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Chapter 1

I’d just pulled my cock out of my wife’s sloppy cunt—leaving behind her third load so far, and the night was still young. As I stepped back, catching my breath, another man moved in quickly to take my place. His cock drove into her with no hesitation, and the sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the night air as he began to fuck her with abandon.

Emma was laid out on the worn wooden surface of a park bench table, her pale, soft body illuminated by the dim glow of the overhead lights. She wasn’t some flawless Instagram model or pornstar. Emma was the kind of woman you'd pass in the supermarket, the PTA meeting, or on a neighborhood jog. She had the sort of natural beauty that turned heads subtly—pretty but approachable, a face framed by chestnut-brown hair that fell in loose waves around her flushed cheeks.

Her body told the story of a wife and mother who had lived comfortably—ten pounds heavier than she might have wanted, but it suited her. That extra softness only accentuated her curves. Her ass was big but perfectly rounded, jutting out in a way that practically begged to be grabbed. Her breasts were large—too large for most of the lingerie she tried to squeeze into—and they jiggled and bounced with every thrust as she was taken. Those tits were her pride and her secret weapon. She always wore bras that barely contained them, aware of how often men’s eyes wandered, lingering too long.

Naked except for a pair of black stockings held up by a garter belt, Emma was a picture of shameless decadence. Her legs were spread wide, supported by two men who gripped her ankles tightly. Their hands roamed over her thighs and hips, occasionally reaching up to paw at her breasts as she moaned in pleasure. Around the table stood at least a dozen more men, their cocks out, stroking themselves as they waited their turn to fuck her. The man currently inside her was grinning down at her, speaking between ragged breaths.

“You dirty slut,” he growled, punctuating his words with each thrust. “Can’t get enough cock, can you?”

Emma could only moan in response. Her mouth was otherwise occupied, stretched wide around a huge black cock that she was eagerly sucking. She loved big cocks—she’d told me that in no uncertain terms. Watching her now, I was reminded of how it all began, how our lives changed the first time she confessed what really turned her on. All those years ago, when we first stumbled into public sex, I never imagined it would lead here.

And yet here she was. My wife. My Emma. Naked, used, adored.

When we first got married, Emma wasn’t exactly adventurous when it came to sex. She’d had one boyfriend before me, a long-term thing that fizzled out during college, and she always described it as “nice” but nothing special. She’d never really explored much—certainly not the way some people do when they’re young. For the longest time, even after we got married, she didn’t like to do much in bed. She’d touch my cock, sure, but she’d never been into sucking it. “I just don’t like the idea,” she’d say, wrinkling her nose in that way she did when something truly didn’t appeal to her. Occasionally, she’d give me a quick lick or two during foreplay, but it was always half-hearted, almost obligatory.

But all of that started to shift one weekend in the country, during a summer holiday that would change us both forever.

It was our first evening there, and after dinner, we decided to take a walk down the quiet country lanes. The air was warm, the sun dipping low on the horizon, painting everything in soft golden light. Everything felt serene—until the sounds started. At first, I thought it was shouting, maybe even screaming, cutting through the stillness. Emma tensed beside me, her fingers tightening around mine. “What was that?” she whispered.

I didn’t know. But I was curious. I squeezed her hand reassuringly and led her toward the noise, my pulse quickening with every step. As we got closer, the sounds became clearer—grunts, moans, cries of ecstasy—and the realization hit me like a freight train. Someone was having sex. Wild sex. And it wasn’t just sex—it was loud and unapologetic, raw and feral in a way I’d never experienced, never even considered.

Rounding the bend, we saw it. A car was parked haphazardly on the verge, its headlights cutting through the dusk. Laid across the bonnet was a petite blonde woman, her sundress rucked up around her hips. She was completely exposed, her legs wrapped around the waist of a massive black man. He was fucking her hard, his powerful hips driving into her with such force that the car itself rocked slightly with every thrust. Her cries rang out into the open air, unrestrained and shameless.

Emma froze beside me, her nails digging into my hand. I glanced at her, expecting to see embarrassment, maybe even anger, but what I saw instead made my stomach churn. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips slightly parted, her wide eyes fixed on the scene in front of us. She wasn’t horrified—she was captivated.

Then another man stepped out from behind the car. My stomach twisted as I saw him. His cock hung thick and heavy between his legs, even in its flaccid state. As he began to stroke it lazily, it grew—and grew—until it was easily eight inches long and impossibly thick. My mouth went dry. I wasn’t small, but this was something else entirely. I couldn’t help but glance at Emma, and the expression on her face sent a pang of something sharp and uncomfortable through me.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, her voice breathy and uneven. “That can’t be real. It’s so big.”

She wasn’t talking to me. Her gaze was locked on the man, on his enormous cock, her words laced with awe and disbelief. This was a woman who had never even liked the idea of sucking me off, who had always been shy about anything too bold or messy. And yet here she was, transfixed, her body leaning subtly toward the scene as if drawn to it.

I didn’t know what to feel. Jealousy? Humiliation? My wife—the woman who blushed when I complimented her in bed—was clearly turned on by what she was seeing. By them. And, worse, by what they had that I didn’t. But beneath the bitterness, there was something else. A heat, dark and unfamiliar, that spread through me as I watched her. My cock stirred against my will, straining against the confines of my jeans. I hated it, but I couldn’t deny it. Seeing Emma like this—her arousal raw and undeniable—did something to me.

Her hand trembled in mine, and I could feel her inner conflict as clearly as my own. Her breath hitched, and she whispered again, almost to herself, “It’s so… big.”

I wanted to pull her away, to stop this before it went any further, but I couldn’t move. I just stood there, rooted to the spot, as the sounds of the blonde’s cries and the slap of flesh against flesh filled the air around us. Emma’s gaze didn’t waver. Neither did mine.

We were completely mesmerized by what was happening in front of us. My cock strained against my jeans, throbbing as I watched the blonde-haired woman being fucked relentlessly. Her cries of pleasure echoed in the quiet night, raw and unrestrained. But it wasn’t just me. I could feel Emma’s excitement, too—her breathing had quickened, shallow and uneven. Her hand squeezed mine tighter, and when I glanced at her, I saw her lips parted slightly, her face flushed in a way that left no doubt about what she was feeling.

The second black man stepped closer to the blonde, his massive cock now fully erect in his hand. He groaned as the woman turned her head, her lips wrapping around him with eager abandon. She took him into her mouth like she’d been waiting for it all night, and the sight sent a jolt through me. I tried to ignore the thought forming in my mind, but it was too strong, too vivid. I suddenly wished it wasn’t her—it was Emma. My Emma. Laid out on that bonnet, legs spread wide, moaning as one of those huge cocks pounded her while she sucked me off with the kind of hunger I’d never known from her.

The image gripped me, pulling me into a spiral of jealousy, shame, and undeniable arousal. Without thinking, I let go of her hand and stepped behind her. She didn’t move away. She didn’t even flinch. She was still staring, transfixed by the scene in front of us, as I reached around and cupped her tits through her blouse. My hands moved instinctively, squeezing, kneading the soft flesh. Emma let out a soft, involuntary moan, the sound barely louder than the blonde’s cries. Her body pressed back against me, her ass grinding against my cock as if she couldn’t help herself.

The world around us seemed to vanish for a moment—until the two black men looked up. They’d heard her. The one getting a blowjob turned toward us, and Emma froze, her gasp sharp and audible. Her hand flew to my thigh, gripping it like she was trying to steady herself. I followed her gaze, and there it was: his cock, fully erect now, thick and glistening, bobbing with each step as he moved toward us. It was enormous—easily 9 inches, maybe more—and impossibly thick, veins running along its length like it was carved from stone.

The man’s eyes locked on Emma, his expression unreadable but undeniably confident. He didn’t stop walking, closing the distance between us with deliberate ease. My heart raced, a mix of fear, exhilaration, and something I couldn’t name. Emma’s hand trembled on my thigh, but she didn’t pull away. She didn’t move. She just stood there, her wide eyes flicking between his face and the cock swaying inches from her gaze.

Behind him, the blonde shrieked, her cries reaching a fever pitch as her body tensed. Her orgasm tore through her like a storm, her voice cracking as she bucked against the man inside her. But he didn’t stop. He didn’t even slow down. He kept pounding into her, relentless and unyielding, his hips slamming against her ass as her screams echoed in the stillness.

And yet, it wasn’t the blonde I was watching anymore. It was Emma. My wife. Her face, her body, the way her breathing hitched as her fingers curled into my thigh. In that moment, I didn’t know if I wanted to pull her closer or shield her from what was happening. All I knew was that something had changed, and there was no going back.

“Hi, my name’s Justin, and that’s Paul fucking Lauren at the moment,” he said casually, his voice smooth and confident. There was no trace of embarrassment in him, despite the fact that he was standing stark naked in front of us, his very large erection pointing skyward.

“I’ve not seen you two here before,” he continued, his eyes flicking between us. “This your first time?”

I could barely find my voice, so I just nodded, gripping Emma’s hips as if to steady both of us.

“It’s a bit early yet,” Justin went on, his tone almost conversational, “but the main crowd doesn’t usually show up until later. Do you want to join in or just watch?”

And that’s when the realization hit me like a freight train. This was a definitely a local site for public sex. With my hands still on Emma’s tits, Justin must have assumed we were here for exactly what was happening around us. My wife let out a soft moan, barely audible, but it made Justin’s smile widen as his gaze dropped to her. She wasn’t looking at him, though—not directly. Her eyes were locked on his cock, staring in a way I’d never seen before, her ass still pressing insistently against me.

Justin noticed, too. His grin grew, and he tilted his head slightly. “Ever seen a black cock before?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

Emma didn’t speak, but she shook her head slowly, almost shyly, her wide eyes still transfixed.

He stepped closer, his towering frame looming over us. His cock was right there, inches away, thick and veined and glistening under the moonlight. “I’ll tell you what,” he said, his grin turning playful, “why don’t you touch it? Go on—it won’t bite. Might spit if you handle it right, though.” He laughed at his own joke, and the sound was strangely disarming, as if this were just another casual encounter.

I held my breath as Emma hesitated, her hand trembling at her side. I wanted to say something, to stop this—or maybe to encourage it; I wasn’t sure anymore. But I didn’t speak. Neither of us did. The air between us crackled with tension, and then, slowly, her hand began to move.

I watched in amazement as her fingers reached out, tentative at first, until they finally made contact with the dark, rigid flesh. Justin’s cock twitched at her touch, jerking slightly as her small hand wrapped around it. Her gasp was soft, almost imperceptible, but I heard it. I felt it.

Justin groaned, his grin softening into something more primal. “There you go,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

Emma didn’t answer. She just stared at her hand, at the cock she was now holding, her breathing shallow and uneven. My own cock throbbed against her, harder than I’d ever felt it, as I tried to process what was happening. My sweet, shy wife was standing here, gripping another man’s cock—a stranger’s cock—and I didn’t know whether I wanted to pull her away or push her further.

“Mmm, that’s nice,” Justin said, his voice a low rumble of satisfaction as Emma’s small hand moved tentatively along his thick shaft. His cock twitched in her grip, responding to her hesitant movements, and he grinned down at her with an air of total confidence. “Now that you’ve got hold of it, why don’t you start stroking it for me?” he said, his tone more of a command than a suggestion.

Emma’s hand began to move along his cock, slow at first, her strokes awkward but deliberate. My heart pounded as I watched, a mix of disbelief, jealousy, and raw arousal flooding my senses. My hands were still on her tits, gripping them through her blouse as if holding on would somehow ground me in this surreal moment.

Justin’s eyes stayed locked on Emma’s, his smile widening as he continued. “Get down on your knees,” he told her, his voice firm but teasing. “You’ll get a better view.”

I froze, my hands still on her as I tried to process his words. But Emma didn’t hesitate. It was as though she was moving on instinct now, completely under his control. She released his cock briefly, and I had no choice but to let go of her as she sank to her knees, her face now inches away from him. She knelt there, looking up at him with wide eyes, her breathing quick and shallow.

Justin reached down and brushed a strand of hair from her face, his cock swaying tantalizingly close to her lips. “That’s a good girl,” he murmured, his voice filled with satisfaction.

And that’s when it hit me—what was happening, what was about to happen. I didn’t have to ask or wonder anymore. I knew, without a doubt, that this man was going to fuck my wife. It wasn’t a question of if—only when.

The thought should have made me pull her away, should have made me do something to stop this before it went any further. But instead, I just stood there, frozen, my cock straining in my jeans as I watched my sweet, shy Emma kneeling before him, completely under his spell.

“Suck my cock, slut,” Justin commanded, his voice dripping with authority. That was all it took. The woman who wouldn’t even entertain the idea of giving me a proper blowjob was about to do it for a complete stranger. I stood frozen, watching as my wife pulled his massive cock toward her open mouth. She stuck her tongue out hesitantly, then dragged it across the swollen head, licking the tip like she was testing the waters. Justin moaned deeply the instant her tongue made contact, and my stomach churned with a mix of jealousy, humiliation, and overwhelming arousal.

My own cock was aching, straining painfully in my jeans. I couldn’t take it anymore. Fumbling, I undid my zipper and pulled myself out. My cock was just shy of 6 inches, with a thick, uncut head that gleamed in the moonlight as I began stroking myself furiously. It wasn’t small, but next to Justin’s cock—circumcised, veined, and monstrously thick—it felt… inadequate. The thought should have dampened my arousal, but it didn’t. If anything, it only spurred me on, my hand moving faster as I watched Emma timidly worship another man.

Justin’s eyes flicked toward me, his grin sharp and knowing. “Slut,” he said, addressing Emma, “you better suck your husband’s cock. He’s about ready to blow.”

Without hesitation, Emma stopped licking Justin and turned to me. My heart pounded in disbelief as she reached for me, her small hand wrapping around my shaft with a familiarity she’d rarely shown before. Her lips parted, and before I could even process what was happening, she took my cock into her mouth.

A guttural grunt escaped me at the sensation. It was the first time my wife had ever really sucked me, and the combination of her lips and tongue, combined with the sheer obscenity of the situation, sent me spiraling toward the edge almost immediately. She didn’t take me deep, didn’t linger. Instead, she worked me with her hand, jerking me as her tongue teased the head.

“Oh fuck, Emma,” I groaned, my hips jerking as I felt the heat building fast. Her hand moved with steady precision, her grip tight and perfect. My breathing hitched, my body tensed, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. “Oh fuck, you fucking slut. Ahhhhhhhh!” I shouted as my cock pulsed in her hand, thick jets of cum spilling onto the ground between us.

Emma didn’t even flinch. She kept stroking me as my orgasm tore through me, milking every last drop until I was gasping for air. My legs felt weak, my hips twitching with every lingering stroke of her hand. She didn’t clean me with her mouth, didn’t swallow. Instead, she released me with a final squeeze, letting me sag back in place, completely drained.

But Emma wasn’t finished. Still holding Justin’s cock in her other hand, she turned back to him, her focus now entirely on the man towering over her. Her lips parted once more, her tongue darting out to tease the head before she slowly took him into her mouth. Inch by inch, she fed his thick shaft past her lips, stretching herself to accommodate him.

I watched in awe, my cock twitching again despite the fact I’d just come, as my wife began to suck Justin’s cock with a fervor I’d never seen before. The contrast was stark, undeniable. My uncut shaft still glistened from her hand, softening slightly as I stood there, stunned and transfixed. But Justin? His circumcised cock disappeared between her lips, his size forcing her jaw wide as she moaned softly around him, her hand stroking the base of his length.

The realization hit me like a freight train: Emma wasn’t just doing this. She was enjoying it.

With only a couple of inches in her mouth, Emma stopped, her jaw straining as she tried to manage his sheer size. Her lips stretched tightly around his thick shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she attempted to take him further. But Justin wasn’t in the mood to wait. Gripping the back of her head, he pressed his cock deeper into her mouth with deliberate force.

Emma’s reaction was immediate. She gagged, her hands flying up to push against his thighs, coughing as she struggled against him. Finally, she managed to push him back, his cock slipping from her lips with a wet pop. She gasped for air, her chest heaving as she took in deep gulps, her face flushed and eyes watering.

And yet, despite the struggle, her hand never left his cock. Her fingers stayed wrapped around him, gripping him tightly as if holding on for dear life. The contrast between her apparent panic and her refusal to let go sent a jolt through me, a mix of concern, jealousy, and raw arousal all tangled together in my chest.

Justin chuckled, his voice low and amused. “Sorry about that,” he said, running a hand through his short-cropped hair. “I get a bit enthusiastic when a white chick sucks my cock.” He paused, his eyes flicking between the two of us. “By the way, I didn’t get your names?”

The absurdity of the moment wasn’t lost on me. Here we were, my wife on her knees, her lips shiny and swollen from her first attempt at taking his cock, and now we were introducing ourselves like this was some casual meet-and-greet. At the time, I had no idea how pivotal this moment would be for both of us—how much it would change everything.

“I’m Mike,” I said, my voice hoarse. “And… and this is Emma.”

Emma didn’t even look at me. She was still focused entirely on Justin’s cock, her lips brushing against the head as she pressed soft kisses to it, her tongue flicking out to lap at the tip. Whatever hesitation or fear she’d felt moments ago seemed to dissolve, replaced by a strange determination.

Justin grinned, clearly pleased with her response. “Man, I can’t get over how much white chicks love to suck my cock,” he said, addressing me but keeping his eyes locked on Emma. His hand moved to the back of her head again, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to guide her.

“That's it, slut,” he murmured, his tone dripping with satisfaction. “Use your tongue.”

Emma moaned softly around him as she opened her mouth wider, taking him in again. This time, Justin started to move, his hips rocking gently as he began to fuck her mouth with slow, measured thrusts. Each movement drew a deep moan from him, his cock sliding just a little further past her lips every time. Emma was still struggling—her jaw stretched wide, her hands clutching his thighs—but she was adjusting, her tongue swirling around his shaft as she worked to take more of him.

Justin groaned, his head falling back slightly. “Fuck, that’s it,” he said, his voice thick with pleasure. “Good girl. Take it all.”

Every so often, he would push a little deeper, testing her limits. She would gag and stop him, pulling back just enough to catch her breath before diving back in. I couldn’t look away, my own cock stiffening again as I watched Emma push herself further and further, her face a mix of concentration and arousal as she submitted to his rhythm. She was learning, and quickly.

I didn’t know what was more shocking: that my wife was here, on her knees, being used like this—or that I couldn’t stop her. And, if I was being honest, I didn’t want to.

But we were soon distracted by Paul letting out a loud, guttural groan, his voice cutting through the night air. It was the unmistakable sound of a man who had just cum hard. As he pulled his cock out of Lauren’s pussy, my jaw practically dropped. Justin’s cock was massive, but Paul’s was something else entirely. It wasn’t as long—probably 7 ½ or 8 inches—but the girth was almost unreal, thick and rounded like a coke can. It was also circumcised, the head flared and glistening with Lauren’s juices as he stepped back.

Lauren slowly lifted herself off the bonnet, and as she moved, a loud, wet queef escaped her, echoing in the stillness. She didn’t seem embarrassed, though—if anything, it only highlighted just how much of Paul’s cock had been inside her.

As she stood and adjusted her skirt, I got my first real look at her. Lauren was stunning, the kind of woman who seemed to defy her age. She was in her late 30s, with an athletic, toned figure that made her look years younger. Her small, perky breasts bounced slightly with each movement, her nipples taut against the cool night air. Her blouse was unbuttoned and hanging loose, offering a full view of her chest, while her short skirt was bunched around her hips, exposing a pair of stockings held up by delicate suspenders. Her abs were defined, a tight little gym bunny six-pack that spoke of hours spent sculpting her body.

As Lauren turned and knelt in front of Paul, another queef escaped her, this one louder than the first, making it impossible to ignore. Her pussy clenched visibly as she settled on her knees, the sound only emphasizing just how thoroughly she’d been stretched by him.

