I Caught Her Out:
“Are you sure you won’t change your mind Honey?” Jenny asked, her voice filled with concern.
We had been married for nearly 10 years, but I guess some people are just lucky and find their soul mate. I really felt as if we were two of those lucky people, and I was sure that Jenny felt the same.
“No. I’m just going to go to bed and sleep. I will probably feel better in the morning. You go. Have a nice time. I’ll see you later.” She leant in and kissed me on the cheek. 
“Well, OK. I don’t mind staying with you. I could nurse you better.” She teased. 
“No, Honey. Karen will be awfully disappointed if you don’t go. You only turn 30 once in your life. Tell her I’m sorry I couldn’t make it.”
“Well OK. I guess it would be a bit of a letdown for her. OK, I have my mobile – call me if you need me. OK?”
I nodded and waved as she turned to the door. I watched her as she walked away. “Mm –mm! I sure am a lucky guy!” I thought as I watched her slender hips sway. She was wearing a short, pink skirt and a white, loose fitting blouse. I loved my wife’s long, toned legs. They turned the heads of every man who saw her. I always encouraged her to wear short skirts (the shorter the better) – I liked the way guys drooled when she walked past on my arm. 
Jenny is 5’2” tall. She wears a size 7. Her figure is lean, but she has rather large breasts. We hadn’t had children at this point in our marriage, so they were still firm and bouncy, like a young girl’s breasts – only much bigger. I could tell by the way they bounced as she walked away that she had left her bra off for the evening – another thing I liked her to do. 
I went on up to bed and flicked on the TV. There was an old Clint Eastwood movie showing, and it wasn’t long before I was sound asleep with the TV still glaring in the corner of the room. 
I’m not sure what woke me. My arm moved over to Jenny’s side of the bed and it was when I felt the empty space where she lay that I remembered she had gone out to Karen’s 30th birthday party. I glanced at the bedside clock. It was 2:45am. Late for Jenny – even when we were out together she was usually yawning by midnight and looking for a good excuse to say goodnight and head home. 
I was awake now. I lay for a few minutes and wondered where she was. I hoped that she was ok, and then I remembered that she had her mobile. I decided to give her a call and make sure she was ok. 
I was surprised when I dialled her number, to hear the tone of her phone actually coming from inside the house. She answered it quickly, and there was some fumbling noises from the other end before she spoke.
“Hi honey.” She said, “Is everything ok?” I was puzzled. Why did I hear her phone ringing from inside the house, and why was she answering me as if she were still out. 
I decided to play dumb and see where this went.
“Hi baby.” I replied. “Just woke up and saw the time. It’s awful late, where are you? Is everything ok?” there was more fumbling before she answered.
“Oh – yeh! I’m fine! Just at Karen’s. Just a couple of us girls came back for a drink. Won’t be long. You ok?”  Why was she whispering? Why couldn’t I hear anyone in the background?
“Yes – yes, I’m fine. Ok, ring me if you need a ride. Don’t get booked.” 
She said she would, and we hung up. 
“What’s going on?” I pondered. I decided that I must have heard something else, and I decided to get up and go and see what it was that I had really heard downstairs. 
I don’t know why, but I left the lights off as I headed down the stairs, and I moved slowly and quietly. I wasn’t really suspicious – I was just confused as to what was going on, and I didn’t want to surprise anyone if I had an intruder in the house and wind up getting mugged. 
The house was silent. I moved to the kitchen and listened at the door. Nothing. I went through the kitchen to the dining room, and then I noticed a dull light coming from beneath the sun room door. I paused, trying to remember whether I had turned it off before going to bed. 
Then I heard it, a muffled, low chuckle coming from inside the room. Was that Jenny’s laugh? My senses came alive then as I crept a little closer. Did we have a burglar? Was that Jenny’s laugh I’d heard?
I put my ear against the door and held my breath as I listened. There it was again, an unmistakeable woman’s low laugh, and the deep, low drone of a man’s voice. I crept back to the front door and picked up the baseball bat I always kept behind it for security – you just never know. 
I came back to the sun room door and slowly, painfully slowly, silently turned the knob. There was the slightest click as the latch released, and I froze. The quiet murmuring from beyond the door continued un-disturbed. 
Gently, slowly, I eased the door ajar and leant to peek inside – baseball bat at the ready. I almost coughed when I saw who was there.
There on the couch against the far wall was Jenny. She was sitting with a man I had never seen before, leaning back against him with his arm around her waist. She was half turned toward him with her arm hooked over his shoulder, and they were engaged in quiet chatter. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but when I saw Jenny throw her head back and laugh, I knew they were enjoying each other’s company.
Suddenly, the guy leant in and kissed Jenny full on the lips. I was shocked, and angry. “What the . . . !” I was about to burst in and save my poor little wife, when I realised that she hadn’t actually pushed him away, and in fact, she was returning his kiss rather eagerly. 
I felt dazed, shaken. What was happening in there? My mind struggled to grasp what my eyes beheld. “Jenny??”
I stood stock still to see what would happen next. I was sure the guy was about to get a good slap across the cheek at best – but that isn’t what happened at all. 
Jenny rose up and straddled him as he leant back against the back of the couch. I saw her short skirt ride up to expose her thighs right up to her matching pink panties. She didn’t move to cover herself, instead she leaned down and locked her lips to his. Her shaggy blond hair hung over his face as they enthusiastically devoured each other’s lips. 
