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Foreword


Want to be kept up to date with my newest releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll get an exclusive free story, and I’ll drop you a line when I launch a new book. All you got to do is sign up here:

http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

Happy reading,

Emilia.


Introduction


“Your wife’s so hot man. You got any pics on your phone? Come on bro, share!”

Tom would never let anyone talk about his gorgeous wife Kate like that — except for his old friend Calvin.

Calvin is a loser and a slob.

Tom and Kate have known him for years, and Kate thinks he’s harmless. In fact, she asks her husband permission to tease the loser. Tom agrees, not realizing that what a dangerous game they’re playing…

This loser is going to claim Tom’s wife.

And all he can do is watch.


Chapter
One



“Your wife has got the perfect tits man. Perfect tens. I’d give my left nut to see those melons.”

Coming from any other guy, such a comment would warrant an ass-kicking, but not from Calvin. Not only was he my best friend, but he was also a huge loser.

I bring my beer to my lips and take a sip. “Right. Thanks, bud.”

I thought he would grow out of his socially awkward virgin phase eventually, but where I matured, Calvin didn’t. He retreated into his video games while I grew as a person in college.

That’s where I met Kate, my beautiful and admittedly very buxom wife. If I hadn’t known Calvin since we were little kids I don’t think we’d grow to become friends now. Our lives are completely different: I have my work, my wife, and hopefully soon, children, while Calvin has… A dingy apartment filled with anime figurines, and probably a bodypillow hidden somewhere.

I meet up with Calvin for drinks once a month out of obligation. If it weren’t for me, I’m not sure he’d ever go outside.

“I mean it. Like, they are god-tier titties. I’m sure you have nudes on your phone. You’ve got them right? All I’m saying is, if you show me, you are a god amongst men sir. A god.”

I hesitate for only a moment.

“Calm down, bud. I appreciate the compliment, but let’s not get carried away. Shouldn’t you be finding your own girlfriend instead of lusting after mine?”

“Yeah, right,” Calvin sneers. “Like any girl would be interested in a guy like me.”

I’ve tried to get him to leave his bedroom for years. Unsuccessfully. We’ve had this conversation a dozen times over, but I have to try.

“You just need to get out there, bud. There’s plenty of fish in the sea.”

“I don’t care, man. I don’t want some random girl. I only want a ten.”

“Let me guess. Like Kate?”

Calvin smirks. “Exactly!”

I shake my head. “Keep dreaming, bud. Keep dreaming. ”


Chapter
Two



“You’re never going to guess what Calvin said.”

“Oh God. Let me guess. The world is run by lizards?” Kate answered as we fold our laundry.

“Close. I try to avoid politics with Kev, you know how he gets. No, he talked about you.”

“Really? What did he say?”

“Do you really want to know? He can be quite a perv.”

“Of course he’s a perv, the poor guy lives alone. He’s probably lonely as hell. What did he say?”

“He said you had, and I quote, god-tier titties. Perfect tens.”

“Did he now?” Kate asks.

Her eyes twinkle, and there’s a half-smile on her face. She glances down at her chest.

“Well, do you think he’s right?”

“Well, of course he’s right,” I chuckle, surprised by her response.

She never really liked Calvin. He smells a bit, his eyes linger too long, and he can only talk about video games or rant about ethics in video game journalism. Not the most interesting conversational partner for someone as educated and successful as my wife Kate.

“You’re gorgeous,” I add. “Not gonna lie: I thought you’d be annoyed.”

My wife shrugs. “Calvin is harmless. He’s like an annoying little brother, almost. If he wants to dream about these…” She reaches down and squeezes her breasts. “…let him dream.”

“He didn’t just dream. He asked me for nudes,” I say, slightly annoyed. Why is she defending this creep?

Her eyes grow wider, and there’s a cooky grin on her lips. “And? Did you show him?” She asks, her voice fluttery.

“What? Of course not!”

“Okay. Good,” she says, but I sense regret in her words. Her cheeks are flushed ever so slightly.

“Are you… disappointed?”

“Of course not!” Kate chirps. “I’m just saying, who cares?”

“Who cares?!”