Paul smirked at the noise, clearly used to this reaction, and grabbed the back of Lauren’s head. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and opened her mouth, taking the thick head of his cock between her lips. I watched in awe as she began to work him, her small mouth stretching impossibly wide to accommodate his girth. Inch by inch, Paul’s cock disappeared into her, her throat bulging slightly as she took as much as she could.

Justin noticed me staring, his grin smug. “Yep,” he said, nodding toward Lauren. “She’s got one hell of a mouth. It’s like being sucked by a vacuum cleaner. She takes mine no problem, but struggles a bit with Paul’s. Still, she’s incredible. You’ll have to give her a try sometime.”

I barely registered his words, too focused on Lauren’s performance. She bobbed her head with practiced ease, her hands stroking the thick base of Paul’s cock where her mouth couldn’t reach. The sounds she made were obscene—wet, sloppy, and enthusiastic. It was impossible to look away.

Justin chuckled, drawing my attention back to him and Emma. “Mmm, that’s better,” he murmured, looking down at her with approval. Emma was taking more of his cock into her mouth now, her jaw relaxing as she adjusted to his size. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance as she worked him, her tongue swirling around the shaft with growing confidence.

Then Paul’s voice broke through the moment, commanding and direct. “Hey, Justin! Bring her over here,” he called, his tone thick with arousal. “I wouldn’t mind trying some fresh pussy.”

The words sent a jolt through me, my stomach twisting with anticipation and dread as I looked down at Emma. Her mouth was still full of Justin’s cock, her eyes closed as she focused on pleasing him. She hadn’t heard Paul—or maybe she had and just wasn’t reacting. Either way, I knew things were about to escalate.

Justin pulled his wet cock from Emma’s mouth, her lips glistening as she gasped for breath. Without hesitation, he guided her to her feet, his hand firm on her arm as he led her toward the car. As they moved closer, Emma’s eyes locked onto the sight of Paul, his cock still buried deep in Lauren’s throat. Lauren was fully engrossed, her head bobbing rhythmically, her blonde hair bouncing slightly with every motion.

Emma froze, her body stiffening as Paul pulled out of Lauren’s mouth. Inch by inch of his massive cock emerged, glistening with Lauren’s saliva. It was thicker than anything Emma had ever seen—so wide that even the thought of it seemed impossible. She gripped my hand tightly, her voice shaking with panic.

“Oh my god, I can’t take that—it’s too big. Please, Mike, no, I can’t,” she pleaded, her eyes wide with both fear and awe.

Justin laughed, his deep chuckle breaking the tension. “No, Emma, that’s not what he means. Paul loves eating pussy. It’s not just his cock that’s big. Show her, Paul.”

Paul grinned, his confidence radiating as he stuck out his tongue. It was thick, broad, and impossibly long, reaching down to the bottom of his chin. Emma’s grip on my hand slackened slightly, her panic giving way to a flicker of curiosity.

Lauren chose that moment to chime in, her voice breathy but playful. “Go on, babe, you don’t know what you’re missing. Trust me—it’ll make your toes curl.”

The casual confidence in Lauren’s voice seemed to ease Emma a little. Reluctantly, she allowed us to lead her closer to the car. Her eyes, however, remained glued to Paul’s cock, her awe-struck expression betraying a mix of fascination and intimidation.

As Emma sat down on the hood, her summer dress riding up slightly, Justin and I exchanged a glance before moving to unbutton the front of it. She was too preoccupied with Paul’s cock to protest, letting us reveal her plain, functional bra and panties. Unlike Lauren’s bold, provocative look, Emma’s underwear was simple and practical—frumpy, even. It was a subtle but telling reminder of how far removed she was from anything like this before tonight.

I reached around to unclasp her bra, letting it fall away to expose her large, pear-shaped breasts. They were magnificent—soft and full, her nipples already hard in the evening air. For a moment, I was struck by the contrast between her and Lauren. Where Lauren was toned and polished, Emma was soft and natural, her body untouched by the meticulous grooming and effort Lauren clearly put into her appearance.

We eased her back onto the hood, her body trembling slightly as she lay there. I couldn’t resist the sight before me, leaning down to take one of her hard nipples into my mouth. She gasped sharply as my tongue flicked over the sensitive peak, her body arching slightly into my touch.

While I was focused on her breasts, Paul knelt at the edge of the car and began to slide Emma’s panties down her thighs. Her body tensed for a moment, but then she lifted her hips instinctively, allowing him to fully remove them. The moment they were gone, I heard Paul’s low whistle.

“Whoa, you’re rocking the natural look down here,” Paul said with a playful grin, his tone teasing but not unkind. “I might need a machete to get through this jungle.”

Emma’s face turned bright red, her hands instinctively moving to cover herself. But Paul was already prying her legs apart, his grip firm but gentle as he exposed her hairy pussy to the cool night air. It was a stark contrast to Lauren’s fully shaved, polished look. The thick mass of curls surrounding Emma’s slit was untrimmed, wild, and unashamedly natural—a testament to how little she’d thought about something like this ever happening.

“I—I didn’t know,” Emma stammered, her voice barely above a whisper, her embarrassment clear. But Paul didn’t seem fazed. If anything, her natural state seemed to excite him more.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” Paul murmured, his voice low and almost comforting. “I like it raw.”

Without another word, he leaned in, his tongue parting her folds with a broad, deliberate stroke. Emma’s gasp was sharp, her entire body jolting as his tongue worked its way along her slit. Her embarrassment melted into soft groans, her fingers gripping the edges of the hood as Paul’s expert tongue explored her most sensitive places. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he delved deeper, his long tongue working her with practiced precision.

Paul soon had Emma crying out, her voice echoing in the still night. “Oh god, yes! Oh yes, don’t stop—that feels so good! Oh my god, yessssssss!” Her body arched and bounced against the car hood, her movements erratic as her first orgasm tore through her. I struggled to keep her nipple in my mouth as she jerked around, her cries of pleasure filling the air and mixing with the wet, obscene sounds of Paul’s tongue working her.

As her body finally calmed, I noticed her hand reaching for Justin’s cock. Without hesitation, she grasped it firmly, guiding the thick shaft back to her open mouth. My heart twisted sharply as I watched her lips wrap around him, her tongue flicking out to tease the head before sliding him deeper.

How had it come to this? Only hours ago, she was my shy, hesitant wife. Now she was kneeling on a car hood, moaning like a woman possessed, her hand stroking one massive cock while her mouth worked another. Had this been waiting inside her all along? Some deep, hidden desire I had never tapped into? The thought filled me with both a sickening jealousy and a dark, undeniable arousal.

I wanted to believe I was okay with this, that I was sharing something intimate with my wife, opening a new chapter for us. But as I watched her moan around Justin’s cock, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was losing her, piece by piece. That this wasn’t something we were doing together—it was something she was doing, and I was only here to witness it.

Emma’s moans became muffled as she took more of Justin’s cock into her mouth, her body trembling with pleasure as she surrendered to him. I distracted myself by focusing on her breasts, leaning down to chew on her nipple. Justin’s hand moved to her other tit, squeezing it roughly as Paul’s tongue continued to lap at her soaked pussy. Between the three of us, Emma’s body writhed uncontrollably, her soft cries indicating a series of small orgasms rippling through her.

I was so focused on her that I almost didn’t notice the hand wrapping around my cock. Startled, I looked down to see Lauren kneeling at my feet, her athletic body illuminated by the dim light. She smirked up at me, her small, perky breasts swaying slightly as she tugged me toward her mouth.

Standing up, I turned to face her, my pants pooling at my ankles as she tugged them down. My cock, stiff and aching, sprang free, and Lauren wasted no time. She licked along the underside of my shaft, her tongue sending electric shocks through my body. I groaned loudly, my head falling back as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me.

Lauren’s confidence was overwhelming. Where Emma’s touch had been hesitant and exploratory, Lauren took control immediately. Her lips slid down my shaft with practiced ease, her throat opening to take me fully. I gasped as her nose pressed into my stomach, the sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt. She handled me so effortlessly, as though my size—just under six inches—was barely a challenge compared to what she was used to.

As much as I wanted to enjoy the moment, a wave of doubt crept over me. Here I was, letting another woman devour my cock while my wife—my sweet, innocent wife—was being turned into something I barely recognized. Was I losing myself as much as I was losing her? Was this about sharing, or were we both being consumed by something we couldn’t control?

Lauren didn’t let me dwell on it for long. She pulled back just enough to let her tongue slide out, licking my balls while the head of my cock rested on her lips. “Oh my god,” I gasped, the sensation sending me over the edge. My body tensed, and I tried to hold it back, but it was useless. The pleasure was too intense, too overwhelming.

“Ohhh fuck, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I cried out as I came hard, my hips jerking uncontrollably. Lauren pulled back slightly, letting the first few spurts hit her tongue before sliding me back into her mouth, milking me with her lips as I continued to cum. My groans filled the air as I pulsed in her throat, my body trembling from the release.


Chapter 2

When I finally stopped cumming, my cock softening slightly, Lauren pulled back and stood, her confident smirk returning. Wrapping her arms around my neck, she kissed me deeply, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I froze as I tasted something salty and familiar—my own cum.

I’d heard of snowballing before, but I’d never thought I’d experience it. Instinctively, I kissed her back, letting my tongue push the cum back into her mouth. She responded with equal intensity, the kiss messy and primal.

When she pulled away, she opened her mouth to show me the cum still on her tongue. With a mischievous glint in her eye, she made a show of swirling it around before swallowing it in one deliberate gulp.

I stood there, dazed and conflicted, my mind spinning. My wife’s moans brought my attention back to the hood, where Justin and Paul continued to work her. A part of me wanted to stop this, to pull her back to me and leave. But another part, darker and hungrier, wanted to see how far she would go—and where this would leave us.

I was just imagining Emma doing the same trick Lauren had done, the idea swirling in my mind, when her voice snapped me back to reality. She was begging now, her tone desperate and raw. “Oh god, I need your cock. Please, please fuck me,” she pleaded, her wide eyes locked on Justin’s face.

My stomach twisted as I watched her push Paul’s head away from her soaked pussy. She sat up, still gripping Justin’s cock, and pulled him closer until he was standing between her open legs. Her fingers trembled as she tried to guide him into her, her hips shifting forward eagerly, almost frantic in her need.

Justin surprised me by stopping her. He held her by the hips, steadying her, before turning to Paul. “Pass me the lube, Paul,” he said, his voice calm but charged with anticipation. Then he glanced at me, flashing a knowing grin. “I always like to lube up when breaking in new pussy, especially when they’re this keen. Man, I’m going to enjoy this.”

Paul reached for the lube, his tongue darting out as he tried to clear something from his mouth. It didn’t take much to realize he was still dealing with one of Emma’s stray hairs. The sight struck me—Lauren’s pussy, neatly shaved and polished, stood in stark contrast to Emma’s thick, untamed curls. It was hard not to wonder what Emma would look like bare. Would she be embarrassed by the attention, or would it unlock even more of this wild, uninhibited side of her? The thought lingered, vivid and distracting.

Having found the offending hair, Paul licked his lips, still glossy with Emma’s juices. The sight sent a jolt through me. I’d always loved going down on her, the taste of her, the way she responded so completely to my tongue. But now, watching another man do it—and watching her body respond just as intensely—I felt a pang of something sharp and hard to name.

Justin, meanwhile, was calmly coating his cock with lube, taking his time as if savoring the moment. I moved closer to Emma, unable to stay still. Her legs were still spread wide, her body trembling with anticipation. Gently, I ran my fingers along her inner thigh, tracing the soft skin until I reached her soaked pussy. Her gasp was immediate, sharp and full of need, as my fingers parted her lips. My thumb brushed against her clit, and I pushed a finger into her, feeling her heat and wetness wrap around me.

She squirmed on the hood of the car, her hips moving instinctively as her pussy clenched around my finger. Her body was so responsive, so desperate to be filled. I pressed deeper, my knuckle rubbing against her clit as I started to finger-fuck her, slow at first but building speed as she loosened up. When I added a second finger, she moaned loudly, her back arching as she thrust against my hand.

For a brief moment, it felt like she was mine again, like this was something just between us. But then Justin stepped forward, gripping my wrist and pulling my hand away from her. His cock gleamed with lube, thick and ready, and the reality of what was about to happen hit me like a punch to the gut.

I stepped back, my hand slick with her juices, and brought it to my nose. The scent of her was intoxicating, sweet and musky, like a perfume meant only for me. The urge to bury my face between her thighs and taste her overwhelmed me, but it wasn’t my place anymore—not tonight. Emma had made her choice, her gaze fixed on Justin with an intensity I couldn’t ignore.

Still, I couldn’t resist a taste. I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean, the flavor of her filling my senses. It was bittersweet—so intimate and yet so distant, a reminder of what I wanted but couldn’t have in that moment.

Justin positioned himself between her legs, and Emma looked up at him, her face flushed and her breathing ragged. She was ready, eager. I stood there, torn between wanting to pull her back to me and needing to see what happened next.

Justin stood between Emma’s open legs, his slick cock gliding along her soaked pussy lips. Emma gasped loudly as her folds parted, allowing him to slide along her entrance, the pressure of his thick shaft making her hips jerk involuntarily. His teasing was deliberate, and her desperation was palpable.

“Tell me what you want, slut,” Justin demanded, his voice low and commanding.

Emma groaned deeply as the head of his cock brushed her clit, her entire body shivering with need. “Please don’t tease,” she begged, her voice strained and full of yearning. “I want your cock in my pussy.”

Her legs wrapped tightly around his hips as she tried to pull him closer, her body pleading for what she craved. But Justin stopped her, holding her in place, continuing to toy with her.

“What about your husband’s cock?” he asked with a smirk, his voice dripping with mockery.

Emma’s response was instant, and her tone was forceful, almost defiant. “He can fuck me later. Now stop pissing around and fuck me!”

I stood there, stunned, as her words sank in. My shy, reserved wife—who once blushed at the idea of even trying new positions—was now openly demanding to be fucked by another man. I shook my head in wonder. I’d always wished for her to be more sexually confident, to let go of her inhibitions. Now, it was as though every barrier she’d ever had had crumbled in an instant. This was a dream come true—or at least, that’s what I told myself.

Justin leaned back slightly, angling the head of his cock at the entrance to Emma’s slick, pink cunt. I held my breath as he pressed forward, her pussy opening to take him. The sight was mesmerizing, her lips stretching to accommodate the thick head of his cock. Emma let out a low grunt as he pushed inside her, her body tensing at the intrusion. He didn’t go far, holding himself still with just the head buried in her, letting her adjust to his size.

Emma’s breath came in shallow gasps as her body struggled to take him, her pink lips stretched tightly around the girth of his black shaft. I couldn’t look away. My cock, already hard, twitched at the sight, the thought of sloppy seconds—fucking her stretched pussy after he’d filled her with his cum—taking over my mind. Unable to stop myself, I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began stroking, the slickness of my precum making every movement smooth and easy.

As Emma adjusted, Paul moved beside her, his massive cock semi-erect as he brought it to her face. The contrast between his thick, dark shaft and her flushed, pale skin was stark. She looked up at him, her chest heaving as she panted from the stretch of Justin’s cock inside her. Her gaze lingered on Paul’s cock, her hesitation visible but fleeting.

It was then that Justin pushed deeper into Emma’s cunt, his thick length sliding further inside her. She gasped loudly, the sound raw and guttural, as her body tried to accommodate his girth. Paul seized the opportunity, pressing the broad head of his cock against her parted lips. For a moment, I expected her to turn away, to reject it. After all, she’d been so intimidated by its size only minutes ago. But instead, she opened her mouth, allowing him in.

Her hand reached up instinctively, wrapping around the thick shaft as her lips stretched around the head. Paul groaned softly as she began to work him, her mouth stuffed full of cock while her hand stroked the length she couldn’t fit. The sight was surreal—Emma, my sweet, hesitant wife, now eagerly taking two men at once. I couldn’t decide if I was proud, aroused, or utterly lost in the whirlwind of emotions coursing through me.

While Paul was enjoying Emma’s mouth, Justin continued working his cock deeper into her tight pussy. His movements were deliberate, each thrust testing her limits as she stretched to accommodate him. Every so often, he pulled out, his cock glistening with lube and her arousal, only to press back inside with a little more force. Her moans were unrelenting, filling the night air, a mix of pleasure and the shock of being taken by a cock so big.

As entranced as I was by the sight of Emma being fucked, I couldn’t ignore Lauren. She was leaning back against the car, her toned body glowing under the dim light. Her fingers moved expertly between her legs, her small breasts rising and falling with each shallow breath. She was rubbing her clit with quick, precise circles, her other hand trailing along her bare stomach. I wanted to keep watching Emma, but Lauren’s raw, unashamed confidence pulled my focus entirely.

Lauren noticed me hesitating, her lips curling into a playful smirk. Without a word, she beckoned me with a crook of her finger, turning slightly and pressing her ass against the car door. “Come here,” she said softly but firmly. It wasn’t a request.

I stepped closer, my heart pounding as she spread her legs wider, planting her heeled feet firmly on the ground. She reached out and tugged me down, and before I could even process what was happening, I was on my knees between her open thighs. Her stockings were smooth under my hands as I ran them along her legs, the material soft but firm, accentuating the toned curves of her thighs.

“Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with confidence. “Show me what that mouth of yours can do.”

I leaned in, my lips brushing the bare skin above her stocking tops. As I inched closer to her pussy, her scent hit me—warm, musky, and intoxicating. I paused, closing my eyes to breathe it in, but Lauren wasn’t having it. Her fingers gripped the back of my head, pulling me roughly against her.

“Don’t tease,” she said with a quiet authority. “Get to work.”

My nose pressed firmly against her smooth, shaved pussy, and I stuck out my tongue, dragging it along her slit in a slow, tentative stroke. The taste of her was immediate, a heady mixture of her arousal and something richer—Paul’s cum. The realization sent a strange thrill through me, but any hesitation I might have had was erased by Lauren’s soft moan of approval. I licked again, more confidently this time, my tongue parting her folds as I explored her fully.

She gasped as I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, her hips bucking slightly against my face. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

I lost myself in her, every sound she made spurring me on. My hands gripped her thighs, fingers pressing into the firm muscles as I buried my face between her legs. My tongue worked tirelessly, alternating between broad, flat strokes that covered her entire pussy and sharp, focused flicks over her clit. Lauren’s grip on my head tightened, guiding me exactly where she wanted me, her dominance clear in every movement.

“Deeper,” she commanded, her voice breathy. “I want to feel you inside.”

I obeyed without thinking, pushing my tongue as far as it would go into her wet, slick heat. Her walls clenched around me as I twisted and probed, her taste flooding my senses. My nose pressed against her clit as I worked, the ridges of her folds brushing against my lips with every movement. I could feel her juices coating my chin, dripping down onto my neck, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was her pleasure.

Lauren moaned louder, her hips grinding against my face as she took control of the rhythm. “Good boy,” she murmured, her words making my cock twitch. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Her praise sent a jolt through me, and I redoubled my efforts. My tongue moved faster, swirling and plunging into her as I sucked gently on her folds. Her thighs pressed tighter around my head, trapping me in place, but I didn’t mind. I wanted her to use me, to take everything she needed from me.

Suddenly, her entire body tensed, her thighs shaking as she cried out. “Oh yes! Ohhh yessss, ahhhhhhhhh!” she screamed, her voice echoing in the night. A gush of fluid flooded my mouth, her release hitting me with an intensity I wasn’t prepared for. I swallowed instinctively, trying to keep up as she came, but there was too much. Her juices streamed down my chin, soaking my face as she rode out her orgasm.

Lauren’s grip on my head didn’t loosen until the tremors of her climax subsided. Even then, she kept me pressed against her pussy, her breathing ragged as I lapped gently at her oversensitive folds. My tongue moved slowly now, savoring her taste, as her moans turned into soft sighs of contentment.