Suddenly, I became aware that my penis had become quite erect – in fact it was painfully so. I hadn’t had an erection this hard for a long, long time, and I liked the feel of it. 
I was even more confused now. Was I enjoying this? Was I some kind of pervert who liked to see his wife molested by a stranger? Although I had to admit, up to now it looked more like my wife was molesting him than the other way around. 
I drew back into the darkness of the hall and decided to watch and see what would happen. Even in my state of arousal, I couldn’t really think that my little wife was going to be unfaithful to me. No, she would stop before anything went too far, I was sure of that. She was obviously just a little drunk, and had gone a bit too far with flirting with this guy. Any minute now she would come to herself and throw him out. 
Wouldn’t she?
Their kiss seemed to be getting steamier if anything. I noticed some movement beneath her blouse and realised that the guy had his hands under her top and it looked as if he was fumbling for her bra fastener. 
Then he obviously found them, and his hands moved to the front. My mouth fell open as I saw that he was squeezing and kneading her big beautiful tits beneath her top - beneath her bra – on her bare breasts! 
And Jenny was loving it. Her kisses heated up noticeably as she began grinding her exposed panty crotch against the obvious bulge that she had caused in the front of his pants. 
Suddenly she leant back and raised her arms. The guy slipped her blouse off over her head, and her unclipped bra followed it to the floor at their feet. 
Here I was, peeking through a doorway as my half naked wife leant back and allowed this stranger to suck and bite and squeeze her naked breasts right in front of me. 
My cock throbbed painfully.
Then it was jenny’s turn. She popped his buttons open and tugged his shirt off. He looked hard and muscled. His chest was hairy – I knew how much she liked hairy chests. 
Next, she moved back and knelt at his feet. She began fumbling with his belt, and then undid his pants altogether. She moved backwards and tugged them off, tossing them to one side. I could see the enormous bulge his cock made in his briefs, and felt a tinge of jealousy as I realized his was much bigger than mine. 
Jenny stood and bent to slip her panties down and off, then bent to tug his briefs clear. Last, she dropped her skirt at her feet, and there she was, completely naked as she turned from side to side showing off her beautiful body to the appreciative eyes of her equally naked lover – right there in our sun room. 
The man moved now. I got a clear view of his very rigid cock as he stood. My worst fears were realised – it was huge! Not only that, but it was so hard that it stood up against his hard, flat stomach as he stood there. Jenny moaned loudly enough for me to hear. 

It was only then, at that moment as I heard her familiar moan of arousal, that I suddenly knew she was going to let this guy fuck her. 

Jenny moved first. She reached out her hand and grasped his erection. She began to pump it slowly, and then moved in and kissed him hotly. His hand came around her, and he grasped her buttocks, pulling them slightly apart as he ground her crutch against him. 
They kissed some more, and then I heard him say, 
“Oh baby, lay down. I just have to fuck you. You are one hot and sexy woman. I got to get my cock inside you NOW!” he was tossing the couch seating cushions onto the floor to make a bed for their mating.
Jenny groaned. She clung to him, her arms around his neck as he lowered her back onto the couch. She spread her kegs as she went down, drawing him in between her wide-spread thighs as her bottom found the cushions. Like magic, as they came to rest, his enormous, hard cock just slid up inside her. I could see it so clearly. It went about half way in, and then he drew back out and with one big shove, it slipped inside her until I saw his big balls slap against her butt cheeks. 
Jenny let out a long, low moan that I am sure I would have heard even if I had still been in my bed upstairs. 
“Oh Paul! Oh shit! You are SO BIG! Oh baby, fuck me, fuck me!” she cried – and he did. 
Her gorgeous, toned legs – the same legs that I had felt wrap around my thighs so many times, now wrapped around his as he plunged in and out of her very wet pussy. 
I heard her start to come with the first few strokes, and saw her legs begin to shake and tremble as she orgasmed powerfully. Her fingers raked his back in passion – I knew she was loving this. 
He fucked her for what seemed like a long time – how did he manage to control his own ejaculation for so long.
I shot my first load onto the carpet as my wife spasmed around this strangers cock the first time, and I actually came 2 more times before he finally let out a loud cry, pushed hard and deep into her very willing pussy. He jerked and twitched as his big, sticky load coated the inside of her womb and vagina until it overflowed out over her own spasming buttocks.
As they collapsed into a panting, sweating heap, I withdrew and hurried back to my bed to wait for her to come up.
It was about half an hour before I heard the front door click shut. A car engine started a little way from the house and drove away.
Jenny crept into the room, and I moaned and turned over as if she had wakened me. 
“You home?” I mumbled sleepily. 
“Yes, did I wake you?” 
“Did you like it?” I asked. She hesitated a moment – was she wondering? Guilty? 
“Oh, yes – yes. It was a good night. Bit quieter than I thought, but good anyway.” 
Quieter than she thought? Good heavens! What had she THOUGHT was going to happen if what I had witnessed was a ”quiet night’? 
I knew we would have to talk about this – but not right now. I still had to get my head around it. 
She put on her nighty and slipped into bed beside me. 
I snuggled close. I could smell his aftershave on her skin. I could even sense the slight whispy scent of his spunk in her pussy.
I slipped my hand under her nighty and gave her breast a gentle squeeze. 
“My turn!” I whispered against her ear.