“Yeah, who cares? They’re just nudes. Who cares? If you want to show me off, that’s fine. Lord knows my boobs aren’t going to remain this perky forever.”

I’m thrown for a loop. My prim and proper wife, who doesn’t even like wearing a bikini to the beach, is telling me to show off her nudes to my friends?!

She wants Calvin to see her naked tits? That little nerdy creep can see the soft slope of her breasts and the pink of her nipples? Why not her flat stomach and her beautiful mound as well? Her naked cheeks?

My first reaction is anger. Jealousy. A furious feeling in my stomach, wanting to claw its way out.

Then, to my shock and surprise, comes arousal, bursting in like a sledgehammer.

As I think about my friend drooling over my wife’s pictures, I find myself growing as hard as a fuck.

“I… uh… okay,” is what I answer.

We finish folding our laundry in silence. As we get ready for bed the thoughts keep looping in my head.

I keep picturing my wife showing off her fantastic body to that greasy loser.

Once we’re in bed I pull Kate close. I kiss her neck and my hand slides between her legs. She’s soaking wet.

I fuck her hard. Neither of us talk.

My mind keeps showing me pictures of Calvin and Kate together. His grubby hands groping her. Me watching helplessly as my wife submits to my inferior, pudgy, smelly friend.

“Oh Calvin,” Kate moans into her pillow.

I cum instantly.

“Did you say anything?” I ask as I gasp for breath.

My wife reaches for me and squeezes my thigh lovingly. She doesn’t reply, and soon, she sleeps.

I stare up at the ceiling, my heart racing.

Fucking Calvin.


Chapter
Three



“If you’ve got a surprise for you, dude. But you’ve got keep this one a secret, alright?”

One week later I’m once again having a beer with Calvin; this time at his grimy apartment.

Calvin’s eyes light up. “What is it?”

“Hold up. I’m dead serious. You’ve got to keep this a secret, alright? Swear to me.”

“You’re my best friend, Tom. Of course.”

“Swear it!”

“I swear!” Calvin says. “I swear, bro. Anything.”

I pull out my phone, my hand trembling. Am I really going to show my friend naked pictures of my wife? This is crazy.

It’s also all I’ve been able to think about. Kate even mentioned it before I left — she told me to have fun and give him a ‘treat’. I’m sure she meant this.

I browse through my gallery and pick out a good photo of my wife that I took on our latest vacation to the Caribbean. Photography is a bit of hobby of mine, and my Kate is my favorite subject, of course.

I select the photo where’s she’s coming out of the azure blue sea and she’s covering her breasts with her hands, wearing only a tiny pair of bikini bottoms.

“Here. Thought you might enjoy this.”

I hand my phone to Calvin. His eyes grow wide and he inhales deeply.

“No way! No way! Holy shit dude! Look at those melons! Fuck!”

I take a sip of my beer with my heart racing. Calvin, without asking me, swipes to the next couple of photos.

“Hold on,” I stammer. “It’s just that one.”

“Huh uh,” he says, pulling the phone towards him. “I gotta see more. Oh yeah, there it is! Oh Jesus!”

On the photo Kate’s hands are on her sides as she poses for the camera, her large, pale tits bared for all the world to see.

“I fucking love your wife’s tits man, holy shit.”

“Thanks.”

Calvin reaches down and squeezes his sack.

“Fuck,” he groans. “I’m already as hard as a fucking rock now thanks to those milkers. What I wouldn’t do to blow my load all over that slutty little face of hers.”

Calvin’s wearing sweatpants, as he always does, and my mouth goes dry when I see the massive tent he’s pitching. I had no idea my friend was packing such heat.

“Hey, that’s my wife you’re talking about,” I say lamely.

“Oh come on,” Calvin says with an eyeball. “A lady on the streets, but a freak in the sheets I’m betting. Did you fuck her on that beach? Did anyone come to watch?”

His voice is giddy and filled with excitement. I should cut off this conversation right here, but for some reason I feel compelled to answer him.

“We did, yeah. Kate loves showing off her body.”

“I bet that little slut does. Is she going to show her cunt in any of these pics?”