Eventually, she leaned back against the car, releasing my head and running a hand through her hair. “God, I needed that,” she said with a satisfied grin. Her fingers brushed my cheek as she pushed me back slightly. “You’ve got a talented tongue, babe. Thank you.”

I stayed on my knees, dazed and overwhelmed, my face glistening with her release. She stood over me, her confidence unshaken, while I tried to process what had just happened. Lauren had taken control entirely, leaving me breathless and eager to serve her again.

As I stood up, licking Lauren’s taste from my lips, she turned to look at me with a playful smirk. “Wow,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’re a mess. I think I’ve left half my pussy on your face. Good thing we keep wipes in the car.” She tilted her head, studying me with a teasing glint in her eye. “Unless you’re planning to wear it like a badge of honor?”

My cheeks flushed as she chuckled softly, clearly enjoying my awkwardness. Before I could respond, she turned and opened the car door, bending over to rummage inside. The sight of her perfectly peach-like ass, framed by her stockings and suspender belt, was enough to make my mouth go dry. The curve of her hips and the smooth skin of her thighs drew my gaze like a magnet, and for a moment, I was completely entranced.

I hesitated, the thought crossing my mind that I’d already gone this far—what harm could it do to go a little further? Reaching out tentatively, my hands rested on her soft, warm cheeks, stroking the supple skin. Lauren didn’t flinch. Instead, she gave a small, encouraging wiggle of her hips, her playful smirk audible in her voice. “Mmm, someone’s feeling brave,” she teased, still rummaging through the car. “Go on, don’t be shy.”

Taking her invitation as permission, I let my fingers wander, squeezing her ass gently before sliding lower. My fingertips brushed against her wet, swollen pussy, and I couldn’t help myself. Two fingers slipped inside her effortlessly, her warmth enveloping me as her body responded immediately. She let out a soft moan, her hips pushing back slightly to meet my hand.

Lauren shifted her position, leaning forward onto her hands and knees, giving me even better access. “That’s it,” she said, her tone playful but laced with challenge. “Show me what you’ve got, champ.”

I was too focused on the feel of her to respond. Adding a third finger, I pushed deeper, her slick walls clenching around me as she let out a louder moan. Her hips rocked against my hand, her movements deliberate as she took control of the rhythm. I was so lost in the moment that everything else faded away—until I felt a sudden, sharp awareness.

My cock.

Normally, I was always aware of it, especially when I was aroused. But now, as I stood behind Lauren with my fingers buried in her, I realized with a jolt that I had completely forgotten about it. Glancing down, I saw it standing stiff and tall, precum dripping from the tip. I hadn’t even noticed. How could I have been so consumed by her, so lost in the act of going down on her, that I hadn’t felt my own arousal?

Lauren must have sensed my distraction. She glanced back over her shoulder, her grin widening as she noticed my realization. “Aww, did you forget about this little guy?” she cooed, her eyes flicking to my cock. “That’s adorable. I didn’t think I could make a man forget he had a dick.”

Her words stung, playful though they were. I tried to recover, pushing my fingers deeper into her as my other hand gripped her ass. But Lauren wasn’t done. She wiggled her hips again, pressing back against my hand as she spoke, her tone dripping with mockery.

“You were so into eating me out, I thought maybe you were a professional. You know, the kind who doesn’t even need a cock to get the job done.” She giggled, the sound light but biting. “But I guess even good boys get a little excited eventually.”

Her teasing only made my cock throb harder, the mix of humiliation and arousal twisting in my chest. Lauren shifted again, arching her back slightly as she pushed her ass higher. “Well, don’t just stand there,” she said, her voice still playful but commanding. “If you’re that eager, let’s see if you can handle me.”

Her words lit a fire in me. My fingers slid out of her, my hands gripping her hips as I positioned myself behind her. My cock, stiff and aching, brushed against her wet folds as I prepared to give her what she was asking for.

I moved between Lauren’s open legs, her toned thighs still trembling from the orgasm I had given her with my tongue. Holding my cock in one hand, I ran the tip along her slick, swollen pussy lips. Her body responded immediately, her folds parting easily as I slid inside her. The heat and wetness enveloped me, but as I pushed all the way in, I realized with a sinking feeling that I could barely feel anything. Her cunt was so sloppy and stretched that it offered little resistance.

The humiliation hit me like a wave. Here I was, following Paul and Justin—men with cocks far bigger than mine—and I couldn’t even feel the woman beneath me. Lauren, the woman I’d just made scream with pleasure, didn’t seem to notice or care as I began moving inside her. She moaned softly, almost absentmindedly, as if indulging me more than enjoying it. The contrast between her earlier intensity and now stung deeply.

Refusing to give up, I pulled out and repositioned her legs, pressing them tightly together. Straddling her thighs, I pushed back inside her. This time, it was better—the tightness from her pressed-together legs gave me the friction I needed, and I let out a low groan of relief. Gripping her hips, I started a slow rhythm, pulling all the way out before plunging back in again. My cock slid easily into her sloppy, soaked cunt with every thrust, and I clung to the idea that I was at least making the most of the moment.

The sound of the car rocking pulled my attention away. Justin had Emma’s legs on his shoulders, his powerful body driving his cock into her with a force that made the entire vehicle shudder. The sight was almost surreal—Emma, my shy wife, being pile-driven by a massive cock that stretched her far beyond anything she’d experienced before. Her voice was muffled by Paul’s thick cock in her mouth, her moans reduced to muffled hums and gasps.

Then, as her breathing became labored, Emma spat Paul’s cock out, her lips slick and swollen. She took in a deep breath, her chest rising and falling as she tried to recover. But Justin didn’t let up. His relentless thrusts continued, the wet slap of his thighs against her ass echoing loudly in the night. Each thrust forced a grunt from Emma’s lips, her voice raw and animalistic. “Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!” she cried, the sound rising with every thrust.

I couldn’t look away. Emma wasn’t just being fucked—she was being dominated, utterly consumed by Justin’s cock. Her body writhed uncontrollably, her moans turning into screams as another orgasm ripped through her. I felt a pang of jealousy, humiliation, and a strange, dark arousal all at once. This was a side of her I had never seen, a level of pleasure I had never been able to give her.

I tried to refocus, driving my cock into Lauren’s sloppy cunt, but my rhythm faltered as the scene in front of me unfolded. Paul was stroking his cock furiously, his grunts growing louder as he approached his climax. “Here it comes, slut,” he growled, his voice strained. “Oh yesss, yessssssss!”

Emma barely seemed to register his words, her body still jerking with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Then Paul’s cock exploded, thick jets of cum cascading across Emma’s face. The first shot hit her forehead, dripping down into her wide, screaming mouth. The next coated her nose and cheeks, some of it splattering onto her chin and neck. Paul groaned deeply, his body jerking as he continued to pump his fist, unleashing rope after rope of cum onto her face.

I froze, my thrusts into Lauren coming to a halt as the shock hit me. Emma had always been firm about this—cum on her face was a hard no. I’d asked once, early in our marriage, and she had shut it down so decisively that I hadn’t brought it up again. And yet here she was, covered in Paul’s cum, her mouth open, her tongue darting out instinctively to catch the drops pooling at her lips. She didn’t wipe it away, didn’t flinch. It was as if she didn’t even notice.

Her body trembled violently as another orgasm rolled through her, her moans turning to high-pitched cries. The combination of Justin’s relentless pounding and Paul’s cum dripping down her face seemed to push her into a new level of ecstasy. I couldn’t tell if she was aware of what had happened or if her mind was completely consumed by pleasure.

My own emotions churned wildly—pride at how intensely Emma was experiencing this, humiliation at how far removed I felt from her in this moment, and arousal at the sheer debauchery of the scene. My cock throbbed inside Lauren, and I began moving again, chasing the friction and trying to lose myself in her. But the sight of Emma, her face a mess of cum and pleasure, stayed burned in my mind, feeding both my shame and my desire.

Justin was panting now, his body glistening with sweat as he relentlessly pounded into Emma’s thoroughly stretched pussy. His grunts grew louder, raw and guttural, signaling that he was nearing his climax. “Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, his voice trembling. “Ohhhh fuckkk, yesssss, ahhhhhhh!”

His thrusts became faster, shorter, and more urgent. I watched, captivated, as his hips slammed into Emma one last time, burying his cock as deep as it could go. His body went rigid, and he let out a final, guttural moan as he emptied himself into her. His cock pulsed visibly, his hips jerking with every spurt of cum he pumped into her battered pussy. He stayed there, motionless, his cock buried to the hilt, panting heavily as he tried to catch his breath.

The sight of Emma, legs spread wide and taking everything Justin had to give, sent me over the edge. My own orgasm built quickly, the tension snapping as I slammed my cock as deeply as I could into Lauren’s wet pussy. A low, guttural groan escaped me as my cock throbbed, spilling my cum into her. I clung to her hips, desperate to stay connected to her in this moment, while my cock pulsed again and again, flooding her with everything I had.

Lauren’s pussy tightened around me, her walls gripping and milking my cock in waves. It was unexpected, and the sensation was almost too much. “Ohhhh god,” I moaned, my body trembling as I closed my eyes, savoring every second of the feeling. My hands roamed over her soft, toned ass, my fingers pressing into her flesh as if to ground myself in the moment.

But nothing lasts forever. All too soon, my cock began to soften, her pussy squeezing me out as my release ebbed away. A deep sigh escaped me as I bent down, planting soft kisses along her ass cheeks, my lips brushing against her smooth skin. Lauren let out a soft, satisfied hum but didn’t turn to look at me. Instead, she leaned forward, her hands braced against the car for support, giving her hips a little shuffle before stepping out.

She turned to face me, her face flushed but confident, holding a wet wipe in her hand. A playful smirk curled her lips as she handed it to me. “For your face, or is it for your cock now?” she teased, her tone light but unmistakably cheeky. She gave me a firm pat on the bum as she walked past, leaving me standing there, feeling both used and oddly satisfied.

I wiped my face absentmindedly, my mind already drifting back to Emma. Justin had pulled his cock from her pussy and was now standing between her open legs, his shaft still glistening with a mix of lube and their combined juices. Emma lay there, completely still, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. Her legs were still spread wide, her pussy red and swollen from the relentless pounding it had just endured.

She looked utterly wrecked, her hair disheveled, her skin glistening with sweat, her body splayed out like she had just run a marathon. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She wasn’t just my wife in that moment—she was something else entirely. A part of me wanted to run to her, to cradle her in my arms and bring her back to me. But another part of me was captivated by the sheer eroticism of the sight.

I couldn’t help but think about how she looked, how she would look later. I wished I had my camera, something to capture this moment forever. She was the picture of absolute surrender, a mix of exhaustion and satisfaction written across her face. It was a sight I knew I would never forget.

Laid across the bonnet, Emma’s summer dress was wide open, revealing her soft, slightly chubby belly and her large, pear-shaped breasts. Her nipples stood firm, her chest rising and falling with each deep breath. Emma looked so different from Lauren—Emma’s natural beauty radiated softness and approachability, a stark contrast to Lauren’s gym-honed, polished figure. While Lauren’s toned six-pack and small, perky breasts drew immediate attention, Emma’s curvier frame felt inviting, grounded in a quiet sensuality that was now fully unleashed.

But tonight, Emma didn’t look like the shy, reserved wife I knew. Her face was streaked with cum, her lips and chin glistening, while her gaping pussy leaked a mix of cum and lube onto the car hood. Her slightly rounded stomach and thick thighs added to the raw, unfiltered appeal of her appearance. She looked utterly used and completely transformed, a sight that sent a jolt of arousal through me despite my own exhaustion.

All three of us men stood there, our soft, glistening cocks hanging limply between our legs. Even softened, Justin and Paul’s cocks were intimidatingly large—thick, veined, and impossible to ignore. Paul’s coke-can girth was particularly staggering, its sheer size making mine seem modest by comparison. The sheer magnitude of what Emma had taken left me both awed and strangely humbled.

It was Lauren who snapped us out of our daze. “I think she’s had enough for one night,” she said, her tone playful but firm. She turned to me with a teasing smirk. “Come on, help me clean her up.”

She handed me a wet wipe and kept one for herself, immediately starting to clean the streaks of cum from Emma’s face. I knelt between Emma’s legs, my wipe barely making a dent in the mess leaking from her pussy. Her soft, hairy folds were still stretched, puffy and red from Justin’s relentless pounding. I had to request a second wipe, as the first was quickly soaked.

As I worked, Lauren let out a small laugh, her grin mischievous. She bent over to grab another wipe from the car, and as she moved, a loud, wet queef escaped her. She paused for a moment, clearly unfazed, then gave her hips a little shake. “Oops,” she said with a laugh, looking over her shoulder at me. “Guess I’m still full of surprises.”

I couldn’t help but glance at her gaping, polished pussy, glistening with Paul’s cum. It was impossible not to compare—Lauren’s meticulously groomed, smooth folds were a striking contrast to Emma’s untrimmed naturalness. The thought of Emma bare crossed my mind again, and I silently vowed to broach the subject with her soon.

Once Emma was cleaned up, I helped her sit upright and searched for her panties. They’d been discarded earlier in the night, and it took a few minutes of searching in the grass to locate them. By the time I returned, Lauren was fastening Emma’s dress, her hands steady and efficient despite the messy chaos of the evening. Emma still looked dazed, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted slightly, but she smiled weakly when I handed her the panties.

I stepped aside for a moment to talk with Justin and Paul. They leaned against the car, relaxed and satisfied. “We meet here pretty often,” Justin said. “If you’re interested, there’s another one tomorrow night at a different spot. I’ll text you the details.”

Paul nodded, smirking. “But you might want to do something about Emma’s… situation,” he said, gesturing vaguely. “That pussy hair’s got a mind of its own.”

I chuckled. “I’ll see what I can do,” I replied, knowing it was something I’d have to approach carefully.

As we spoke, Lauren returned to the men, dropping to her knees without hesitation. Her small hands wrapped around their soft cocks, stroking them gently as she took turns sucking each one into her mouth. Even flaccid, their cocks looked enormous in her grasp, her lips stretching to accommodate them. I watched for a moment, captivated by her ease and confidence, before turning my attention back to Emma. She was leaning heavily against me, her body still radiating warmth from the night’s intensity.

We began the walk back to the hotel, but I couldn’t help glancing over my shoulder one last time. Lauren was still on her knees, working diligently on Justin and Paul, her head bobbing between them as her hands stroked their shafts. I couldn’t help but wonder what might have happened if we’d stayed longer. The possibilities buzzed through my mind, and I found myself already thinking about tomorrow night.

We hadn’t gone far when a car passed us, its headlights briefly illuminating Emma’s tired but radiant face. Two men sat inside, heading toward the site. I couldn’t help but think Lauren was in for a long night.

As Emma snuggled up to me, her arm slipping around my waist, she gave my ass a gentle squeeze. I smiled and squeezed hers in return, my hand brushing against a large damp patch on her dress. It was where her pussy had leaked onto the fabric while she lay on the bonnet, a reminder of everything that had just happened.

The hotel foyer was thankfully empty as we entered. Lauren had done her best, but Emma still looked thoroughly wrecked—her hair tangled, her dress wrinkled, and her lips still slightly swollen. Once back in our room, we headed straight for the shower. The hot water was soothing, but my thoughts raced, caught between the evening’s events and the anticipation of what tomorrow might hold.

Normally, Emma wore a nightdress to bed, but tonight, she slipped under the covers completely naked. Her curvier frame, her soft belly, her thick thighs—all of it was laid bare for me to admire. She climbed into bed with a tired but content smile, her warm breasts pressing against my chest as she snuggled close. Whatever tomorrow would bring, I couldn’t deny the excitement buzzing through my veins.

Tomorrow was going to be a big day.


Chapter 3

I was jolted awake by the bed shaking violently, confusion giving way to realization as I turned to see Emma at the center of the movement. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her breathing ragged, and her hands were furiously rubbing between her legs. This was new—something I had never seen her do before. Emma had always been reserved, private about her sexuality, but after last night’s public sex session, it was clear that something had changed. She was a different woman, and I could only watch in awe as she explored this new side of herself.

Pulling back the covers, I exposed her naked body. Her soft, slightly chubby belly rose and fell with each labored breath, her large breasts shaking with the rhythm of her frantic movements. My cock stirred at the sight, the rawness of her arousal pulling me in. I leaned over, cupping her soft mounds in my hands, letting their warmth fill my palms. Emma gasped at my touch, her movements slowing for a moment as she registered my presence.

Still cupping her breasts, I let my fingers explore, pinching and rolling her nipples gently between them. Her nipples, already hardened from her arousal, grew even more prominent under my touch. Encouraged by her sharp intake of breath, I bent down and flicked the tip of my tongue across one of her nipples. It was firm, slightly wrinkled, and incredibly sensitive. She arched her back, pressing her chest closer to me as I clamped my lips around her nipple and sucked it into my mouth.

“Oh yes,” she cried out, her voice breathy and desperate. “That’s it. Harder—oh yesssss!”

Her words sent a jolt through me, spurring me on. I bit down lightly on her nipple, pulling it gently with my teeth as my fingers kneaded her other breast. Her moans grew louder, more urgent, as I alternated between licking, sucking, and tugging at her elongated teats. Her heavy breasts moved with my hands, the weight of them intoxicating as I explored her fully.

Emma’s body tensed suddenly, her cries growing louder as she approached the peak of her climax. “Oh my god,” she screamed, her voice breaking as her body shook violently. Her hand moved even faster between her legs, her fingers rubbing her swollen clit with an urgency that matched the wild rhythm of her moans. Her orgasm hit her like a storm, her body bouncing on the bed as the waves of pleasure consumed her.

I struggled to hold onto her nipples as her entire body thrashed beneath me, but I didn’t stop. Her cries of ecstasy filled the room, and the sight of her completely lost in her pleasure was overwhelming. She had never let go like this before—never allowed herself to be this raw, this unrestrained.

And then, just as quickly as it had come, her climax subsided. Her movements slowed, her gasps turning into soft whimpers as her hand eased its frantic pace. She lay back on the bed, her chest heaving as she caught her breath, her fingers still idly playing between her legs. A final, shaky moan escaped her lips, followed by a deep sigh as her body relaxed completely.

I released her nipples, my hands still gently massaging her soft breasts, while my tongue flicked lazily over the tips of her prominent teats. She let out a small hum of contentment, her body melting into the mattress as she recovered. My mind raced, trying to process what I had just witnessed. This wasn’t the Emma I knew—it was something new, something thrilling and unsettling all at once.

Unable to hold back my curiosity, I asked softly, “So what got you so turned on?”

Emma’s cheeks flushed, and for a moment, she hesitated. Then, shyly, she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. “I was remembering last night… and wondering what it would be like to take Paul’s cock.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, a mix of emotions swirling within me. Humiliation, arousal, jealousy, and fascination all fought for dominance. Emma had never talked like this before, never admitted to fantasizing about another man, let alone one she had already been so intimate with. And yet, the image her words conjured—the thought of her body taking Paul’s massive cock, stretching her further than even Justin had—sent a surge of heat through me.

I didn’t know how to respond. My cock throbbed with renewed arousal, but my pride ached at the same time. Emma’s transformation was exhilarating, but it was also terrifying. The woman beside me, the one who had once been so shy and reserved, was now openly sharing her deepest, rawest desires—and I wasn’t sure if I was ready for where this would lead us.

Yesterday, Emma had been wide-eyed and hesitant at the sight of Paul’s enormous cock. Now, she was practically aching for it, her transformation startling but undeniable. She’d shifted from shy uncertainty to something far more primal, and I couldn’t stop marveling at the change.

As we lay beside each other, her head nestled on my shoulder, my hand drifted down to caress the curve of her ass. She leaned into me, her body pliant, her hand wrapping around my hard cock. The warmth of her palm and the deliberate squeeze sent a jolt through me.

