, by her side, feeling wretched and somehow inadequate especially since I was aware that another man had witnessed my less-than-inspired performance
.

Ethan had not said a word, since his silent entrance, but his eyes had never wavered from my wife's lewdly, writhing body. Her legs were still widely spread apart exposing her partly-opened pussy from which my spunk had started to ooze out to dribble between her writhing buttocks. He continued watching as he took his trousers off revealing a massive erection jutting out like a lance from his groin. It had a gnarled appearance and I could see the thick blue veins, just below the surface of the skin, throbbing. The tip was adorned with a glistening drop of his sperm as he slipped between my wife’s spread thighs and guided the head of his prick between the plump lips framing her sperm-filled pussy.

She must not have registered that it was another man and not me inserting his cock into her because she made sounds of approval and lifted her bottom off the bed to make the penetration easier. I watched helplessly as Ethan rammed his thick, hard cock all the way inside my wife’s pussy pussy. It slipped inside her easily, greased by my sperm, and he started fucking her steadily. I was aware that he was making certain that she obtained the maximum enjoyment from every thrust of his large cock. Each time his cock came out it dragged out more of my sperm and it formed a collar around the base of his cock. 
Suddenly her eyes flew wide open and she looked at the person fucking her and realised that it was not me but her client but instead of pushing him away she started mouthing encouragements for him to fuck her even harder, and other such obscenities as she heaved her body up to meet his thrusts.

It had all happened so quickly that I had not been able to try to stop him and then it was too late and I lay, next to them, not able to take my eyes off the white ring of my frothy spunk which formed around the base of his prick as he moved his thick, meaty rod in and out of her clasping cunt with increased speed. Having been left teetering on the brink of her climax, by my unsatisfactory and sudden ending, my wife didn't take long to reach her orgasm and began yelling, swearing, weeping and begging him never to stop fucking her because he was making her come harder than she'd ever done.

He slipped his hands beneath her clenched buttocks and one of his fingers using my sperm as lubrication penetrated her bottom. He was an extremely long-stayer and he just kept on fucking her, with his cock and his finger, and she had a great many orgasms, each one accompanied by loud vocal appreciation. I'd never known her to climax so often, or for that matter so hard and they seemed to merge so that it could be described as one long continuous climax of huge power. She never once looked at me, seeming to have completely forgotten about me because her entire attention was focused on the large, thick cock which was ramming in and out of her cunt with such obvious success. As she continued writhing, in the throes of her continuous gigantic climax, Ethan suddenly pulled his cock all the way out of her violently spasming sex which stayed wide open as if awaiting the return of his cock. My wife begged her client to put his cock back inside her cunt, promising him that she would do absolutely anything he wanted if he did. He took the rest of his clothes off and knelt across her chest with his knees on each side of her torso. He pushed her heaving tits together before sliding his thick cock, which was still covered with a mixture of my sperm and her cunt juices, in and out of the firm flesh. Each time his forward movement reached its limit the swollen head of his cock brushed against my wife’s mouth and she opened her lips to allow the head to penetrate her mouth, at the end of each stroke
She just kept on climaxing like crazy which caused her cunt to expel my sperm while I watched, from close quarters, as he continued to fuck my wife’s boobs, and sucking mouth, with his thick cock. He was gripping her swollen, red nipples, between his finger tips, and was twisting and pulling on them very hard while his thick cock continued shuttling back and forth between the inner slopes of her breasts. My wife, who'd never before showed signs that she would appreciate pain mixed with pleasure, was acting like a raging nympho as he tortured her nipples. She was screaming, moaning, swearing, licking and sucking on the tip of his cock as if her life depended on it as her hands scrambled at her pussy. She shoved three fingers inside her sex while the middle finger of the other hand penetrated all the way into her bottom. She used her thumb to squash her clitoris as she drove the other four fingers into her cunt, dislodging more of the sperm I'd deposited there. Her thumb never stopped rolling her clitoris from side to side as the actor speeded up his strokes till the first jet of thick, white spunk arched through the air before splashing down on her face and open mouth. More spunk spurted out of his jerking cock which she frantically tried to capture in her open mouth but she missed most of it so that it hit her face then dribbled down her chin and onto her wobbling breasts. Frantically her hands left her pussy and she used her fingertips to massage the thick, sticky liquid into her swollen nipples while she was climaxing, twisting and heaving her body all over the bed. Slowly he finished spurting and heaved himself off her chest and lay on the other side of her.

My beautiful wife looked a mess. Her make-up had run down her face, her lipstick was smudged and her hair was plastered to her forehead with a mixture of sweat and sperm, her face was covered in spunk but I kissed her lovingly and it wasn't till I held her in my arms, to show her how much l loved her, that I realised that the funny taste on my lips was Ethan's spunk.

My wife begged me to lick the spunk from her face and breasts and her completely unexpected suggestion disgusted me, at first, but I realised that I'd already tasted it so it seemed petty to refuse. I felt my cock twitch as I slipped downward and started licking and swallowing, another man's thick and sticky spunk from her body and face. 
I believed that she'd had enough sex for one evening but she soon stunned me when she reached for my cock and stroked it back into hardness and we made love again. This time it was less frantic and I savoured each intimate moment as we kissed and one of her hands kept fondling and cupping my balls while the fingers of the other were slowly stroking the shaft of my cock making sure it stayed hard. She urged me to lie on my side and flung a leg over my hips and, still holding onto my cock and balls, eased herself under my other leg as she guided my cockhead back into her very wet cunt. We kissed tenderly then passionately. It was difficult for me to move so I lay passively letting her dictate the rhythm of our screwing.

I had not realised that Ethan was pressing himself against her back until she suddenly went rigid and a shriek of agony escaped her lips. At the same time I felt something very hard slithering against my cock and it took me a few seconds to realise that Ethan was sodomising my wife and that it was his cock which I could feel pulsating against mine, separated by the thinnest of membrane. Recovering from the shock my wife moved her hips back and forth so that her wet cunt slid up and down my shaft like a tight, wet fist while his cock slipped in and out of her tight anus. I could feel her buoyant breasts, still sticky with my saliva, wobbling against my chest and the nipples punched into my flesh as we continued kissing and screwing. Her body-shaking orgasms resumed and came with increasing frequency and, when I finally managed to achieve another climax, she clung to me, snuggling against my chest whispering that she loved me. The three of us lay stuck together but after a while Ethan pulled her to him and my deflated cock slipped out.

He made her kneel on all fours and fucked her pussy for along time as she climaxed time after time she collapsed with sexual exhaustion as he filled her with his sperm.

He left the room and we must have fallen asleep within minutes because my next conscious thought was awakening with the sunshine streaming through the window and my wife, kneeling on the carpet, being screwed by Ethan.

. 

I could see how he’d earned his reputation as being a stud as he fucked my wife into a frazzle and introduced her to many kinky things that she loved so much that she begged for more.

Since that time my wife has become his mistress and the mother of his child as he’s insisted she came off the pill and that I abstain from using her sex until he’d impregnated her. My consolation is that she welcomes me in her bottom any time I want and I am sure that she still loves me but Ethan has become an obsession she can’t break even though she knows he screws other women all the time