Calvin swipes through my folder. In the pictures, Kate slowly tugs her bikini bottoms down until she’s completely naked on the sandy beach.

I know I have to grab my phone back. I know this has already gone too far. But I’m unable to move, my limbs frozen, my eyes fixed on the throbbing mass that is my best friend’s monster cock.

“Ah fuck, there’s that little bitch’s wet cunt,” Calvin groans as he sees the next picture.

I know the one. It’s my absolute favorite. Kate is lying on her back in the warm sand, her knees pulled up to her chest — exposing her dripping wet pussy to the camera as she smirks like a proper minx.

Calvin reaches into his sweatpants and squeezes his cock. “Fucking hell,” he groans. ‘Do you mind if I jack off right now, bro?”

“Uhm,” I stammer. “I don’t know.”

“Why am I even asking you? This is my house after all, I can do what I want.”

Without waiting for my reaction, Calvin pulls his sweatpants down to his ankles. His massive, throbbing cock bobs in the air. It’s as thick as a can of soda and as thick my arm, and I can’t help but gasp when I see it.

Seeing as he’s such a loser with low-self esteem, I always figured he had a small cock. Instead, my geeky friend is packing enough heat to club a baby seal with.

“Oh yeah,” Calvin groans as he grabs a fistful of his cock and strokes himself. “That’s the stuff.”

He places my phone on the coffee table so he can use both hands — with a cock that size, he needs both hands.

I barely notice what photo he selected. All of my attention is focused on him and his oversized balls.

“You gay, bro?” Calvin laughs. “You’re staring at my cock like you want to suck it.”

“No, I was just, uh, surprised.”

“You can leave if you want,” Calvin groans as he squeezes the purple head of his cock. A drop of pearlescent pre-cum oozes out. “Not with your phone though.”

“That’s okay,” I say breathlessly.

“Good. Be a good boy and swipe through those pics for me. I’ve got my hands full. Better yet, you got a video of your bitch?”

“Uhm, yes,” I say.

It makes no sense that I’m following his commands, but I feel hypnotized. The strong, manly scent emanating from his cock and balls has got me obeying his every command. Disobeying him means facing up to the absurdity of watching Calvin jerk off. It’s easier to just go with the flow.

With trembling fingers I go through one of my hidden folders and select a video I took of myself plowing Kate’s round ass doggy-style.

“Oh fuck,” Calvin groans as he jerks himself off, matching his strokes with the one on the video. “I’d love to clap those cheeks. My dick would look good filling her, wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t it Tom?”

“Yeah,” I mumble. “Yeah.”

“Fuck, I’m about to blow, bro. You’ve got a face pic? I want to blow my load all over your wife’s face man, fuck.”

“Uh, sure.”

I open my gallery and look for a picture with my wife’s beautiful face on it. The first one I come across is one of our wedding photos. Without thinking about it, I open it and hold it in front of my friend.

“Your wedding photo?” He smirks. “You’re a kinky fuck, Tom. Hold it lower. That’s right. Lower. Oh fuck, right there. Yeah. I’m rubbing my cock all over your wife’s face, Tom. I bet she loves my smell and my taste.”

I stare mesmerized as Calvin rubs the thick, oily head of his cock all over my phone’s screen.

My phone is like an extension of myself. It’s something I have on me twenty four seven, that I touch more times then I can count during the day, that holds all my thoughts and my secrets.

And now my loser best friend is rubbing the head of his cock all over it, smearing his pre-cum over the photograph of my wife.

“Yes,” he groans. “I’m going to fucking blow my nut all over your wife, Tom! Do you want to see? Tell me! Tell me you want to see!”

“I want to see you bust your nut over my wife,” I mumble truthfully.

“Yes! Take it bitch, take it!”

With a low guttural moan Calvin shoots his thick load all over my phone’s screen. It’s amazing to see my wife’s face dripping with my friend’s thick load. He milks himself dry, rubbing his seed all over the sticky screen.

“Fuck,” Calvin grunts as he sits back down on his couch. “Text me all of those pics, bro.”

“Uh, sure.”

“Do it now.”

“But, uh.”

I stare at my phone. It’s still dripping with his seed.