I decided to test the waters, curious just how far she was willing to go. “The guys mentioned another meeting tonight,” I murmured, my voice low, baiting. “They’re eager to see you again.” I let the words hang between us, their weight palpable. Then I asked, “Would you want to see them again?”

She paused, her grip tightening slightly, as if grounding herself. “I wouldn’t mind going,” she said softly, almost shyly, before adding, “but only if you want me to.”

Her words ignited something in me—ecstasy, anticipation, lust. The idea of watching her with Justin and Paul again, seeing her stretched and filled, was too tempting to resist. I decided to push her, to see just how deep this newfound hunger ran.

“Yes,” I said, my voice firmer now, my excitement barely contained. “But only if you suck my cock, slut.”

The word hung in the air between us, electric. She lifted her head, her eyes meeting mine, a spark of mischief flickering in her gaze. “Yes, master,” she said, her voice teasing but laced with a sultry edge.

Was she being playful, or was there real submission in her tone? I didn’t care. Either way, the fire in her was undeniable. She leaned down, her lips finding my nipple, and her wet tongue flicked over it, drawing a groan from deep in my throat. Her hand tightened around my cock, stroking me slowly, deliberately. I let her take the lead, relishing her newfound confidence and the way her lips and tongue trailed down my chest, leaving a hot, tingling path in their wake.

When she reached my cock, she paused, kneeling between my legs, her face so close I could feel her breath on my shaft. She looked up, locking eyes with me as if daring me to break the silence. Then her tongue darted out, slow and deliberate, to lap at the bead of precum glistening on my tip.

I groaned, my hips bucking slightly at the sensation. She grinned, wicked and knowing. “Is this what you want, master?” she asked, her voice dripping with seduction.

“Yes, slut,” I growled, my voice rough with need. “Take my cock.”

Her grin widened, and as I grabbed the back of her head, I guided her down. Her lips parted, and I slid into her mouth, the wet heat of her tongue enveloping me. She gagged slightly as I pushed deeper, and I released her, letting her find her rhythm.

Her hand pumped my shaft as her lips and tongue worked over my tip, the combination of sensations almost overwhelming. I groaned and let my head fall back, my thoughts spiraling into darker, more vivid fantasies. I imagined her between Paul and Justin, her body stretched to its limits, or bent over, ass offered up for the taking. The images came so vividly, so powerfully, that I almost lost control.

Not yet.

I reached down, cupping her chin, lifting her head away from my cock. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes sparkled with desire. “Sit on my cock,” I commanded, my voice low but unyielding.

Emma shifted her body, positioning herself so her legs straddled my hips. Her hand remained wrapped around my cock as she guided it upright, the tip brushing against her slick, swollen lips. She paused for a moment, teasing both of us, running the head up and down her wet folds. Then, with a shared moan, she lowered herself, her warm, wet pussy enveloping me inch by inch. The sensation was electric, her heat and tightness sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

When she was fully seated, she began to move, her hips rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm. My eyes were drawn to her breasts as they swayed with each motion, their soft, creamy curves mesmerizing. Unable to resist, my hands reached up, molding themselves around her perfect globes, squeezing gently as I pushed them together. Her skin was soft and warm under my fingers, her nipples hard and inviting.

Leaning forward, I flicked my tongue over one of her nipples, earning a soft gasp from her lips. She arched her back slightly, pressing her breasts closer to my mouth, and I sucked one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. When I rested my head back against the pillow, Emma leaned down, brushing her breasts against my face, teasing me as her nipples grazed my lips. I opened my mouth, catching one between my teeth gently before sucking it again, all the while feeling her wet heat sliding along my shaft.

The combination of her movements and her teasing sent my excitement skyrocketing. I wanted more control. Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her body flat against mine, her soft breasts squashing against my chest as I gripped her ass cheeks firmly. She let out a surprised gasp, her breath hot against my neck, but she didn’t resist. Holding her in place, I began thrusting upward, meeting her with powerful strokes.

Emma raised her hips slightly, giving me better access as I pounded into her wet pussy from below. Her soft grunts matched my thrusts, her body responding instinctively to my urgency. Quickening my pace, I drove into her with a near-desperate intensity, each movement pushing us both closer to the edge.

“Oh yes, ohhh fuck yesssss, ahhhhhh!” I cried out, my body shuddering as my orgasm hit. My cock pulsed inside her, spilling thick spurts of cum into her velvet heat. The intensity of my release was almost overwhelming, but I didn’t stop, my hips continuing to thrust as the pleasure rippled through me.

Emma’s body tensed, her nails digging into my shoulders as her own orgasm crashed over her. She screamed, her cries of pleasure raw and uninhibited, her pussy clenching tightly around me as her body shook with wave after wave of ecstasy. Her cries only spurred me on, and I drove into her until neither of us could take any more.

Eventually, we both collapsed, our bodies still tangled, our breathing ragged. We lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow, the weight of her body against mine grounding me in the moment. My softening cock slipped from her, leaving a trail of warmth and wetness between us.

Reluctantly, we untangled ourselves. I reached for the tissues on the bedside table and handed them to Emma, watching as she took a handful and began cleaning the mess between her legs. Her pussy, red and swollen, glistened with our combined juices, and I couldn’t help but marvel at the sight. I wiped myself down as well, tossing the tissues into the wastebasket before settling back into bed.

Emma lay back down beside me, her body warm and inviting as she snuggled close. Turning onto her side, she pressed her ass firmly against my crotch, her head resting on my arm. I wrapped my arms around her, my hands finding their way back to her soft breasts, holding her gently as she relaxed against me. I felt utterly content, my body and mind sinking into a state of perfect calm.

I must have drifted off because the next thing I knew, I heard Emma’s voice. It was soft but distinct, the cadence of a conversation drawing me from sleep. Blinking groggily, I realized she was on her phone, her tone calm but tinged with something I couldn’t quite place.

I was still cuddled up to Emma, her warm body pressed against mine, when I realized she was sitting upright, speaking softly into her phone. Her tone was calm, tinged with excitement, though I couldn’t quite make out what she was saying. Then she ended the call with a quiet goodbye and placed the phone down on the bedside table.

I stirred, curious. “Who was that you were talking to?” I asked, my voice still thick with sleep.

“That was Lauren,” she replied casually, turning to look at me. “She gave me her number last night. We were arranging to meet in town at ten. She’s going to help me with some shopping.”

Her words piqued my interest immediately. “Shopping?” I asked, sitting up slightly. “What for?”

Emma stretched lazily, her voice playful but firm. “If we’re going out tonight, I’ll need some new clothes and underwear. So you’ll have to keep yourself amused while Lauren shows me around.”

The thought of her shopping for new underwear sent a thrill through me. “Can’t I help with your shopping?” I asked, unable to hide my eagerness.

Emma smirked, shaking her head. “No, I want it to be a surprise,” she said, her tone teasing. “Now we’d better get ready. We need to shower, and we haven’t even had breakfast yet.”

With that, she slid out of bed, her naked body catching the morning light as she moved. My eyes were drawn to the gentle sway of her hips, her soft, slightly chubby ass wiggling enticingly as she disappeared into the bathroom. The sight of her, so confident and self-assured, made my heart race in a way it hadn’t before.

After a quick shower, we got dressed and headed down for a light breakfast. Emma seemed distracted, her mind clearly on her plans with Lauren, while I couldn’t stop wondering about the kind of lingerie she might be picking out. Would it be something bold and daring, reflecting her newfound confidence? Or would it still carry some of the sweet, understated charm I had always loved about her?

The drive into town felt longer than usual, the anticipation building with every mile. As we pulled into the car park, my eyes immediately spotted Lauren waiting for us near the entrance. She looked radiant, her athletic frame accentuated by a pair of tight jeans and a fitted top. Her confident smile was unmistakable, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and curiosity about what kind of influence she might have on Emma today.

Lauren waved as we parked, her easy demeanor putting both of us at ease. Emma was out of the car before I could even unbuckle my seatbelt, the two women greeting each other with a hug and easy laughter. I followed, feeling like a third wheel but also strangely exhilarated by the energy between them.

“Don’t worry,” Lauren said with a wink as she turned to me. “I’ll take good care of her. We’ve got a lot of ground to cover.”

Emma shot me a quick smile, her eyes sparkling. “You’ll see me later,” she said, her voice soft but promising. “And remember—it’s a surprise.”

I watched as they walked off together, their heads close as they chatted animatedly. Lauren’s confident stride and Emma’s growing ease were a striking contrast, but somehow they seemed perfectly in sync. My mind raced with possibilities, the anticipation of tonight mingling with a strange, gnawing sense of curiosity about what they might be planning.

After the three of us greeted each other, Emma and Lauren quickly took charge of the conversation. It was decided that they’d meet me at a nearby bar around one for lunch. I was still half-distracted, wondering what the morning might hold for them, when Emma suddenly turned to me with her mischievous smile.

“I’ll need the credit card, Mike,” she said, holding out her hand. “I don’t think I have enough cash for everything I need.”

I hesitated, reluctant to hand it over, but she must have noticed the concern on my face because her grin widened. “Don’t worry,” she teased, leaning closer, her voice low and sultry. “I’m not going to bankrupt you. Anyway, I’m sure you’ll approve of what I’m going to get. Just to get your dirty mind going—how about picturing me bent over wearing nothing but stockings and suspenders?”

Before I could respond, she leaned in and ran her tongue along my neck, her hand pressing against my crotch. My body betrayed me instantly, and I felt myself hardening under her touch. Lauren, standing nearby, let out a giggle, clearly enjoying my embarrassment.

Emma kissed me lightly on the cheek before whispering in my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “See you later, master,” she purred before turning away. She and Lauren walked off arm in arm, their laughter trailing behind them as I tried to discreetly adjust my now stiff cock.

The next three hours dragged on. My mind spun with thoughts of Emma and Lauren browsing lingerie racks, trying on outfits, and whispering about me as they giggled over their shared secrets. By the time I arrived at the bar, I was practically counting the seconds. But true to form, they were late—half an hour late, to be exact. I was starting to get worried when the door finally swung open, and they walked in.

The wait was worth it.

Emma had completely transformed. It was as if she’d stepped out of one of my most vivid fantasies. Her hair was styled to perfection, and her makeup was subtle but alluring, emphasizing her full lips and the sparkle in her eyes. But it was her outfit that truly floored me—a low-cut top that showed off a tantalizing amount of cleavage, skin-tight black leggings that hugged every curve, and a pair of high-heeled suede ankle boots that made her legs look longer than I’d ever noticed before.

She looked so different from the woman who had left me that morning—bolder, more confident, utterly irresistible. She walked toward me with shopping bags in both hands, her hips swaying with each step. When she reached me, she bent forward, her lips close to my ear, giving me a perfect view of her deep cleavage. My breath caught as she licked the shell of my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Like what you see, master?” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction.

Before I could answer, she straightened up and turned around. What she did next almost made my jaw drop. With her ass mere inches from my face, she bent down to set her shopping bags on the floor. The thin black cotton of her leggings stretched taut across her ass, so snug they looked almost painted on. The material clung to her curves in a way that left nothing to the imagination. My eyes widened as I noticed a thin strip of black fabric dividing her cheeks—a thong.

She was teasing me on purpose, the little slut. My cock stiffened painfully, straining against my pants as she stood up and turned back to face me, her grin triumphant.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Standing abruptly, I grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the back of the bar. Lauren, still standing near the table, looked on with bemusement as I dragged Emma away.

“Mike, what’s wrong?” Emma asked, a hint of worry in her voice as I guided her into the women’s restroom. The bar wasn’t busy, and Lauren and Emma were the only women I’d seen all morning, so I felt confident we wouldn’t be interrupted. I opened one of the stalls and gently pushed Emma inside.

“Sit,” I ordered, my voice low but commanding. Emma complied without hesitation, her eyes lighting up with realization as I stood in front of her. She grinned as I unbuckled my belt and freed my cock, which sprang up to greet her, already glistening with precum.

Emma leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to trace the length of my shaft. “Mmm,” she purred, licking from the base to the sensitive tip before circling back down to my balls. The heat of her mouth, combined with her teasing flicks, sent bolts of pleasure through me, and I groaned, gripping her shoulders to steady myself.

Wrapping one hand around my shaft, Emma brought the head level with her lips. She licked her shiny red lips slowly, grinning up at me before taking me into her mouth. The wet warmth of her tongue was incredible, her lips tight around me as she began to bob her head. I groaned loudly, my hips moving instinctively as I started to fuck her mouth.

Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, my cock sliding deeper with every stroke. When she gagged, her saliva mixed with precum, dripping down her chin and into her cleavage. I was lost in the heat of the moment, and as my orgasm built, I plunged deep into her mouth one last time.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, my cock swelling as I exploded. Emma tried to swallow, but as she coughed, I pulled out, spraying the rest of my cum across her face and chest. Her red lipstick was smeared, and thick streaks of cum dripped down her cleavage. The sight was enough to make my knees weak.

I caught my breath, finally noticing the mess I’d made. “Are you okay, Emma? I… I got a little carried away,” I said sheepishly.

She laughed, wiping her face with a tissue. “I’m fine,” she said, her tone playful. “But I’m going to need Lauren’s help with this one. Can you get her? And bring the shopping bags—there’s makeup and a clean top in one of them.”

Nodding, I adjusted my pants and slipped out of the restroom. Lauren was waiting at the table, grinning as I approached.

“Emma needs your help,” I said, my face flushing. “I… uh… made a bit of a mess.”

Lauren chuckled. “I’m not surprised. Seeing her dressed like that, I’d be more shocked if you didn’t.” She stood, grabbing the shopping bags. “I’ll go check on her. But wait till you see what else she bought. That’ll really get you going.”

As she disappeared into the restroom, I sat back down, my mind racing with thoughts of what else Emma might have in store.

After about 30 minutes, I started to wonder what the hell was going on in the restroom. My impatience was growing, and my mind ran wild with possibilities. Finally, the door opened, and Lauren emerged, carrying the shopping bags she had taken in earlier. She walked over to me and sat down, her grin wide and full of mischief.

I looked at her, silently asking for an explanation, but she just nodded her head toward the restroom. “Wait and see,” she said, barely able to contain her amusement.

I turned my head just as the restroom door opened again, and Emma stepped out. My jaw nearly hit the floor.

“Fucking hell,” I muttered under my breath, my heart pounding as I took in her appearance.

Emma looked absolutely stunning—and outrageously provocative. She was wearing a pair of high heels and a clingy white cotton dress that clung to every curve of her body. But that wasn’t what made my cock instantly hard. It was what you could see through the thin, almost sheer fabric. The outline of black stockings and suspenders was plainly visible, a stark contrast against her pale skin. And if that wasn’t enough, the sexy little slut wasn’t wearing a bra.

The dress stretched tightly over her body, especially around her large, heavy tits, which swayed freely with every step she took. Her erect nipples were unmistakable, pressing against the fabric as if begging for attention. I was mesmerized, unable to look away as she walked toward me, her hips swaying, her confidence radiating.

Emma stopped right in front of me, standing tall, clearly reveling in the reaction she was getting. My hands moved instinctively, running up her legs, feeling the smooth nylon of her stockings. My fingers traced the broad band of the stocking tops, then followed the thin suspender straps up her thighs. The little bumps of the clasps under her dress only heightened my excitement, my cock straining painfully against my pants.

As my hands moved higher, gliding over her waist and heading toward her breasts, Emma placed her hands over mine, stopping me just short. She smirked, her voice playful but firm. “You can play with these puppies later,” she teased, pushing my hands gently back down. “But for now, me and Lauren would like some lunch first.”

Before I could protest, Lauren chimed in, her tone light but pointed. “Yes, Mike, I’d love some lunch.” She looked at Emma, grinning. “And stop teasing him, or he’ll be dragging you back into the toilets again. You might want to save yourself for tonight.”

Reluctantly, I let my hands fall to my sides and stood up, adjusting my painfully hard cock in the process. Emma noticed, of course, and giggled softly, exchanging a conspiratorial glance with Lauren. Ignoring their laughter, I went to grab us menus, hoping the walk would help me regain my composure.


Chapter 4

When I returned and sat down, Emma crossed her legs, the movement deliberately slow, giving me another tantalizing glimpse of her stocking tops. My gaze lingered for a moment before I forced myself to focus on the menu. After a few minutes of discussion, we settled on our choices, and I went to the bar to place the order.

As I waited for our drinks, my mind couldn’t help but wander. Emma’s transformation since last night had been astonishing. She wasn’t just more confident—she was embracing her sensuality in a way I’d never seen before. And Lauren’s influence was undeniable. The two of them together seemed to share an unspoken understanding, one that both intrigued and unnerved me.

As we waited for our meals, Lauren began to speak casually, her tone matter-of-fact but tinged with amusement. “Last night, you stumbled into what we sometimes call the public sex scene,” she explained, leaning back in her chair. “Justin and Paul are the ones who organize most of the events. It’s more like a private club, really. Usually, you have to be invited to join.”

Emma and I exchanged a glance, the memory of last night still vivid in our minds. Lauren continued, her voice steady. “You two were lucky to catch us when you did. The guys told me they liked what they saw and asked me if you’d be interested in joining.”

Before I could respond, our meals arrived, and the conversation paused. As we ate, Emma and I shared our thoughts, whispering between bites. It didn’t take long for us to agree—we both wanted to explore this new world. When I looked back at Lauren, I could see the curiosity in Emma’s eyes as she spoke.

“Could you tell us more about the club?” Emma asked, her voice tinged with excitement but cautious.

Lauren smiled, setting down her fork. “Sure. The club usually has about forty to fifty members, but on any given night, there’ll only be around ten to fifteen people attending. It’s kept small and intimate—quality over quantity, you know?” She paused, taking a sip of her drink. “It’s not a free-for-all. Just because there’s a crowd doesn’t mean everyone’s getting involved.”

I nodded, intrigued. “So, how does it work? Is it always… like last night?”

Lauren chuckled, shaking her head. “Not exactly. The ratio is usually about one woman to every five men. But that doesn’t mean all the men are having sex. Some are there just to watch, some join in, and others… well, they have their preferences.”

Emma leaned forward, clearly fascinated. “Like what?” she asked, her voice soft but eager.

Lauren’s smile turned sly. “Well, take my husband, for example. He loves to watch me with other men. He says it’s the ultimate turn-on. But when he’s ready, he likes to… participate in his own way.”

“How?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me.

Lauren’s expression didn’t falter as she answered. “His favorite thing is to wank himself over my tits. Sometimes my face too. It’s a big hit with a lot of the men, actually. There’s something about the visual that really gets them going.” She shrugged, her tone nonchalant, as though she were discussing a favorite hobby. “Some of them also love licking my pussy, especially after I’ve been fucked and I’m full of cum. I think they enjoy the mix.”

Emma’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t look away. If anything, she seemed more engaged, her eyes locked on Lauren as she spoke. I could feel my own pulse quicken, the vividness of Lauren’s descriptions stirring something primal in me.

Lauren leaned back, her expression softening. “It’s not for everyone,” she said, her tone reassuring. “But it’s a safe space. Everyone’s there because they want to be. No pressure, no judgment. You set your boundaries and stick to them. And trust me, there’s a lot of fun to be had.”

Lauren continued, her tone serious now. “There are a few rules to keep things safe and enjoyable for everyone. First, no violence or rough stuff. Everyone involved is a consenting adult, and boundaries are always respected. But this next rule—it’s non-negotiable.” She paused, her eyes flicking between Emma and me. “This one comes straight from the women: no means no.”

Her voice hardened slightly as she explained. “Breaking that rule is the fastest way to get kicked out of the club for good. And trust me, the guys are very protective about it. They don’t tolerate anyone who crosses the line.”

Emma nodded, her expression thoughtful, while I felt a wave of relief. It was comforting to know that the environment had these safeguards in place.

Lauren’s tone softened again as she continued. “For new members, there’s a bit of a trial period. It’s just to make sure you’ll fit in. The whole point of the club is to feel safe and have fun. You can choose to watch, participate—it’s entirely up to you. But other than that, most anything goes.”

As we neared the end of our meal, Emma’s playful streak returned in full force. I noticed her slipping her foot out of her shoe beneath the table. Before I could ask what she was doing, I felt it—a soft pressure against my crotch. The sole of her foot pressed against my hard cock, rubbing slowly and deliberately. I groaned quietly, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

Emma’s eyes sparkled mischievously as she worked her foot against me, and I couldn’t help but respond. My hand slid beneath the table, running over the soft, smooth nylon of her stockings. I let my fingers trace her calf, then moved upward toward her knee. But just as I was about to go higher, she shifted her leg, pulling it away.

Her foot slid down along my leg until it rested on my knee. She raised her knee slightly, her legs parting just enough for me to catch a tantalizing glimpse under her dress. My breath caught as my cock throbbed against the confines of my pants. Stockings, the pale expanse of her thigh, and that little black thong—it was almost too much to bear.

But Emma wasn’t done. She leaned back slightly, her hand slipping down to the inside of her thigh. My eyes followed her fingers as they trailed closer to her pussy. She rubbed her panties slowly, her breath hitching as her arousal grew. Then, with a small gasp, one of her fingers hooked the edge of her thong and slid it aside, giving me a clear view as she began to tease her wet slit.

I couldn’t look away, my entire body responding to the sight of her playing with herself. She moved her fingers in slow, deliberate circles, her breathing growing heavier. After a moment, she withdrew her hand, her cheeks flushed, and her lips parted.

Emma leaned forward, holding her glistening fingers under my nose. “Smell me,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry.

I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply, the heady aroma of her arousal filling my senses. I let out a shaky sigh, overwhelmed by the intimacy of the moment. Then, unable to resist, I grabbed her hand and guided her fingers into my mouth. My tongue swirled over her fingers, tasting her sweet, musky juices. I licked them clean, savoring every drop, before letting her fingers slip from my lips.

Emma leaned closer, her breath warm against my face as she kissed me. Her lips were soft but insistent, her tongue slipping into my mouth as she deepened the kiss. I felt her hand slide to my chest, then lower, resting over my cock. She began to rub it slowly, her voice a whisper in my ear.

“Take me back to the hotel, Mike,” she breathed, her tone filled with need. “I want you to fuck me.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, my cock straining against my pants. I grabbed her tits, kneading them through the thin fabric of her dress, and she moaned softly, her hand pressing harder against me.

Lauren, who had been quietly observing, let out a small laugh. “You two are impossible,” she teased, shaking her head. “Go on, Mike. Take her back and give her what she wants. But don’t wear her out too much—we still have tonight to look forward to.”

Her words brought me back to reality, and I reluctantly pulled away from Emma just long enough to settle the check. My mind raced as we left the bar, Emma clinging to my arm, her body pressed tightly against mine. Tonight was going to be something else—but first, I had every intention of making the most of the next few hours alone with my wife.

The drive back to the hotel was pure torture. Emma sat in the passenger seat, her dress hiked up and her legs spread wide, giving me an unobstructed view of her hand as it slid between her thighs. She teased herself shamelessly, her fingers gliding over her wet, bare pussy while her soft moans filled the car. My cock throbbed painfully against my pants, and every glance in her direction made concentrating on the road a monumental task.

I couldn’t help myself—every chance I got, my hand reached over to run along her smooth thigh, edging closer to the wet heat between her legs. But every time, she slapped my hand away with a wicked grin.

“Concentrate on the driving, not my pussy,” she teased, her voice dripping with mock authority.

I groaned in frustration as she brought her glistening fingers to my face, brushing them under my nose. The intoxicating scent of her arousal made my head spin. When she slipped her fingers into my mouth, I eagerly sucked them clean, savoring her sweet, musky taste. She laughed softly, clearly enjoying the effect she had on me.

Thankfully, we made it to the hotel without incident, though I could barely remember the drive. The moment we reached our room, I dropped the bags and reached for her, desperate to touch her, to claim her. But Emma stopped me with a single word.

“Watch.”

She turned away from me, slipping off her coat and tossing it onto the bed. Then, kicking off her stilettoes, she climbed onto the mattress, kneeling with her back to me. Her dress rode up her thighs, the hem teasingly revealing the tops of her black stockings. I stood frozen, mesmerized, as she bent forward, her ass lifting higher into the air. The clingy fabric of her dress stretched taut across her cheeks, and the thin black strip of her thong disappeared between them. The sight was maddening.

Unable to resist, I freed my cock, stroking myself slowly as I watched her. She knew exactly what she was doing, her movements deliberate as she slowly pulled the hem of her dress higher. With a final, deliberate tug, she exposed her bare ass to me, her thong the only barrier between her and my growing need.

“Mike,” she said, her tone teasing, “would you like to take off my panties?”

I didn’t need to be asked twice. Moving quickly to stand behind her, I ran my hands up her stockinged legs, savoring the silky texture before sliding over the smooth, warm skin of her ass. Gripping the thin straps of her thong, I slowly pulled it down, revealing her glistening, freshly shaved pussy. The damp fabric told me just how turned on she was.

As I held the thong in my hand, Emma rolled onto her back, her knees drawn up to her chest. She spread her legs wide, revealing her completely bare pussy. My breath caught as I knelt between her thighs to get a closer look. Without the distraction of her usual hair, I could fully appreciate the shape of her lips—long, soft labia that framed her slit beautifully. It was a striking contrast to Lauren’s neat, compact folds, and I found it undeniably sexy.

Emma’s voice broke through my thoughts. “Lauren took me to where she gets her pussy waxed,” she said, her tone sultry but playful. “Do you like your surprise, master?”

I decided to play along. “Yes, slut,” I said, my voice firm. “I’m very pleased with your pussy. I know Paul will be too. Once he licks you out, he’ll want to fuck you with his big cock.”

Emma let out a moan, her hips shifting as the mention of Paul’s name ignited her arousal further. Smirking, I leaned down and flicked my tongue lightly along her lips, teasing her. “And once Paul’s filled your pussy,” I continued, “Justin and the others will take their turns, fucking your sloppy cunt until you can’t take anymore.”

She screamed when I sucked her clit into my mouth, her body arching off the bed as I worked her with my tongue. For the next ten minutes, I worshipped her pussy, licking and sucking until her juices coated my lips and chin. Her moans grew louder as I teased her, my tongue venturing lower to swirl around her tight, puckered asshole. She shivered violently, her breath hitching as I played with her little brown hole.

Pulling back slightly, I taunted her again. “Maybe you’d like to be fucked by two men at once,” I said, my voice low and deliberate. “One filling your pussy while the other fucks your mouth. Just imagine it, Emma—being spit-roasted, one cock after another, until you’re dripping with cum. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, slut?”

Her response was instant. “Yes!” she cried, her voice desperate. “I want to be fucked by lots of cock. Oh god, I need your cock. Please, fuck your slut’s pussy!”

Standing up, I grabbed a pillow and slid it under Emma’s ass, angling her hips upward. The movement made her thighs part even wider, exposing her glistening, bare pussy, slick with arousal. My cock throbbed in anticipation as I held it in my hand, guiding the tip to her wet folds. I ran the head up and down, coating it with her juices, the slick warmth making my breath hitch.

Without hesitation, I plunged into her, burying myself to the hilt in one swift motion. We both groaned as my hips met hers, my balls slapping against her ass with a satisfying smack. Her tight, wet cunt gripped me like a vice, the heat and pressure sending waves of pleasure through me. I paused, savoring the moment, my cock throbbing inside her as I felt her walls flutter around me.

“Fuck, Emma,” I groaned, my voice low and guttural. “You’re so wet.”

Her only response was a loud, breathless moan, her body arching beneath me. I could feel the slickness leaking out of her, coating my balls as her pussy pulsed, squeezing me rhythmically. The sensation was overwhelming, and I reveled in it, moaning softly each time her walls contracted.

But Emma wasn’t content to let me set the pace. Wrapping her legs tightly around my back, she began to rock her hips, fucking herself on my cock with an intensity that took my breath away. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she moaned, her voice raw with need.

I leaned over her, sliding one arm beneath her head to cradle her, my other hand gripping the firm curve of her ass. I began to thrust, meeting her movements with deep, powerful strokes. Each time I drove into her, her body responded, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

As I pounded into her, I let my hand wander, my fingers brushing over her ass before settling at the entrance of her tight, puckered hole. She clenched instinctively at first, but as I continued to fuck her, she began to relax. Her body softened beneath me, her breath hitching as I pressed my slick finger against her. With her juices providing lubrication, I worked the tip of my finger in slow, deliberate circles until, finally, her sphincter relaxed, and my finger slipped inside.

The reaction was immediate. Emma let out a wild, uninhibited howl, her body jerking as an orgasm tore through her. She bucked beneath me like a wild animal, her pussy clamping down on my cock as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her.

“God, yes!” she screamed, her voice raw and desperate.

I didn’t stop. My finger moved inside her ass, stroking her while I continued to thrust into her wet, gripping cunt. Her moans turned to screams as another orgasm hit, her entire body shaking as I pushed her over the edge again.

I could feel myself nearing my own climax, the dual sensation of her ass clenching around my finger and her pussy gripping my cock driving me to the brink. I quickened my pace, my hips slamming into hers as I chased release.

“Oh fuck,” I yelled, my voice breaking as my orgasm overtook me. “You fucking slut. Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

My body convulsed as I came, my cock buried deep inside her as I filled her with my cum. The pleasure was blinding, my hips jerking involuntarily as my cock pulsed again and again. I collapsed onto her, my body trembling as I rode out the aftershocks of my release. Her hands moved over my back, soft and soothing, grounding me in the moment.

I wanted to stay like that forever, her body warm and soft beneath mine, but the ache in my arm forced me to move. Slowly, I lifted myself off her, sliding my finger from her ass as I sat back on my heels. As I pulled out of her, I caught a glimpse of the mixture of cum and her juices dripping from my cock, and I quickly cupped my hand to catch it before it could make a mess.

Emma’s voice broke through my daze. “Mike,” she said softly, her tone teasing. “Could you grab one of the bags for me?”

I nodded, still holding my leaking cock as I rose to fetch the bag. When I returned, she had already slipped out of her dress, leaving her completely naked except for her stockings. She took the bag from me, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she rummaged through it. When she pulled out a long, square box, I froze.

The picture on the box showed a naked black man, his cock prominently displayed. My eyes widened as Emma opened the box and pulled out a life-like replica of a black cock. It was massive, at least 10 inches long, made of soft rubber with a set of realistic balls and a suction base.

She held it up, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she looked at me. “Surprise,” she said, her voice dripping with playful seduction.

Emma handed me the massive dildo and turned back to the bag, searching for something else. Holding it felt strange—intimidating, even. The sheer size of the thing, its weight and thickness, made my cock feel small by comparison. My mind spun with thoughts of what it would feel like for her to take something this large.

She finally found what she was looking for and pulled out a bottle of oil. Without saying a word, she opened it and squirted some into her palm. Then, while I was still holding the dildo, she began to coat it with the slick liquid, her movements deliberate and teasing. It was almost like she was wanking the thick black cock, her hands gliding up and down its shaft, spreading the oil evenly until the entire thing glistened.

When the dildo was thoroughly lubed, Emma turned around and knelt on the bed. She rested her face on the mattress, her ass raised high in the air, the perfect position to show herself off. My breath caught as she reached back with her slick fingers, running them along her pussy lips before parting them to expose her wet, gaping cunt.

“Master,” she said, her voice low and needy. “Your slut needs more cock. Please fuck me again.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I stepped closer, gripping the dildo firmly as I brought the tip to her open pussy. It was massive, twice the thickness of my cock, and I hesitated for a moment before pressing it against her entrance. With a little push, the head began to slip inside, stretching her in a way that left me both awed and aroused. Emma gasped loudly, her body trembling as the fat cock entered her.

I held it still for a moment, watching her. She reached down, rubbing her clit with quick, desperate circles as she adjusted to the sheer size of the dildo. Her moans were low and guttural, her hips rocking slightly as she tried to take more.

While she worked her clit, I grabbed the bottle of oil and squirted a generous stream down the crack of her ass. She yelped at the sudden coldness, her body jerking as the liquid trickled over her tight, puckered hole and down to where the dildo stretched her pussy open.

Pulling the dildo out, I marveled at the sight of her stretched cunt. Her pussy lips remained wide open, slick with oil and her arousal. I couldn’t resist reaching for the bottle again, this time squirting the oil directly into her open pussy. She let out a small, playful whine as the cold liquid filled her.

“Cold?” I teased, grinning as I rubbed the base of the dildo against her wet, glistening folds.

“Shut up and fuck me,” she snapped, her voice breathless but demanding.

Chuckling, I positioned the dildo again, this time pushing it deeper. She grunted as the thick shaft stretched her further, her knuckles whitening as she gripped the sheets. I eased back, then pushed in again, slowly working the toy deeper with each thrust. The way her body accommodated it, her pussy stretching to fit its girth, was hypnotizing.

I settled into a rhythm, using my free hand to glide over her smooth ass cheeks. My fingers circled her tight anus, probing gently as I worked the oil into her sensitive skin. Her moans grew louder as I played with both her cunt and her ass, her hips rocking back to meet each thrust of the dildo.

Soon, the black cock was nearly fully buried inside her. I had to grip it by the balls to control its length, pulling it out almost entirely before plunging it back in. Her body shook with each thrust, her moans turning into cries of pleasure.

Deciding to tease her further, I pulled the dildo out until only the head remained inside her and leaned close to her ear. “Slut,” I said, my voice low and deliberate. “Just imagine you’re laid on top of Paul, his big, fat cock stuffed deep in your pussy. And Justin? He’s feeding his cock into your mouth, making you choke on it.”

Emma let out a strangled moan, her body bucking as my words pushed her closer to the edge. Her pussy clenched tightly around the dildo as I worked it back inside her, her cries growing more desperate with every thrust.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, I want that. I want all of it. I want them to fuck me, master.”

“Now imagine me joining you,” I growled, my voice low and rough, “fucking your ass at the same time.”

To punctuate my words, I shoved the dildo deeper into her dripping cunt, simultaneously pushing my finger further into her ass. The reaction was immediate—Emma let out a wild howl, her body convulsing as both her holes were filled. Her tight ass clenched around my finger, and within moments, her pussy began to spasm. A gush of liquid erupted from her, drenching my hand as she squirted uncontrollably.

I gripped the dildo’s base, plunging it into her with long, hard strokes. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure rippling through her, and her cries grew louder with every movement.

“Oh yesss,” she screamed, her voice raw and desperate. “That’s it… oh god, yes, fuck your slut’s ass!”

Her words only spurred me on. Matching the rhythm of the dildo, I began moving my finger in and out of her tight hole, the sensation almost as overwhelming for me as it was for her. Her body responded with guttural grunts, each plunge eliciting a raw, primal sound that echoed in the room. I couldn’t help but wish that it was my cock filling her ass, but my body wasn’t cooperating. The thought of taking her like this another time was a promise I made silently to myself.

For the next few minutes, I fucked her relentlessly with the dildo and my finger. Her cries turned to incoherent screams as wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her, her body trembling under the assault. My hands, slick with oil and her juices, struggled to keep a firm grip on the dildo’s balls, the lubricant making it slippery and harder to manage.

Eventually, I knew I had to stop. As much as I wanted to keep going, I reminded myself of the night ahead. When Emma came again, her body shuddering violently, I pulled back. She collapsed onto the bed, her breathing ragged, her body spent.

I waited a moment, letting her catch her breath, before gently removing the dildo and my finger. She groaned softly but didn’t resist, her body going limp as she rolled slightly onto her side. I stood there for a moment, taking in the sight of her—her legs still trembling, her thighs glistening with her juices, her knees tucked up toward her chest. She looked utterly wrecked, and it sent a surge of satisfaction through me.

Letting her rest, I went into the bathroom to clean up. I dropped the dildo into the sink, running warm water over it as I washed my hands and cock. The sight of the black monster in the sink, slick and shiny, made me smirk. Once it was clean, I pressed the sucker base onto one of the bathroom tiles. It stuck firmly, the weight of the rubber cock making it droop slightly. It looked absurdly realistic—semi-hard, like a real cock after an intense session.

Chuckling to myself, I returned to the bedroom. Emma hadn’t moved. She was still slumped to one side, her body curled slightly with her knees drawn up. Her hair was damp with sweat, her chest rising and falling with deep, even breaths.

I walked over and gave her ass a light pat. “Get into bed,” I said softly.

She mumbled something incoherent but didn’t resist as I helped her slide under the covers. As soon as she was tucked in, she was out like a light. Her exhaustion was evident, but there was a soft, contented smile on her lips as she slept.

With Emma resting, I turned my attention to the shopping bags scattered on the floor. Curiosity got the better of me, and I began rummaging through them. What I found left me both amused and aroused. There was a collection of sexy lingerie—lace bras, sheer panties, garter belts, and stockings—as well as a few playful costumes. Each item was a testament to her growing confidence, a side of Emma I’d only recently begun to see.

I sorted through the pieces, considering what she might wear to tonight’s meeting. Eventually, I settled on a sheer white blouse that would offer a teasing glimpse of her nipples, paired with a tight black Lycra miniskirt that clung to her curves. The stilettos and stockings she’d worn earlier would complete the outfit perfectly.

As I laid the pieces out, another thought struck me: Should she wear underwear? I mulled it over, running my fingers over the delicate lace of a pair of black panties.

Definitely no bra, I decided. Her breasts needed to move freely, the soft fabric of the blouse emphasizing their natural sway. But the panties? That was the question. I pictured her without them, the skirt riding up to reveal her bare ass or the tops of her stockings. The thought made my cock stir again, despite its earlier exhaustion.

Smiling to myself, I climbed into bed beside Emma, pulling her warm body close. She snuggled into me instinctively, her soft curves pressing against my chest. As I drifted off to sleep, my mind wandered to the night ahead, filled with endless possibilities.


Chapter 5

I’d just woken from our afternoon nap, the soft glow of the setting sun filtering through the curtains. Emma was still fast asleep beside me, her body warm and relaxed under the duvet. I reached for my phone, remembering I needed to call Lauren to confirm the arrangements for tonight.

As I dialed her number and waited for her to pick up, I pulled back the duvet, exposing Emma’s naked body. She was lying face down, her back to me, her soft curves inviting in the dim light. Her firm ass, framed perfectly by the suspender belt and the tops of her black stockings, caught my eye, and I couldn’t resist running my hand gently across her smooth skin.

“Hi, Lauren, it’s Mike,” I said when she answered, trying to keep my voice steady. “Just ringing to confirm the arrangements for tonight.”

“Oh good!” Lauren replied, her tone light and teasing. “I’m glad you’re still coming. I half-expected Emma might have kept you bedbound for the rest of the night.”

I chuckled, my hand instinctively squeezing one of Emma’s fleshy cheeks as Lauren spoke. “Especially after seeing how she was getting you all hot and bothered at the bar earlier,” she added, her amusement evident.

“Thanks for asking, but no,” I replied, a grin tugging at my lips. “She hasn’t tired me out completely.” It felt strange, talking so openly with Lauren like this—especially considering I’d only met her last night. But then again, it wasn’t every day you entered a world like this.

“Well, I hope you’ve got some energy left for me,” Lauren said, her voice dipping into a more sultry tone. “I wouldn’t mind a repeat performance.”

The thought of her body, the memory of her taste, sent a surge of arousal through me. My cock stirred as I pictured the night ahead, my hand still absently roaming over Emma’s ass. She shifted slightly beneath my touch, her breathing deep and steady.