“Now, Tom.”

His voice is suddenly harsh and commanding. I follow his command, my finger swiping through his cum as I select the entire folder of my wife’s nudes and share them with Calvin.

At that moment, as if things can’t get any worse, my phone’s screen lights up. My wife is calling me on FaceTime.

“Answer it,” Calvin snaps.

I do. My wife’s live face fills the screen — unbeknownst to her, it’s covered in cum on our end.

“Hey baby!”

“Hey,” I croak.

“What’s up?”

“Just chilling.”

“Are you at Calvin’s?”

“Yeah. Say hi.”

I turn the screen over to Calvin. My best friend has a huge grin on his face now he’s getting a live view of my beautiful wife on my cum-covered phone.

“Hey Kate,” he says. She can’t see he’s reaching down and squeezing his still hard cock, only just out of sight.

“Hey Calvin!”

The two of them chat and I just sit there and listen and watch mesmerized as thick droplets of jizz drop off my phone and fall on my jeans.

“Okay, I’m going to go back to my girls, give me a kiss hubby!”

To my horror Kate suddenly puckered her lips and pointed towards the camera.

“That’s okay,” I fake-laugh. “I’ll see you at home!”

“Come on, don’t by shy! Are you afraid your best friend is going to see you love your wife?” Kate said admonishingly. “Come on, give me a kiss!”

“Yes Tom,” Calvin said. His hand was in his pants again, squeezing his thick trouser snake. “Kiss your wife.”

With my hands trembling I lift my phone. The pungent scent is so strong now. I close my eyes and pucker my lips. The screen is cold and wet as I hear my wife say mmwwah!

My tongue quickly cleans my lips so my wife doesn’t see a thing.

“Love you babe!”

My wife hangs up and I’m left staring at my own reflection on the black screen. Next to me, Calvin chuckles.

“Fag,” he laughs. “How does my cum taste? You want it straight from the tap next time?”

“I wasn’t…”

“Sure you wasn’t. You’re still licking your lips, bud. Tasted that good, huh? How about next time I shoot it down your wife’s throat and you taste me by kissing her?”

My whole body is flushed all over. Why am I letting him talk to me like this? “Calvin, I’m not sure about this…”

“Oh, but I am,” my fat friend laughs. “I’m coming over for dinner next week, bro. Tell your hot wife to wear that pink sweater that makes her tits pop. I want to see those fat tits of hers as you jerk me off under the table.”

“I’m not going to jerk you off, bud,” I say with my voice shaking.

“Sure you’re not. Okay, then Kate will do it. Someone’s going to. See you next week, Tom. Get the fuck out my apartment. I’m going to jerk off while looking at your wife’s nudes again.”


Chapter
Four



The doorbell rings.

“I’ll get it!”

All week long I’ve been dreading this moment. I wanted to tell Kate just how much of an asshole Calvin has turned out to be. I wanted to tell her about all the degrading stuff he did — but I couldn’t get the words out of my mouth.

After all, I just let it happen. And I shared her nudes without her consent. She would think me weak, and she would be angry. Rightfully so.

So, instead, I open the door to find Calvin on my doorstep. My chubby loser friend is wearing dirty jeans and a stained t-shirt.

“Hey fag,” he says as he pushes a bottle of wine in my hands. “Where’s that slut?”

“In the kitchen…”

My voice trails off as Calvin thrusts his car-keys into my hands. The jerk parked his car right on the sidewalk in front of our home. Unbelievable.

“Park this, will you, bro?”

He walks past me and into our kitchen as I stand there like a dickless loser. I sigh and park his car. It’s filled to the brim with trash, and I have to move a bunch of empty soda cans to even get myself in the car. It’s unbelievable what a slob Calvin is.

When I get back home I’m already annoyed, and it only gets worse when I find my wife and Calvin chatting in the kitchen. He’s sitting at my seat at the dining table — he knows that its my seat, I always sit there — and he looks at me defiantly.

“I was just telling Tom the other day was a catch you are,” Calvin says. “Isn’t that right, Tom?”

“You said a whole lot more than that,” I mutter under my breath.

“Oh Calvin, behave,” my wife giggles.