“So would I,” I admitted, my voice lower, “but I still need to know where and when.”

Lauren launched into the details, giving me directions to the meeting spot and explaining how many people would likely be there. I grabbed a notepad from the bedside table, jotting down her instructions as Emma stirred, her voice soft and sleepy.

“Who are you talking to, Mike?” she asked, her eyes half-lidded as she stretched lazily.

“It’s Lauren,” I replied. “I’m just getting directions for tonight.”

“When you’re done, can I have a quick word with her?” she asked, sitting up in bed. The movement drew my attention to her breasts, full and inviting, her nipples still soft but starting to tighten in the cool air.

After saying my goodbyes to Lauren, I handed the phone over to Emma. She took it with a small smile, her voice still husky with sleep as she greeted Lauren. With my hands now free and Emma sitting upright, I leaned down, unable to resist the temptation any longer. My lips found one of her nipples, sucking it gently as my fingers pinched and rolled the other.

Emma let out a soft moan, her free hand threading through my hair as I teased her sensitive peaks. The warmth of her skin and the soft sounds she made were intoxicating, and I was completely caught up in the moment.

But then, the unwelcome pressure of my bladder interrupted. Reluctantly, I pulled away, earning a playful whine from Emma as she glanced down at me. “Be right back,” I muttered, standing and heading to the bathroom.

As I stepped away, Emma’s voice drifted to me from the bed, her laughter and soft words with Lauren a comforting background as I prepared for the evening ahead.

Standing at the toilet, I couldn’t help but reflect on the last 24 hours. My life had taken a turn I’d never imagined, and the whirlwind of lust, excitement, and anticipation had left me both exhilarated and unsure. As I finished and shook off the last few drops, Emma walked into the bathroom, her presence pulling me from my thoughts.

She was still naked except for her black stockings and suspender belt, her hair slightly mussed from sleep. She moved behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pressing her warm body against my back. The softness of her breasts and the firmness of her hips sent a shiver through me, and when she kissed the side of my neck, I turned to face her.

Grabbing her ass cheeks, I pulled her tightly against me, my hands squeezing the firm globes as her soft tits pressed against my chest. Her skin was warm, her lips inviting as I kissed her deeply. The moment was electric, but Emma pulled back just as my cock began to stir, poking against her belly.

“Later,” she said with a teasing smile, her eyes sparkling. “Anyway, we both need a shower, and I could do with going to the toilet myself.”

Reluctantly, I released her and moved to turn on the shower, letting the water warm up. As I adjusted the temperature, I glanced back at Emma. She was sitting on the toilet, her posture relaxed, her freshly waxed pussy on full display. She caught me staring and, with a knowing grin, opened her legs wider. My cock stirred again, betraying my arousal as I admired the smooth, pink flesh she’d revealed.

It was then she noticed the black dildo still stuck to the tiled wall, where I’d left it to dry earlier. Her brow furrowed slightly. “What’s that doing there?” she asked.

“I washed it and figured it could hang around while it dried,” I replied, unable to hide my amusement. For good measure, I gave the drooping head a playful slap, watching as the black monster swayed back and forth on the tile.

Emma shook her head at me, though the corners of her mouth twitched in amusement. Standing, she removed her stockings and joined me in the shower. We let the warm water wash away the remnants of our earlier activities, our hands occasionally lingering on each other but keeping things playful rather than intense.

Once clean and dried, we got dressed for dinner. Emma slipped into one of her older, more conservative dresses, catching my curious look. “I don’t want you getting too excited,” she teased, giving me a playful smirk.

Dinner was uneventful, a quiet interlude that gave us both time to regroup. When we returned to the room, however, the shift in Emma’s demeanor was immediate. She stripped quickly, slipping back into her stockings and suspender belt with practiced ease. Her confidence was magnetic, and I couldn’t look away as she smoothed the straps over her thighs.

While she dressed, I retrieved the outfit I’d chosen for her earlier: the sheer white blouse and tight black Lycra miniskirt. As I handed them to her, my tone turned deliberately firm. “No bra or panties,” I said, meeting her eyes. “If you’re going to be a slut tonight, you may as well look like one.”

Emma’s cheeks flushed slightly, but her lips curled into a wicked grin. “Yes, master,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock submission as she took the clothes. Watching her dress, knowing exactly what she would look like tonight—and what was planned for her—made my anticipation skyrocket.

Finally, Emma slipped on a pair of black high-heeled stilettos, the finishing touch to an outfit designed to tease and tempt. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I took her in, unable to tear my eyes away.

She looked every bit the perfect slut. The translucent white blouse clung to her body, barely concealing her large tits, her erect nipples clearly visible through the sheer fabric. The black miniskirt hugged her hips tightly, riding scandalously high and barely covering the tops of her stockings. When she turned around to check her reflection in the mirror, the skirt rode up further, exposing her smooth, glistening pussy lips.

I groaned softly, my cock straining as I quickly rearranged it in my pants, trying to ease the pressure. Emma caught the movement in the mirror, her eyes lighting up with mischief as she wiggled her ass. With deliberate care, she applied a thick layer of red lipstick to her lips, then puckered them, blowing me a kiss through the mirror.

“This slutty enough for you?” she teased, her voice dripping with playful seduction. She turned around, her hips swaying provocatively as she walked slowly toward me.

Before I could respond, her hand pressed firmly against my crotch, rubbing my stiff cock through the fabric of my pants. I let out a low moan, my body shuddering under her touch. Dropping to her knees, Emma unzipped my trousers, tugging both them and my underwear down in one smooth motion to free my aching erection.

Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, her bright red lips curling into a wicked smile. Slowly, she extended her tongue, licking around her lips before lowering her head. I moaned again as her wet tongue traced a delicate path over my balls, the sensation almost too much to bear.

She took her time, swirling her tongue over the sensitive skin, teasing me with featherlight flicks before popping one of my balls into her mouth. The warm, wet heat sent a jolt of pleasure through me as she swirled her tongue around it, coating it thoroughly with her saliva. When she released it, she repeated the treatment on the other, her hands gripping my thighs as she worked.

My cock throbbed, leaking precum as she moved back to lick her way up my shaft. Her tongue left a glistening trail as she worked her way to the head, finally smearing the precum across the sensitive tip. When she wrapped her lips around it and sucked me into her warm mouth, I groaned loudly, my hips jerking involuntarily.

She took her time, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock, creating sensations that had me moaning uncontrollably. I tilted my head back, closing my eyes to focus on the incredible pleasure she was giving me. Her lips and tongue worked in perfect harmony, driving me to the edge of madness.

But Emma wasn’t done. Without warning, she plunged her mouth further onto my cock, taking me deep until I felt the head press against the back of her throat. She grunted softly, her throat tightening around me as she began to swallow, pulling me deeper still.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my voice hoarse as the wet heat of her throat surrounded me. I looked down, captivated by the sight of my cock disappearing between her bright red lips. But then, out of the corner of my eye, I caught our reflection in the mirror.

The vision was almost too much to handle. Emma, my sexy, submissive wife, was on her knees, her head bobbing as she worked to deepthroat me. Her cheeks hollowed with effort, her lips stretched tight around my shaft, the vivid red lipstick smudged and leaving faint marks on my skin. The sight of her reflection, combined with the sensation of her throat gripping me, pushed me closer to the edge.

Unable to resist, I began to rock my hips, my cock sliding in and out of her mouth in time with her movements. My hands rested lightly on her head, guiding her as I watched the mirror. The combination of her warm mouth, her tight throat, and the mesmerizing image of her submission left me utterly undone.

When it became too much for her, Emma pulled back, gasping for breath, her lips glistening with saliva as she caught her breath. But before I could fully register the break, she plunged my saliva-slick cock back into her throat, her determination making my legs weak.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the mirror. Watching her reflection was mesmerizing—her lips stretched tight around my shaft, her throat swallowing me inch by inch. With my face hidden, it was almost like I was watching her with a stranger. The thought sent a thrill through me, an understanding dawning that I hadn’t grasped before: this was the allure of being a wife-watcher. The idea of seeing her like this, from a voyeur’s perspective, was maddeningly arousing.

Suddenly, I felt her nose press hard into my stomach. A jolt of realization hit me—she’d taken my entire length down her throat. Her throat gripped me tightly, and I could feel my cock straining and swelling, dangerously close to release. My body took over, and I began to thrust instinctively, fucking her throat with desperate, jerky movements.

“Oh, you fucking slut,” I groaned, my voice ragged. “Oh god, yes. Uh, uh, uh. Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

My hips jerked violently as I erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum straight down her throat. Emma coughed as my release hit her, her body reacting reflexively. She pushed me back slightly, and my spurting cock slipped from her throat and into her mouth. I tried to press forward again, craving the heat of her throat, but she held me back, wrapping her hand around my shaft instead.

Her lips stayed tight around my cock as she milked me with her hand, swallowing steadily with every pulse of cum that filled her mouth. My moans softened into a low groan as the intensity of my orgasm began to fade, each flick of her tongue sending aftershocks through my body. But soon, my cock started to soften, and with a final swirl of her tongue, Emma let me slip from her lips.

I stood there, completely spent, barely able to catch my breath. Emma had sucked me dry. I closed my eyes for a moment, enjoying the blissful afterglow, when I felt her stand. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me close, and then pushed her tongue into my mouth, her lips pressing insistently against mine. The sharp, salty tang of my own cum mingled with the sweetness of her kiss, and I surrendered to the moment.

As we kissed, my hands found her bare ass, squeezing the soft flesh as I pulled her closer. My fingers roamed lower, brushing against the tight ring of her anus. I pressed gently, teasing, but before I could explore further, Emma broke the kiss and stepped back with a playful smirk.

“Cheeky,” she said, wagging a finger at me. “Maybe later. But we’d better get going if we don’t want to be late.”

I sighed, disappointed at the interruption, but the sight of her wriggling to adjust her skirt softened the blow. Half-crouched, she tugged the tight hem downward, her hips swaying as her skirt slid over her thighs. I watched in fascination as the tops of her stockings disappeared, the movement making her large tits sway enticingly. My cock twitched at the sight, even in its softened state.

She caught my smile and arched a brow. “What are you smiling at?” she asked.

“Just admiring my sexy slut’s charms,” I replied, unable to hide my grin.

“Well, master,” she teased, her lips curving into a sly smile, “don’t you think you’d better put your own charms away? Otherwise, the guests might have a fit if you walk into the foyer with them hanging out like that.”

I chuckled and quickly pulled up my pants, tucking myself away as Emma applied a fresh layer of bright red lipstick in the mirror. The contrast against her pale skin and provocative outfit was striking, making her look every inch the confident, sexy woman she was becoming.

She slipped on her long coat, the fabric concealing her slutty ensemble, then reached for a shopping bag. She noticed me eyeing it curiously and held it up with a grin. “Lauren suggested this,” she said. “She told me by the end of the night, things tend to get a bit messy.”

Peeking inside, I saw the contents: a towel, baby wipes, a pair of panties, and the lube we’d used earlier that afternoon. The practicality of it made me laugh softly, though the implications of what lay ahead sent another thrill through me.

With everything ready, Emma gave me a teasing glance. “Shall we, master?” she asked, her tone both playful and inviting.

I opened the door, and together we stepped out, heading toward what promised to be an unforgettable night.


Chapter 6

As I drove, the evening sky darkening around us, Emma and I talked about everything that had happened over the weekend so far. My hands gripped the steering wheel as I tried to focus on the road, but my mind kept replaying last night’s events.

“I have to admit,” I began, glancing at her briefly, “I’m surprised by how much your attitude toward sex has changed.”

Emma smirked, shifting slightly in her seat. “It was when I saw Justin’s cock,” she admitted, her voice soft but tinged with excitement. “I was just stunned by how big it was. And when he called me a slut, all I could think about was whether it would fit in my pussy.”

As she spoke, I couldn’t help but notice her legs parting slowly. Her hand disappeared between her thighs, and I could see her fingers moving under the hem of her skirt.

I glanced back at the road, trying to focus. “You realize there will be more men there tonight,” I said, my voice steady. “Most of them will want to fuck you. How do you feel about that?”

Emma let out a small moan, her fingers moving more deliberately now. “Excited,” she said, her breath hitching, “and a little apprehensive. But as long as you’re there, I’ll be fine.” She paused, her breathing growing heavier. “What about you? How do you feel about seeing me with other men?”

Her question hung in the air, and I decided to push her further. “If watching you get fucked by Justin last night was anything to go by, I can’t wait to see you act the slut tonight.”

That did it. Her movements quickened, her breaths turning into soft whimpers. “I just hope,” I continued, “that after Justin’s fucked you and Paul’s stretched your slut pussy, you’ll still want my cock. I mean, I can’t compete with the size of their cocks.”

That was all it took. Emma screamed, her body arching off the seat as her orgasm hit. Her fingers worked frantically against her pussy, and I could feel the car tremble slightly from the force of her movements. I struggled to keep my attention on the road, quickly pulling off to park in a quiet spot.

Her cries intensified, her hips lifting off the seat as she pushed herself through another orgasm. The sweet, musky scent of her arousal filled the car, and I couldn’t help but breathe it in deeply, my cock straining against my pants.

Finally, her body began to relax, her legs trembling as the spasms subsided. Her fingers slowed to gentle strokes, and she let out a long, satisfied sigh, her thighs pressing together with her hand still nestled between them.

She turned her head to look at me, her eyes heavy-lidded. “That was all your fault,” she said with a lazy smile. “You shouldn’t have mentioned Justin and Paul’s cocks.”

I grinned, unable to hide my satisfaction. “Well, you seemed to enjoy it.”

“God,” she murmured, resting her head back against the seat, “my pussy is still throbbing.”

As she relaxed, I reached across and cupped her breast, my fingers kneading the soft flesh. Her nipple hardened instantly under my touch, and I rolled it between my fingers, marveling at how sensitive she was. Emma let out a soft moan, her body arching slightly into my hand.

But then she spoke again, her tone teasing. “Mike, you’d better hand me a tissue. I’m leaking, and I don’t want to mess up the seat.”

Reluctantly, I let go of her breast and reached for the tissues in the glove compartment. I handed one to her and watched as she dabbed carefully between her legs, her movements slow and deliberate.

As she cleaned herself up, she added, almost casually, “By the way, Mike, did you know Lauren has taken a real shine to you?”

I glanced at her, a flicker of curiosity sparking in my mind. “I kind of got that impression,” I admitted, thinking back to Lauren’s flirtatious remarks and the way she’d looked at me. My thoughts drifted to her moans, her body trembling as I’d made her cum the night before.

My reverie was broken when Emma reached over and pressed her fingers under my nose. They were still wet with her juices, and the intoxicating scent filled my senses. Closing my eyes, I inhaled deeply, a vivid image of Lauren flashing through my mind—her legs spread, her pussy dripping as I shoved my tongue deep into her sloppy cunt. My cock twitched at the thought, and I let out a low groan.

Remembering the sweet tang of pussy on her fingers, I leaned in to lick them clean. She smirked, watching me intently as I savored her taste. When she pushed them into my mouth, I sucked them greedily, letting my tongue swirl around them. But she didn’t leave them there long, pulling them back with a teasing grin.

“Mike,” she said, her voice tinged with excitement, “we need to get going. All that talk about Justin and Paul’s cocks has got me so turned on. I can’t stop thinking about them.”

She shifted restlessly in her seat, her anticipation palpable. If Emma sounded eager, it was nothing compared to how much I wanted to see her get fucked again. The thought of watching her being gangbanged sent a thrill through me, especially if I could be buried in Lauren at the same time. I started the car without hesitation, eager to continue our journey.

It wasn’t long before we arrived at the site, a secluded spot in a quiet wooded area. The gravel crunched under the tires as we pulled into the parking lot, where two distinct groups of people had already gathered. One group was crowded around a picnic table, and even from a distance, I could make out a woman sprawled on her back.

As we got closer, I noticed her fiery red hair spilling across the table’s surface, a stark contrast to her pale skin. Julie, as we later learned her name, was tall and slender, her frame almost boyish with a flat chest that emphasized her long, elegant limbs. Her legs were spread wide, her stockinged thighs held firmly by two men as a third thrust into her relentlessly. Her cries were muffled, her head tilted back as Justin stood above her, clearly receiving her attention on his cock. Around them, a few other men loitered, stroking themselves as they watched the scene unfold.

As I parked the car, the sounds of Julie’s moans and the rhythmic slap of flesh carried through the night air, blending with the occasional grunt from the men around her. The atmosphere was thick with raw, unfiltered lust.

My attention shifted to the second group, where Lauren was the center of attention. Kneeling on the ground, she was surrounded by half a dozen men, including Paul. She moved expertly from one cock to another, her lips wrapping around each shaft with practiced ease. The men’s low groans of pleasure were unmistakable, and I couldn’t help but admire the way Lauren handled the crowd.

Paul caught sight of us and broke away, his semi-erect cock swinging heavily as he approached. Even in its relaxed state, it was thick and imposing, bouncing slightly with each step. I glanced at Emma, noticing the way her eyes followed it, her lips parting slightly as she stared.

“Emma, Mike,” Paul greeted us warmly, his tone friendly but confident. “I’m glad you made it. I know this being your first time, it might feel a bit overwhelming, but just enjoy yourselves. No pressure—you’re here to have fun.”

I smiled, appreciating his reassurance, but my attention was divided. Emma was nodding along to his words, though her gaze hadn’t strayed from his cock. Her fascination was evident, and I couldn’t blame her. At the same time, Paul’s eyes were clearly drawn to her chest, his appreciation for her large tits unmistakable.

“I must say,” Paul said, his voice rich and smooth as his gaze roamed over Emma, “I do like your outfit. Mmmm, very nice.” His eyes lingered appreciatively on her translucent blouse and tight skirt. Then, with a sly grin, he added, “Lauren was telling me you got your pussy waxed. Do you mind if I have a look?”

Emma didn’t answer right away, her focus fixed on Paul’s semi-erect cock, still swinging slightly as he stood before her. Slowly, she bent down, her movements deliberate, and lifted the hem of her skirt. With her bare pussy now exposed, she spread her legs slightly, inviting his inspection.

Paul’s grin widened as he took in the sight of her smooth, glistening folds. “May I?” he asked, his voice low and dripping with anticipation.

Emma nodded, her breath hitching as Paul reached out. His fingers traced along the edge of her pussy, parting her lips slightly. She moaned softly, her hips shifting instinctively as his finger slid along her slit, quickly becoming coated in her juices. He lingered just long enough to have her moaning louder, her body responding eagerly to his touch. But just as her breath quickened, hinting at the orgasm building within her, Paul withdrew his hand.

Emma let out a frustrated whimper, but Paul simply smiled, bringing his glistening finger to his mouth. He sucked it clean with a low, satisfied hum. “Sweet,” he said simply, his eyes meeting Emma’s with a knowing look.

Without another word, he took her hand, gently pulling her toward an empty picnic table. Emma followed willingly, her body practically vibrating with arousal. Paul helped her onto the edge of the table, his strong hands guiding her as she perched there. Her eyes never left his cock, her lips parting slightly as she stared hungrily.

Paul knelt between her legs, his movements slow and purposeful. Spreading her thighs wide, he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Emma moaned loudly as his long tongue parted her folds, sliding along her wet slit. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers threading through his hair as she gasped sharply. His tongue had found her clit, and the teasing circles he traced around it had her body trembling.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the scene unfolding before me. The way Emma’s back arched, the flush creeping up her chest, the soft cries spilling from her lips—it was mesmerizing. But then I noticed we weren’t alone. Two of the men who had been standing around Lauren had wandered over, drawn by the sounds of Emma’s pleasure. They stood close, their cocks in hand as they watched Paul devour her pussy.

Emma’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze falling on the two men standing beside her. Her breath hitched again as she glanced down at their hard, throbbing cocks, her moans growing softer but more desperate. Slowly, her hands left Paul’s head and moved to the buttons of her blouse. With deliberate movements, she began to undo them one by one, her fingers trembling slightly.

As the last button came undone, Emma shrugged off the blouse, letting it fall behind her on the table. Her large, full breasts spilled free, her nipples hard and begging for attention. She leaned back, her hands gripping the edge of the table for support as she offered herself completely. Her moans turned to gasps as Paul’s tongue worked her clit, each flick sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

The men beside her murmured softly, their eyes glued to her heaving chest and glistening pussy. One of them stepped closer, his cock just inches from Emma’s face. She glanced up at him, her lips parting as if in anticipation, before returning her focus to the pleasure Paul was giving her. Her body arched again, a sharp cry escaping her lips as another wave of pleasure rolled through her.

Seeing that Emma had removed her blouse, the two men standing nearby wasted no time. They stepped closer, their hands reaching out to her exposed tits. Their fingers kneaded her soft flesh, pinching and squeezing her hard nipples as they stroked their cocks in unison. Emma gasped at the attention, her body arching slightly as her moans grew louder.

With Paul’s tongue working expertly between her legs and her breasts being mauled, Emma’s first orgasm hit quickly. Her body shuddered violently, her moans turning into high-pitched cries as waves of pleasure coursed through her. Her hand reached out instinctively, grasping the nearest cock. Without hesitation, she began stroking it, her fingers wrapping tightly around the slick shaft as she wanked him off.

Not to be outdone, the second man moved closer, positioning himself at her head. He offered his cock to her, holding it just inches from her lips. Emma didn’t need any further encouragement. Her bright red lips parted eagerly, and she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. Her moans were muffled as she began to work him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before sliding down his shaft.

I stood off to the side, my own cock throbbing painfully at the sight of my wife transforming into a cock-hungry slut. Unable to resist, I freed myself and began stroking slowly, my eyes locked on the scene before me.

My attention was momentarily drawn away by the commotion at the picnic table, where the man fucking Julie let out a loud yell. “Oh, you fucking slut, here it comes. Ahhhhhhhh!” His hips slammed into her one last time, his body jerking as he emptied his load into her pussy.

I turned back to Emma just in time to hear the man in her mouth groaning loudly. His breathing was ragged, his body tense as he pulled his cock from her lips. He gasped, stroking himself furiously before a thick jet of cum erupted from the tip, splashing across Emma’s face. Her cheeks and forehead glistened with his cum as he continued to groan, squeezing more onto her open, waiting mouth.

Emma’s tongue darted out, licking the stray drops from her lips before swallowing him down. She leaned forward again, her lips wrapping around his cock as she sucked the last of his release from him. His head tilted back, his eyes closed in ecstasy as Emma’s mouth worked him gently, prolonging his pleasure.

The scene was quickly escalating. A small crowd of men had begun to gather, jostling slightly as they vied for position. One by one, their gazes fixed on Emma’s mouth, eager to claim their turn. Her face was already streaked with cum, her bright red lipstick smudged, but she looked more alluring than ever. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her expression one of pure desire.

As Emma eagerly worked her mouth over the next man’s cock, Justin stepped forward and tapped Paul on the shoulder. Paul turned, saw Justin, and nodded, stepping aside to make room. His face glistened with Emma’s pussy juices, his lips curling into a satisfied smile as he licked them clean. We both watched as Justin took his place between Emma’s spread legs, his imposing presence commanding attention.

Emma paused mid-motion, lifting her head from the cock in her mouth to watch Justin. Her eyes locked onto his 9 inches of thick, black cock as he began to coat it with lube. Her breathing grew heavier, a long, low groan escaping her lips as he ran the slick head along the folds of her soaked pussy. The wet sound of his cock gliding against her entrance was audible, and her lips parted in anticipation.

With a slight push, the head breached her opening. Emma grunted softly, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing. She let out a deep moan as Justin slowly sank deeper, her wet lips stretching to accommodate his girth. Her legs quivered slightly as he hooked them over his broad shoulders, positioning her perfectly for the deep thrusts that were to come.

Justin didn’t hesitate. With a deliberate push, he buried himself fully inside her, his balls pressing firmly against her ass. Emma’s head lolled back, her voice caught in her throat as she adjusted to the thickness of him. But her moan was quickly muffled when the man she’d been sucking took advantage of her open mouth, sliding his cock back past her bright red lips. Her eyes fluttered shut, and her throat bobbed slightly as she worked to take him in.

Paul, not wanting to be left out, moved to the side of the table. His massive, semi-hard cock swung heavily in his hand as he approached. Without hesitation, he guided it into Emma’s free hand. The moment she realized what she was holding, her muffled cries turned into a high-pitched, almost desperate sound. Her entire body trembled on the table as she clung to Paul’s cock, her back arching as she was overwhelmed by a shattering orgasm.

Justin grinned, clearly pleased by her reaction. He began to move, his thick cock sliding out before slamming back in, the force of his thrusts making Emma’s body bounce on the table. Her cries were muted by the cock in her mouth, but her pleasure was evident in the way her hips rocked against Justin’s powerful movements.

By now, a crowd of six men had gathered around her, their eyes glued to her writhing body. Emma had become the undeniable center of attention, her transformed demeanor captivating them all. Hands roamed freely over her, pinching and squeezing her large, erect nipples that stood out like organ stops. Each touch elicited a moan or a shiver from her, her body responding eagerly to every sensation.

Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, her hair fanned out messily across the table. Her hands worked furiously—one stroking Paul’s cock, the other clinging to Justin’s shoulder as he drove into her. Her legs trembled on Justin’s shoulders, the angle allowing him to hit deep, intense strokes that left her gasping around the cock in her mouth.

The air was thick with the scent of sex, a potent mix of sweat, arousal, and exertion. My own cock throbbed painfully in my hand as I stroked myself to the sight of my wife being taken so completely, her body the center of this display of raw, unfiltered desire.

It was clear that Emma wasn’t just taking it—she was thriving on it. Her moans grew louder, even with her mouth stuffed full, and her body moved in time with Justin’s thrusts, meeting him eagerly. Her transformation was complete, and I couldn’t look away as my once-shy wife became the embodiment of pure, uninhibited lust.

My attention drifted briefly from Emma to Julie. She was now laid face down on the picnic table, her slim frame jolting with every hard thrust as she was vigorously fucked from behind. Her grunts and cries punctuated the air, growing louder with each powerful stroke. A thick trail of cum and pussy juices leaked down her inner thighs, glistening as it trickled onto the tops of her stockings. The sheer amount of fluid made me wonder just how many times she’d been fucked already. From the state of her, it had to be a lot—and judging by the two men still standing nearby, stroking themselves, she wasn’t done yet.

My gaze shifted, catching sight of Lauren leaning casually against a car a short distance away. She was on her own now, taking a moment to rest. When she saw me looking, she waved me over with a knowing smile. I glanced back at Emma to check on her before heading toward Lauren.

Justin had taken over completely, driving into Emma with long, deliberate strokes, his cock plunging deep into her pussy. Her hands gripped the edge of the table as her body arched with each thrust, her cries muffled by another man’s cock filling her mouth. The man pulled out suddenly, groaning as he erupted over her face, jets of cum streaking her cheeks and lips. Emma barely seemed to notice, lost in the throes of another intense orgasm as her body writhed beneath Justin.

Satisfied that Emma was fully occupied, I turned and made my way toward Lauren. As I approached, I became keenly aware of my own state—just like the other men around me, my cock hung out in the open, hard and waiting for attention. It was a strange yet exhilarating feeling, a tangible reminder of the raw, uninhibited atmosphere surrounding us.

Lauren greeted me with a mischievous smile, still in the process of cleaning herself up. A baby wipe in her hand moved deftly across her skin, wiping away the streaks of cum that painted her face, neck, and the soft swell of her breasts. Her nipples, stiff and inviting, glistened faintly under the low light.

“If you think this is messy,” she said, her voice tinged with humor, “wait until they’re done with Emma. It’s a bit of an initiation ceremony for new women members. By the end of the night, all the men will cum over her face or tits.” She paused, eyeing my reaction before adding, “Don’t worry, I’ve already warned her about it.”

The image of Emma sprawled on the table, her face and chest glistening with cum, flashed in my mind. My cock twitched involuntarily at the thought, the movement catching Lauren’s eye. She grinned knowingly, her gaze drifting down to my exposed shaft.

“Would you like a hand with that?” she asked, her tone playful but loaded with promise. “Or would you prefer something else? My mouth, my pussy… or maybe my ass?”

My heart pounded at her casual offer, her boldness thrilling me. Jesus, I thought, if Emma was enjoying herself half as much as I was about to, tonight was going to be unforgettable.

“All,” I replied, my voice low and hoarse.

Lauren chuckled, shaking her head slightly. “You greedy man,” she teased. “Well, in that case, I’d better not waste any time.”

With that, she knelt gracefully at my feet, her hands already reaching for me. The anticipation was electric as her warm fingers wrapped around my shaft, her movements deliberate and skilled. Lauren looked up at me, her lips curving into a sultry smile before she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste me.

Lauren gripped my cock firmly, pulling it down until it was level with her mouth. I groaned as her warm, wet tongue began to circle the head, flicking lightly and lapping up the precum that was already leaking from me. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, a wicked smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

“Mmmm, I do love the taste of cock,” she murmured, her voice thick with lust. Without waiting for a response, she returned to her task, her tongue swirling and teasing. At one point, she pressed the tip of her tongue firmly against my slit, almost as though she was trying to push inside. The sensation made my hips jerk involuntarily.

But it was when Lauren took me deep into her throat that I grunted loudly, the tight, wet heat enveloping me completely. She held me there, her throat constricting slightly around my cock as her lips pressed against my base. My hands clenched as the intensity threatened to overwhelm me. Slowly, she pulled back, her lips dragging along my shaft until just the tip remained between them. She flicked her tongue quickly across the sensitive head, sending a shudder through me, before plunging me back down her throat.

Each thrust brought a guttural sound from my lips, her skilled mouth driving me closer to the edge. My senses were overwhelmed, yet I couldn’t ignore the sounds coming from behind me—Emma’s moans and the deep, animalistic grunts of the men around her filled the air.

Glancing over, I saw Emma lying on the table, her tits and face glistening with fresh streaks of cum. Men surrounded her, eagerly stroking their cocks as they waited for their turn to claim her mouth. Her lips, slick with spit and cum, parted as she eagerly took another cock in, her hands busy stroking the shafts closest to her.

The rhythmic slapping sound caught my attention next—Justin was driving into her with relentless force, his 9-inch cock slamming against her ass with every deep thrust. Emma’s cries of pleasure mingled with his grunts, her body jerking with the sheer power of his movements.

My eyes were drawn to Paul, standing nearby. He was preparing himself, pouring a generous amount of lube onto his thick, black cock and spreading it along its length with deliberate, practiced strokes. His gaze was fixed on Emma, a predatory hunger in his expression as he waited for his turn. The sight made my cock twitch in Lauren’s mouth, and I groaned softly.

While I’d been distracted, Lauren had pulled away. I glanced down, surprised to see her standing. She turned without a word, her movements confident and fluid, and bent over the hood of the car. Her legs spread wide, and she looked back at me over her shoulder, her ass arched invitingly.

“Well?” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Don’t keep a girl waiting.”

Her pussy glistened, still wet from earlier, and the sight of her spread open, ready and eager, reignited the fire coursing through me. Gripping her hips firmly, I stepped forward, lining myself up.

Reaching back, Lauren’s fingers wrapped around my cock, her grip firm but teasing as she pulled me toward her. The warmth of her hand sent a shiver through me, and I groaned softly as she guided the head of my cock along the slick folds of her pussy lips. Her hips shifted slightly, aligning herself perfectly, and with a slight push, I found the entrance to her wet, inviting cunt.

We both let out low, guttural moans as my cock slid inside, the warmth and wetness enveloping me completely. Her tightness gave way easily, and she released my shaft, allowing me to take control. I thrust forward, sinking all 6 inches into her sloppy cunt. Her walls pulsed slightly around me, but after a couple of thrusts, I felt the familiar looseness that comes with a well-fucked pussy.

Wanting more, I pulled back, pausing as I repositioned her. “Put your legs together,” I murmured, my hands gripping her hips firmly. She complied, squeezing her thighs tightly, and I pushed back in. This time, her pussy hugged me snugly, the added pressure from her legs creating a sensation that had us both moaning.

Lauren’s soft gasps turned into low, breathy moans as I began to move, setting a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each thrust drove deeper, my hips pressing firmly against her ass as I watched my cock gliding in and out of her glistening folds.

From this angle, I had a perfect view of everything happening around us. To my left, Julie was still face down on the picnic table, her slender body jerking with every hard thrust from the man pounding her from behind. Her muffled grunts blended with the wet, rhythmic sounds of their coupling. Trails of cum continued to leak from her used pussy, dripping down her thighs and onto her stockings, a testament to the men who had already taken her.

Ahead of me, Emma was the center of a frenzy. Her face and chest glistened with cum, her skin glinting in the low light. Justin’s massive cock was still buried deep inside her pussy, each thrust causing her body to arch and quake. The men surrounding her were relentless, their cocks stroking steadily as they waited for their turn to claim her mouth or cover her in their seed. She seemed completely consumed, moaning and crying out as her hands and mouth worked to please the eager men around her.

Lauren’s moans pulled my focus back to her. “Mmmm, that’s it,” she purred, her voice heavy with arousal. Her hips rolled against mine, matching my rhythm as I picked up the pace. My hands tightened on her hips, guiding her as I fucked her tighter pussy, the heat and slickness driving me closer to the edge with each thrust.

The contrast between the chaos around us and the intimate connection with Lauren only heightened the intensity. My cock throbbed as I pounded into her, her moans growing louder with every stroke. This wasn’t just sex—it was pure, uninhibited indulgence, and I wasn’t about to hold back.

By now, Justin had pulled himself out of Emma, making way for Paul to take his turn. He moved between Emma’s spread legs, his massive cock glistening with lube as he positioned himself at her entrance. Lauren and I watched intently as Paul began to push into her.

“Oh my god, it’s too much!” Emma cried out, her hands gripping the edges of the table as her pussy stretched to accommodate him. Paul paused, his cock barely halfway inside her, and reached down to circle her prominent clit with his fingers. Emma’s cries turned into breathless moans, her body trembling under his skilled touch. When he pinched her clit firmly, her hips bucked, moving against him as her body adjusted to his girth.

Seeing her reaction, Paul pushed deeper, his cock sliding further into her wet, yielding pussy. Emma’s back arched, her cries muffled as Justin stepped forward and fed his cock back into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide as she eagerly accepted him, her moans vibrating around his shaft.

As I watched, my hands gripped Lauren’s hips tightly. My cock throbbed inside her as she suddenly squeezed her pussy around me, her muscles contracting in rhythmic pulses that made me groan. Lauren looked over her shoulder at me with a mischievous smile.

“See the guy jerking off next to Emma’s face?” she asked, her voice teasing.

My eyes followed her gaze to a tall, athletic man standing close to the table. His toned physique and confident stance surprised me—he looked more like a fitness model than someone I’d expect to find here. His large cock, thick and veined, stood out even among the others, precum glistening as he stroked it with practiced ease.

“Yeah,” I replied, curiosity evident in my tone.

“That’s my husband, Tim,” Lauren said, her smile widening. “Watch—he’s about to cum.”


Chapter 7

The revelation hit me like a bolt. I’d expected Lauren’s husband to be here, but I hadn’t imagined him like this. My surprise was cut short as Tim’s hand moved faster, his body tensing. With a deep groan, he erupted, thick streams of cum shooting across Emma’s face. The first jet landed squarely on her cheek, the second on her lips, and the rest coated her forehead and chin. Emma moaned loudly, her body trembling as the warm cum dripped down her skin.

Lauren let out a sharp cry, her head tilting back as her own orgasm overtook her. Her pussy clamped down tightly on my cock, the sudden pressure pulling a deep groan from my throat. My hands dug into her hips, holding her steady as her body shuddered in pleasure, her wet heat milking me with every pulse.

She glanced back at me, her face flushed and eyes glinting with satisfaction. “Tim’s something, isn’t he?” she said, a note of pride in her voice.

As Lauren trembled through her orgasm, her moans filling the night air, my hands slid lower, spreading her soft, round ass cheeks apart. Her tight little star came into view, the slight twitch of her muscles drawing my focus. Unable to resist, I pressed my thumb gently against her anus, massaging the puckered skin in slow, deliberate circles.

Lauren let out a low moan, her hips shifting slightly as she pushed back against my hand. Despite her eagerness, her tight hole resisted my efforts, and I realized I’d need more lubrication. Pulling my cock out of her slick, sloppy pussy, I slid it up between the cheeks of her ass, letting her juices coat her tight entrance before plunging back into her wet heat. She gasped as I filled her again, her body arching as I repeated the motion a few more times, each pass leaving her tighter hole better lubed.

With my cock buried back in her pussy, I used the slickness to work my thumb against her anus once more. This time, the pressure paid off—her sphincter relaxed slightly, and I pushed forward, my thumb sinking into her tightness. Lauren let out a sharp moan, her head falling forward as her body trembled.

I groaned as I felt my thumb through the thin membrane separating her pussy and ass. Each time her cunt pulsed around my cock, I could feel it against my thumb, the dual sensation driving me wild. I began to move, thrusting my cock in and out of her dripping pussy as my thumb worked deeper, stretching her ass and sending her into a new wave of moans.

Lauren’s hands gripped the hood of the car for support, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Oh god, yes,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. As I finger-fucked her ass and pumped my cock into her soaked pussy, my gaze wandered to the action surrounding us. Julie was face down on the table again, her slim frame jerking as another man pounded into her from behind. Her muffled grunts blended with the wet slaps of skin meeting skin, and I could see cum still dripping from her pussy, streaking her thighs and the tops of her stockings.

Emma, meanwhile, was caught in a storm of pleasure. Her cries came in breathless bursts as her body writhed beneath Paul, who stood motionless between her spread legs. His cock, impossibly large, was now fully buried inside her tight pussy. He didn’t thrust, letting her adjust to his size, but his fingers danced skillfully over her swollen clit, drawing out a series of orgasms that left her trembling and gasping for air.

As I continued fucking Lauren’s pussy and working my thumb in her ass, her husband Tim approached us. To my surprise, his cock was still rock hard despite having just cum. Its impressive length and girth still glistened, and he offered it to Lauren without hesitation. Her lips parted eagerly, and she stuffed him into her mouth with a muffled moan, her tongue swirling around his shaft as she welcomed him back into her throat.

The added stimulation sent Lauren spiraling into another orgasm. Her pussy clenched and flooded around me, soaking my cock and thighs in her juices. The slippery sensation made it harder to maintain my rhythm, and as she came down from her high, I decided to pull out, withdrawing both my cock and thumb. Lauren groaned in disappointment, wriggling her ass enticingly to coax me back.

“Don’t stop,” she whimpered, her hips swaying invitingly.

Gripping her soft cheeks, I positioned the slick head of my cock against her tight, puckered hole. Lauren squealed softly as I began to press forward, her sphincter resisting momentarily before giving way. I groaned loudly as the tight heat of her ass enveloped me, and I pushed deeper, not stopping until my balls slapped against her wet, sticky pussy.

I held still for a moment, savoring the sensation as her ass clenched around my cock, squeezing me with every twitch of her muscles. Lauren moaned deeply, her voice muffled by Tim’s cock as he began to move with a steady, relentless rhythm.

Tim showed no signs of fatigue despite his earlier release. He gripped Lauren’s head with both hands, his hips moving in deliberate thrusts that grew faster and deeper with every motion. Saliva dripped from the corners of her lips, her wet, glugging sounds filling the air as he claimed her mouth. Lauren responded eagerly, her body vibrating with moans as her throat worked to take him.