I thought she’d see right through his creepy flirting, but instead my wife is giggling like a schoolgirl.

“Why don’t you finish dinner and set the table, honey?” My wife asks. “Calvin wants to see my yoga routine.”

“Your what?”

“It’s okay, baby,” Kate answers. Her face is flushed and her eyes tell me just roll with it.

“Okay?” I answer.

Kate leaves the kitchen and Calvin snickers at me and then follows. I want to follow them and ask them what the hell is going on, but I don’t want the food to burn either. So I finish the meal while listening intently to any sounds coming from upstairs.

I don’t hear a peep.

Twenty minutes pass, and the food is finally ready. I finish setting the table and think about calling them, but instead, I decide to sneak upstairs.

I try to make as little sound as possible as I tip-toe my way up. I can hear heavy breathing coming from our bedroom.

“Ungh!”

“Oh wow!”

“Ungh!”

My heart is hammering in my throat. Is Calvin fucking my wife in my own goddamned bedroom? Am I being cucked by this fat slob?

And why the hell am I so turned on?

I peek around the corner, mentally prepared for the worst.

What I see is not the worst — but it’s not all that kosher either.

Kate is actually doing yoga — in tight, all-revealing leggings and a sports-bra. She’s in one of her yoga poses, but she might as well be acting out sex for all I care because my gorgeous wife is on her hands and knees and pushing out her ass.

Calvin watches from up close as he openly fondles his bulge.

“Wow,” he mutters under his breath. “So impressive Kate! You’re so strong!”

Kate pushes her ass all the way out, and the fabric of her leggings is working overtime. It’s completely see-through around her ass, and the outlines of her thong is clearly visible.

“What the fuck?”

Calvin stops fondling his bulge, but he doesn’t lift his head to greet me. “Hey bud,” he says. “Just watching your wife’s routine.”

Kate looks at me over her shoulder. “Hey baby,” she says, her cheeks as red as tomatoes. Her hard nipples poke through the fabric of her bra.

“Dinner is… ready?” I say, not knowing what else to say.

“Just a moment, I’m almost done,” Kate says as she strikes another sexy pose. “Calvin asked me if I wanted to give him some private lessons… you’re always saying he should work out more.”

“That’s not exactly what I meant, but okay…”

The moment my wife’s head turns, Calvin goes back to stroking his obscenely large bulge. I want to say something, but I’m at a complete loss for words. My mind is transported to his apartment, and just how big, fat and juicy his cock looked. Part of me wants him to whip it out right now.

“There,” Kate sighs blissfully. “Let’s eat!”

As Calvin head down the stairs I grab my wife’s arm.

“What was that all about?” I whisper. “You trying to give that poor boy a heart attack?”

Kate places her hand on my crotch and feels my hardness. Damn. Busted.

“I was just giving your friend a show, baby,” she whispers back. “I know you like it when I show off.”

Her hand slides into my jeans and grips my hard cock.

“He told me all about what you guys did,” my wife whispers.

My heart is launched straight into my throat.

“He did?”

I don’t even deny it.

“Uh huh. Calvin has been texting me all week in fact.”

“Fuck,” I stammer. My back is against the wall and I feel like I’m going to faint. “What did you guys text?”

Kate pulls out her phone with her other hand and opens her texting app. She scrolls through the messages, but even a glimpse is more than enough.

There’s many, many pictures being sent back and forth.

“You never told me your friend had such a massive cock,” Kate says as her teeth graze my neck. “Someone should teach him how to use it.”

Her fingers are wrapped tightly around my cock as she jerks me off on the top of the stairs.

“Oh my god,” I pant as my entire body shakes. Is this happening? This can’t be happening. I’m so horny it’s like I’m having an out-of-body experience.

“I thought you hated him,” I pant. “You always called him a fat slob.”

“That’s because he is a fat slob,” Kate answers. “But he’s a massive slob with a fat cock who wants to cum all over me and I think my husband wants to see that even more than I do.”

“Oh Jesus!”

I see stars for a brief moment. Kate lets go off me when I’m right on the verge of orgasm. She pulls her hand back and licks the pre-cum off her fingers.