The sight of her being used so thoroughly reignited my arousal, and I began to fuck her ass with renewed vigor. My hands gripped her hips tightly before sliding down to spread her cheeks wide, giving me a perfect view of my cock disappearing into her tight hole. Her body jolted with every thrust, the wet slap of my balls against her sticky pussy adding to the symphony of sounds around us.

Looking up, I saw Tim watching intently. His gaze locked onto my cock as it plunged in and out of Lauren’s ass, the sight clearly spurring him on. His pace quickened, his groans deepening as his hands tightened their grip on her head.

“You fucking slut,” he growled, his voice raw with arousal. “Take it all, every inch!”

Tim’s hips jerked suddenly, his cock twitching violently as he let out a guttural groan. Thick, powerful spurts of cum erupted from him, flooding Lauren’s throat. She moaned deeply, her body rocking back against me as I continued to thrust into her ass, each motion causing her to take Tim’s release even deeper. Despite having cum earlier, Tim’s cock remained stiff, pulsing with every spurt as he emptied himself into her eager mouth. Lauren’s muffled cries vibrated around his shaft, the combined sensations of my thrusts and his climax pushing her into another frenzy.

My own orgasm was rapidly building, and I couldn’t hold back the cries escaping my lips. “Oh yes, oh yes,” I yelled, my cock twitching as the tension threatened to overflow.

To my surprise, Lauren suddenly spat Tim’s cock out with a wet pop and stood up, pulling away from me and forcing my cock to slip from her tight ass. I stood there momentarily stunned, my cock throbbing and slick with her juices, twitching in anticipation of release. Without missing a beat, Lauren took hold of me, her warm fingers wrapping firmly around my shaft.

“Come with me,” she said with a mischievous smile, leading me toward where Emma’s head rested on the table. Her eyes were half-lidded, her moans loud and guttural as Paul’s massive cock pounded relentlessly into her pussy. Her body quaked with each thrust, her cries blending with the wet, rhythmic slaps of skin against skin.

What caught my attention most, though, was the sheer amount of cum covering her. It glistened on her flushed cheeks, dripped down her neck, and streaked across her heaving tits. A stark reminder of just how many men had already claimed her tonight. And now, with Lauren’s guidance, I was about to add to the mess.

Lauren positioned me, her hand stroking my cock with purpose as she aimed it toward Emma’s cock-filled mouth. Her strokes grew faster, firmer, and I groaned loudly, the buildup nearly unbearable. As Lauren worked me expertly, I slid my hand down her back, my fingers finding her still-sloppy ass. With her juices coating her tight hole, I pressed a finger in, earning a low, throaty moan from her. Encouraged, I added a second finger, stretching her slowly as her hips shifted back against my hand.

Lauren’s moans mixed with my own as her pace quickened, her grip tightening around my shaft. “Come on,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “Let’s give her something to swallow.”

The combination of her words, the sight of Emma drenched in cum, and the feel of Lauren’s ass clenching around my fingers sent me spiraling closer to the edge. My groans turned into loud, ragged cries as my body tensed, my release imminent.

But I wasn’t the only one ready to explode. Justin pulled his cock out of Emma’s mouth, stroking himself furiously as he positioned himself over her flushed, cum-streaked face. Nearby, two other men groaned loudly, their bodies tensing as they erupted, streams of cum shooting across Emma’s heaving, wobbling tits. The warm fluid dripped down her soft skin, pooling between her breasts as her body quivered beneath them.

Justin joined in moments later, a guttural growl escaping his throat as thick ropes of his cum splattered across Emma’s face and tits. The sight of him groaning in pleasure as his cock pulsed sent me over the edge. Lauren worked her hand over my shaft with expert precision, stroking me firmly as my hips jerked uncontrollably.

“Ahhhhhhhhhh,” I yelled, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave. My cock erupted, thick spurts of cum arcing into Emma’s open mouth. Lauren guided me, ensuring every drop landed exactly where she intended. Emma, lost in her own ecstasy, seemed unaware of the additional cum coating her as she cried out through another powerful orgasm. Her body writhed on the table, overwhelmed by the sensations.

It was then that Paul pulled out of her swollen, stretched pussy and climbed onto the table. His massive, glistening cock waved in front of him as he positioned himself astride Emma’s cum-slicked body. His large balls rested on her stomach as he began to stroke himself, his hand gliding smoothly along his 8-inch shaft.

The intensity of his focus was palpable as his breathing quickened, sweat pouring down his face as he worked himself closer to release. His movements became more erratic, and he gasped loudly, his voice ringing out over the sounds of Emma’s moans and the murmurs of the gathered men.

“Here it comes, baby,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “Welcome to the club. Oh yes, oh fuck yessss. Ahhhhhhhhh!”

A thick, powerful stream of cum erupted from his cock, the first jet landing squarely on Emma’s cum-covered face before the subsequent bursts painted her chest, neck, and the space between her breasts. Paul’s body shuddered with each spurt, his hand working feverishly until he finally slowed, squeezing out the last drops onto Emma’s tits. His long gasps filled the air as his climax subsided, his cock twitching slightly as he came to a stop.

Beside me, Lauren continued to work her magic, milking every last drop from my now-softening cock. My legs trembled as I stood there, gasping for air, her tight sphincter still pulsing around my fingers as she clung to the remnants of her own pleasure.

Finally, Lauren released me, letting my limp cock fall free. She looked around at the men still surrounding Emma and raised her voice with a tone of authority. “Okay, guys,” she said, a playful smirk on her lips. “I think Emma’s had enough for now.”

As I pulled my fingers free from Lauren’s slick, stretched ass, I took a moment to survey Emma’s body sprawled on the table. Lauren hadn’t been wrong when she’d warned me earlier that Emma would be a mess by the end of the night. From her tangled hair to the streaks of cum filling her belly button, she was utterly covered. Her skin glistened with sweat and fluids, a testament to the raw intensity of the initiation she’d just endured.

Paul, now fully spent, had stepped back from Emma but remained nearby, his gaze lingering on her. She lay there motionless, her eyes closed as she worked to catch her breath, her chest rising and falling in slow, deep gasps.

“I hope you both enjoyed the initiation ceremony,” Paul said with a satisfied grin. “I know I did.” His tone was light, but the sight of him standing there, his massive cock now soft but still impressive, carried a certain gravity.

He leaned forward slightly, letting his fingers trace gentle circles over Emma’s swollen clit. She moaned softly, her body flinching as he teased her overstimulated flesh. “I hope you’ll be staying on,” he added, glancing at me with a knowing look. “I know some of the other club members wouldn’t mind a turn with Emma’s pussy now that the ceremony is over.”

Emma moaned again at his words, a faint sound that betrayed the deep, lingering arousal that still coursed through her despite her exhaustion. Paul smiled, clearly pleased with himself, before turning and heading off with Justin toward where Julie knelt on the ground, enthusiastically working her way through a group of eager men.

A few of the others gathered around us murmured their thanks before beginning to drift away, some tucking themselves back into their pants as they left for the night.

Lauren, still standing beside me, broke the silence. “Did Emma pack a bag like I told her?” she asked, her voice soft but practical.

“Yes, it’s in the car,” I replied, tucking my own limp cock back into my trousers. “I’ll go get it.”

Lauren gave a small nod, and I turned to head back toward the car. The cool night air hit my flushed skin as I walked, a strange mix of satisfaction and surreal disbelief swirling in my mind. Grabbing the shopping bag from the back seat, I made my way back toward the table where Emma still lay.

As I approached, my eyes were drawn to the state of her swollen, battered pussy. It was red and puffy, her lips engorged and glistening in the low light. Paul’s monstrous cock had clearly left its mark on her, and the sight sent an unexpected jolt of arousal and protectiveness through me.

Lauren noticed where my gaze had landed as she took the bag from my hand. “Don’t worry, Mike,” she said with a playful smile. “It isn’t permanent. It does shrink back... eventually.”

She patted me lightly on the bum before turning her attention back to Emma, leaving me standing there, unsure whether to feel reassured or even more mesmerized by everything that had unfolded tonight.

For the next ten minutes, we focused on cleaning Emma up, the sound of Julie being vigorously fucked again filling the air around us. Emma had regained her composure, her skin still flushed and glistening from the earlier intensity. It was then that one of the men approached, his eyes flicking between Lauren and Emma as he addressed Lauren directly.

“Any chance of a fuck, Lauren?” he asked, his tone casual but laced with arousal.

Lauren’s reply caught me off guard. “Not at the moment, Eddie, but Emma is free.”

Emma smiled warmly at him, her eyes dropping to his cock, which he was stroking slowly as he gazed back at her. Eddie’s cock was shorter than mine, but noticeably thicker, with a girthy shaft that looked like it would stretch Emma’s already well-used pussy in a whole new way.

Still seated on the table, Emma locked eyes with him as he spoke to her. “Hi, Emma. Can you turn around and bend over for me?”

Without hesitation, Emma lifted herself off the table, turning around and leaning forward to lay herself facedown across the surface. Her skirt rucked up around her waist as she positioned herself, exposing her bare, glistening pussy. Her readiness sent a jolt of arousal through me, and I quickly unzipped my trousers, taking hold of my limp cock and stroking it to life as I watched the scene unfold.

Eddie stepped closer, his hand running over the smooth curve of Emma’s firm ass. He slid his cock along her slick pussy lips, teasing her entrance before pressing forward. Emma let out a soft moan as his thicker cock pushed inside her, the fit snug but not overwhelming. Eddie groaned, gripping her hips as he buried himself fully, savoring the warm tightness before setting a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Lauren, who had been watching me from the corner of her eye, smirked as she saw me working my stiffening cock. She moved to the other end of the table, bending forward so that her face was close to Emma’s. Her hands rested on the table for balance, and her ass swayed invitingly as she glanced back at me.

“Mike,” she purred, her voice dripping with playful seduction. “You never finished fucking me.”

Quickly, I moved to stand behind Lauren, letting my trousers fall to the ground as I reached into the shopping bag for the lube. Squirting a generous amount onto my fingers, I began to work it over her tight little star, teasing the sensitive ring of muscle before easing a finger inside. Lauren gasped, her body shuddering as I pressed deeper, her ass gradually relaxing under my touch. Encouraged by her response, I added a second finger, working them in tandem to stretch her gently but firmly.

As I prepared her, my gaze shifted to Emma, who was leaning on her elbows, watching what I was doing with half-lidded eyes. The sight was mesmerizing—not only the way her expression flickered between pleasure and curiosity but also the view of her swaying breasts. They hung heavily beneath her, their deep valley accentuated by the way her body shuddered with each of Eddie’s powerful thrusts. Every time he slammed into her, her tits jiggled enticingly, adding an extra layer of arousal to the scene.

My cock was more than ready now. I pulled my fingers from Lauren’s slick ass and replaced them with my aching shaft. The fit wasn’t as tight as earlier, but the sensation was just as exquisite. I groaned as I sank into her warmth, gripping her hips as I began to move. Pulling all the way out before plunging back in, I set a steady rhythm, savoring every grunt Lauren let out as I filled her again and again.

Eddie, standing across from me, seemed to catch my rhythm, and before long, we were synchronizing our thrusts. Emma’s moans grew louder, her face scrunched up in a mix of pleasure and intensity as she was pounded relentlessly from behind. Her body rocked between us, her cries mingling with the wet slaps of our efforts.

Lauren, not to be outdone, reached a hand between her legs, her fingers finding her clit. I could feel the movement as her body trembled beneath me, her gasps turning into cries as she rubbed herself furiously. Her cries hit a crescendo as she suddenly stiffened, her orgasm ripping through her. Warmth spread across my balls as she squirted, her pussy juices coating me in a sensation I’d never forget.

The combined pleasure of her pulsing ass and the warm slickness against my balls pushed me over the edge. “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh,” I groaned loudly, my hips jerking as I shot my load deep into her ass. My body shook as wave after wave of ecstasy coursed through me, Lauren’s contracting sphincter milking every drop from me.

For a moment, I stood there in a state of bliss, savoring the warmth and tightness. It wasn’t until a few seconds later that I realized Eddie was also coming. His grunts joined mine as he thrust deep into Emma, his body jerking as he emptied himself into her.

Looking down at Emma, I saw her staring back at me, her flushed face framed by strands of damp hair. She panted heavily, her body trembling as she rested against the table. Lauren’s ass clenched around me one last time, and I felt my cock slip free, spent but satisfied.

Stepping back, I noticed that a small group of men had gathered to watch. Their eager expressions told me they were ready to jump in. Justin was the first to take my place, positioning himself behind Lauren without hesitation. At the same time, Tim stepped forward to take over for Eddie, his impressive cock already stiff and ready as he moved behind Emma.

The night was winding down, the crowd thinning as the remaining men began to gather their things. Emma, Lauren, and Julie, though thoroughly spent, were still basking in the afterglow of the evening. That’s when Tim stepped forward, addressing the group.

“Alright, gentlemen,” he said with a grin, “time to wrap things up properly. Ladies, let’s get you all comfortable.”

Emma, Lauren, and Julie exchanged knowing smiles as they began to move, following his lead. One by one, they climbed onto a long, sturdy table and laid down side by side, their bodies glistening in the moonlight. Emma was in the center, with Lauren to her left and Julie to her right, their bare legs stretching out as they reclined with their arms relaxed at their sides.

The men moved into position with practiced ease, each taking his place between a pair of spread thighs. Eddie knelt before Emma, his hands gently parting her legs as he leaned in. Tim positioned himself between Lauren’s legs, his expression a mix of devotion and hunger as he lowered his head to her swollen pussy. Julie’s husband took his place at her feet, a look of intense focus on his face as he prepared to bring his wife to yet another climax.

The atmosphere shifted, becoming almost reverent as the men began their work. Eddie’s tongue started slow, teasing Emma’s folds as he worked to clean her thoroughly. Her body tensed at first, sensitive from the night’s activities, but soon her soft moans filled the air, her hips rocking gently in response to his movements.

Next to her, Lauren let out a low groan as Tim’s tongue worked its way inside her. His hands gripped her thighs firmly, holding her open as he alternated between long, slow licks and gentle suction on her clit. Lauren’s hands threaded through his hair, her moans growing louder as her body arched off the table.

Julie, meanwhile, was already writhing beneath her husband’s mouth. His deliberate, focused movements drew cries of pleasure from her that echoed through the clearing. Her body trembled, her orgasm building quickly as he devoured her with practiced precision. Julie’s high-pitched moans crescendoed into loud screams as her body shook violently, her hands gripping the edge of the table as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her.

I stood off to the side, watching with a mixture of awe and curiosity. Eddie’s enthusiasm as he licked and sucked at Emma’s cum-filled pussy was almost hypnotic, his face glistening with her juices. My gaze shifted to Tim, who worked Lauren’s pussy with a mix of tenderness and intensity, his every movement deliberate and confident. I couldn’t help but wonder—could I ever do that? Could I take that kind of pleasure in something so raw and intimate?

The women climaxed almost in unison, their cries and moans mingling in the air. Julie was the loudest by far, her body jerking uncontrollably as her husband pushed her over the edge yet again. Emma’s and Lauren’s orgasms were softer but no less intense, their bodies trembling as they reached their peaks.

When it was over, the men stood, their faces flushed but satisfied. To my amazement, both Tim and Julie’s husband were rock hard again, their cocks jutting proudly forward as they exchanged knowing smiles. Meanwhile, I felt a pang of self-consciousness as I looked down at myself—my cock was completely soft, the events of the night having taken their toll.

Lauren noticed my expression and gave me a sly smile as she stood, her body still glowing with satisfaction. Tim wrapped an arm around her waist, his cock brushing against her hip as he whispered something in her ear that made her laugh softly. Together, they walked off into the night, Tim’s confident stride a stark contrast to my lingering self-doubt.

Emma sat up beside me, her body still radiant despite the wear of the evening. She reached for my hand, her touch grounding me in the moment. “Ready to head back?” she asked softly, her voice warm and full of contentment.

I nodded, helping her to her feet as Julie and her husband gathered their things nearby. Together, we made our way back to the car, the night’s events replaying in my mind as Emma rested her head on my shoulder. It had been a night like no other, and I knew this was just the beginning of something neither of us could have anticipated.

After Emma had cleaned herself up and slipped on a fresh pair of panties, we said our goodbyes and headed back to the hotel. Once there, we shared a long, soothing shower together before collapsing into bed. It was a good thing it was Sunday morning—we slept through breakfast and didn’t wake until nearly noon, only roused by the sound of my phone buzzing on the nightstand.

Groggily, I picked it up and saw Lauren’s name on the screen. “Hi, Lauren,” I said, my voice still rough from sleep.

“Hi, Mike,” she replied cheerily. “So, did you enjoy last night?”

I smiled, glancing over at Emma, who was still nestled under the duvet. “Yes, I did,” I said honestly.

“Well,” Lauren continued, her voice laced with amusement, “I’m calling to see if you two would like to come to our next meeting in two weeks?”

Before I could respond, Emma, who had been half-listening, suddenly slid under the covers. I felt her warm hands brush against my thighs, and then, without warning, the wet heat of her mouth enveloped my cock. I gasped sharply, nearly dropping the phone as she began to work her tongue in slow, deliberate circles.

“Mike? Are you alright?” Lauren asked, her tone now curious.

“Ahhhh... yes, Lauren,” I managed to gasp out, my hips involuntarily jerking as Emma’s mouth sank deeper onto my cock. “Emma’s just... ohhh... giving me a blow job right now.”

Lauren burst into laughter on the other end of the line. “I’ll take that as a yes, then! See you in two weeks, and try not to let her tire you out too much, Mike!” With that, she hung up, her laughter echoing in my ear as the call ended.

I barely noticed, though. My focus was entirely on Emma, who was now deepthroating me with an enthusiasm that made my head spin. As her tongue worked its magic, I realized with a grin that this was the beginning of something far more exciting than either of us could have imagined.

That was how we became part of the public sex scene—me, on the phone with Lauren, while my slut wife showed me just how much she’d embraced her new role.
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The Limit: A Bull Brutally Pushes a Cuckold Husband's Boundaries

Everyone has their limit, don't they? The line we all tell ourselves can't be crossed. Even adventurous couples like Brandon and Beth. Obviously, their limits were a little different to most couples; after all, most couples would probably say the wife sucking a big black cock was well past the limit.

But even the most adventurous couple will have a line they won't cross. Whether it's bareback, anal, or in public, oh wait......that was the last three of Brandon and Beth's limits.

And their big black bull just kept pushing.

But there must be a limit, surely? He can't just keep taking what he wants, can he?

The Hotwife: A Husband Watches His Cuckold Fantasy Become Reality

I'm not that different to any other guy really. You'd never really guess anything was different if you met my wife Lucy or me. In fact you could come to our house, spend the day chatting with us as we sit drinking beers and never know the truth.

The truth that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, watching my wife on her knees in front of another man. Listening as she tells me how much bigger he is.

Or that I've sat in that exact same seat, drinking the exact same beer, waiting for her to come home and sit on my face, building up the Dutch courage to actually do it, to go down on her after another man has filled her full of his cum in a hotel room.

Listen, I am just a normal guy, with just one secret, one thing that makes me different to a lot of guys. My cuckold fantasy has actually become a reality.

Ruined: The Impact of BBC on a White Wife

It was at that moment I knew the damage had been done. As my husband Steve climbed on top of me I had to actually think about it. For the first time in my life, I had to ask myself the question.

Was it in yet?

I hated myself for even thinking it. I know how rude it is. I know how disrespectful it is. Although I can't really make any excuses. There was only one person to blame for this, and it was Caleb and his big black cock that had stretched me out only an hour before.

No, the only person to blame for this was me. I chose to suck black cock, I chose to cheat on my husband. Although my friend Lauren can probably take a tiny bit of the blame, but that's another story entirely.

But however I try to explain it, one thing is for sure. After what Caleb did to me, now my pussy is ruined.
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