I rest my head against the wall and take a deep breath. Kate stands on her toes and kisses my lips.

“I love you more than anything, my husband. I think we both want this, so let’s just see where it goes? I think this could be a lot of fun for the both of us.”

I nod. “Okay,” I stammer. I’m not thinking straight at all. “Sure.”


Chapter
Five



Ipound drinks during dinner. I knock back three beers as I watch my wife and my best friend flirt shamelessly with each other. I stare out the window and try to understand why I’m letting this happen when Calvin clears his throat.

“Let’s get to the point, shall we?”

He looks at me like that’s supposed to mean something. “What do you mean?” I ask.

Kate wipes the corners of her mouth with her napkin. “I’ve been thinking…”

My blood turns cold. “Yes?” I ask.

“I think Calvin could use some… experience.”

“Like what?”

My wife’s eyes flash. “You know what I mean, husband.”

“Yeah, you know what she means,” Calvin grunts. “You said it yourself. I need to get out more and meet women. Didn’t you say that last time?”

“Yeah, I did, but I didn’t mean… you know… my own wife!”

“Who better to teach him than me?” Kate asks. She leans over and places her hand on my thigh. Her voice is husky. “Calvin needs a guiding hand, someone who cares for him, someone who is patient, someone… like me.”

“Yeah, dude. Let me fuck your wife already.”

“Calvin,” Kate says, but there is no true admonishment in her words. If anything she looks intrigued. “Language!”

“I’m sorry,” Calvin chuckles. “But that’s what I want to do. I want to fuck you, Kate. I’ve wanted to fuck you since the moment I first saw you. I’ve been jerking off thinking about you for years. Hell, I even used to jerk off into your panties when I came over to visit.”

“So that was you,” Kate whispers. “I always wondered whose load that was. It was way too big to be Tom’s…”

“Yeah, that was me.”

“What?” I ask, shocked. “You’ve been coming to my house and using my wife’s panties to jerk off in?! Kate, you never told me this.”

“…didn’t taste like Tom’s either…” Kate mutters. She’s not paying me any attention.

Calvin looks triumphantly at me. “Look, Tom, bro, you’re like a brother to me, but I need this. You’ve had Kate to yourself for years — a true brother would share such a hottie. Especially with a guy who badly needs it. Like me.”

“You can’t be serious,” I sputter, but I can feel the energy in the room shifting. “Kate, say something!”

I look over at my wife, but what I see shocks me. Kate twirls with her hair as she bites her bottom lip. My wife looks at my chubby friend with sheer lust in her eyes.

It’s the type of look that’s usually reserved for actors and rockstars. A look of pure adulation.

“Tell me more,” Kate says with a throaty whisper. “Tell me how often you jerk off thinking about me.”

“Pfft! Daily! Sometimes twice a day!” Calvin boasts.

“You can go that often?”

“Often? Those are rookie numbers. My daily maximum is six, but I can hit four easily.”

“Wow.”

“Want to see?”

“Yes,” Kate answers instantly.

Calvin stands up and unzips his greasy, stained pants.

“Hold on,” I start. But it’s too late.

My fat friend reaches into his pants and pulls out his massive sausage. The plates and cutlery rustle as his cock hits the table. Calvin’s got a foot-long throbbing monster-cock and it’s lying on my dining room table.

“Holy shit,” Kate gasps. “It’s even prettier in real life.”

Calvin reaches down and strokes his cock. He can barely get his fist around it — it’s that fat.

“I’ve been hard this entire time,” he groans. A drop of pre-cum forms on the thick, purple head and he uses his thumb to spread it all over his cockhead. “I’m always hard when you’re near, Kate.”

“This has gone too far,” I say in a desperate bid to assert authority.

Kate doesn’t look at me. Instead she gets up out of her seat and walks towards Calvin as if in a trance. She drops to her knees in front of him and reaches for his cock with trembling hands.

“I’ve never seen a cock as beautiful as this,” my wife says. “This cock… it deserves to be worshipped… how are you a virgin? All my friends wish their husband had a cock like this…”

Calvin looks at me with a sneer as he grabs his meaty cock and places that monster right on my wife’s beautiful face. Kate sighs blissfuly the moment the cock touches her.

His monster penis dwarfs her face. It’s an insane sight, and I’m rooted to the spot as my wife nuzzles his fat, sweaty cock.

“I love your scent!” Kate says wildly as she runs her tongue up the bottom of his shaft. “And your taste! It’s so salty, so addictive!”

“Don’t forget my nuts, bitch.”

Calvin reaches down and grabs his oversized balls. He grabs a fistful of my wife’s hair and forces her face right into his big, sweaty ballsack.

This is too much, I reckon. Now my wife will flip out and cuss him out. She hates it when I grab her hair and try to move her head. She says it’s pornographic and demeaning, and I respect that. Calvin overplayed his hand.

“Mphphp!”

“That’s right, get that tongue in my gooch too, bitch. Fuck.”

“Mmmwmm!”

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Mmmmmhmm!”

“Keep going and you’re going to lick my asshole too,” Calvin chuckles.

“Mmmmfpf!”

I’m stunned.

Calvin’s talking down to my wife, calling her a bitch, a slut, a whore, and using her face like a cumrag and she’s loving it.

Finally my fat friend lets go and Kate pants for air. Her eyes are filled with tears and her cheeks are pink, but the smile on her face says it all. She is in rapture.

“Open wide, slut.”

My wife opens her mouth as far as she can and stretches out her tongue. Calvin grabs the base of his cock and slides the fat, purple head into her mouth. Her lips struggle to wrap themselves around the massive cockhead, but somehow they manage.

Calvin pushes down further and Kate chokes a little.

As soon as the choking sounds start, Calvin stops, gives her time to adjust, and then pushes again. This time my wife does not gag. Instead, she relaxes her throat and opens her mouth a little wider.

Calvin slowly pulls his cock out and then thrusts it back into Kate’s mouth again. Kate’s eyes roll back into her head as she fights for air. I can tell she’s struggling to breathe, but she is determined to do whatever it takes to please Calvin. After about twenty thrusts, I notice that Kate’s tongue is working even faster now, licking at the underside of Calvin’s cock and moaning like a wanton slut.

My wife chokes and gags as her face turns bright red. She coughs and sputters and spits all over Calvin’s cock as it pushes deeper into her throat.

Then, just as quickly as he pushed himself down her throat, Calvin pulls his cock out of her mouth. Kate gasps in a lungful of air.

“Show me that cunt, bitch. I’m going to breed you,” Calvin growls.

My wife doesn’t say a word. She just stands up and pulls down her yoga pants. Calvin reaches out and pulls her thong to the side.

She willingly offers her bare cunt to my fat friend. I see her juices dripping down her thighs and she’s smiling up at Calvin. She is in heaven.

Calvin slides his index finger up and down my wife’s cunt, collecting her juices, and then places the finger against his lips. He sucks it in, moaning, and then grabs my wife’s waist and spins her around so that her ass is facing him.

I can see Kate’s smile widening.

My wife leans forward a little and spreads her feet wide, giving Calvin a clear view of her asshole.

“You are such a dirty little slut,” Calvin sneers as he pulls her thong down to her ankles and spreads her ass wide with both, grubby hands.

“Yeah, baby, I’m your dirty little whore,” Kate pants.

“Beg me for it, slut.”

“Please, baby, fuck me with your big cock. Fuck my slutty little cunt,” Kate pleads.

“What do you want, bitch?”

“Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck me hard!”

“More!”

“Oh, fuck me, please, fuck my little slutty pussy. I want you to fuck me with your big dick,” my wife pleads obediently.

Calvin gives me one final look of sheer smugness before he places the head of his fat cock against my wife’s entrance.

“I own you,” Calvin says.

Kate smiles and nods her head in agreement. “You own my pussy, Calvin. Fuck my tight little cunt!”

I feel a jolt of panic as Calvin begins to push himself inside my wife’s pussy. Her body begins to shake and she grunts a little as my fat friend’s monster cock spreads her wide.

“Oh, fuck!” Kate cries.

“Oh, God!” I yell in horror.

I can tell that my wife’s cunt is struggling to fit such a massive cock. It’s so stretched out it hurts just looking at it.

Calvin pushes forward again, this time the head of his cock pops into my wife’s pussy and I can tell that she’s struggling to breathe. Her mouth opens wide and her eyes go big as she lets out a low-pitched moan.

Kate’s body begins to quiver as Calvin slides a little deeper. My wife throws her head back and groans loudly. I can hear her screaming “Oh, fuck!” and “Yes, baby!” over and over.

I feel the room spin. I’m having a panic attack. I want to help her, I want to save her, but I can’t do anything. I can only stand and watch as my wife’s pussy is slowly being stretched open by my best friend’s fat cock.

My eyes go from my wife’s face, to my friend’s cock, and then back again. It doesn’t help. I’m completely helpless.

Finally, with one last push, Calvin’s hips rest against my wife’s ass. His big balls are resting against her skin. My wife’s eyes are still rolled back into her head.

Calvin waits for a moment and then starts to pull his cock out of my wife’s pussy. Her cunt grips at him, trying to hold him in place, but Calvin does not budge.

Kate’s body is still shaking, but I can tell she’s relaxing.

Calvin thrusts forward and pushes the entire length of his fat cock back inside my wife’s pussy. The sound is wet and sloppy. I can tell Kate’s juices are sloshing all around the massive cock.

Kate’s body starts to tremble as this loser fucks her hard.

“You’re a good little slut, aren’t you?” Calvin growls.

Kate just moans and nods.

“Tell me how much of a good little whore you are.”

“I am such a good whore,” Kate purrs.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I am such a good whore!”

Calvin grabs my wife’s hips and starts fucking her harder and harder. Kate’s mouth hangs open, her eyes blazing with lust.

“Yes, baby, yes!” Kate screams. “Fuck me, Calvin, fuck me! I love your big dick. Oh, God!”

Calvin slams his hips forward again and again. I watch his cock stretching my wife’s pussy lips. They’re red and swollen and glistening with juices.

“Look at that. You’re taking my cock so well,” Calvin laughs.

Kate’s mouth opens in a silent scream as Calvin pulls her close. He thrusts his cock forward again and again.

“Fuck me! Fuck me, baby! Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck me!” Kate yells.

Calvin grabs her by the back of the head and starts ramming his cock deep into Kate’s cunt. His pelvis slams against her ass with a loud smack.

“I love your cock. Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” Kate screams.

“You like that cock?” Calvin barks.

“Yes! Oh, fuck yes! Your cock is so fucking big! I love your fat dick!” Kate screams.

“You like that cock, don’t you? You like my dick? Is it better than your husbands?” Calvin growls.

“Yes! Oh, fuck yes! Your cock is so good! Your cock is so fucking big! It’s the best cock I ever had!” Kate screams.

I am in shock. My wife is screaming for my best friend’s cock. She is yelling and cursing like a drunken sailor. I am utterly speechless.

“You like fucking my fat cock, don’t you?”

“Yes! Fuck me harder! I need your cock! I need your big dick! Oh, God, Calvin, fuck me!”

“You’re going to let me fuck you whenever I want, right?”

“Yes! Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me, Calvin! I’m your little whore!”

“You like being my whore?”

“Oh, yes! I love it! I love being your little whore!”

“You love getting fucked by my cock?”

“Yes, baby! I love getting fucked by your cock! I love being fucked by you! Fill me please!”

With one final push, Calvin’s balls explode. His cum fills my wife’s pussy. It overflows from her cunt and runs down the inside of her thighs. He keeps pushing himself in and out of Kate’s pussy as his cum splashes against the walls of her cunt and drips to the floor.

Kate is trembling.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” Kate pants.

Kate’s body shakes for a few more moments and then she collapses on the floor of our dining room. Kate is breathing heavily, her chest rising an falling like she just ran a marathon.

I’m standing there like a statue. My mouth is wide open. I don’t know what to do.

I look over at Calvin and I can tell he’s waiting for me to say something, but I have no words. I’m in shock.

“Thanks for letting me use your wife, bro,” Calvin laughs. “I needed that. Always knew she was an easy fuck.”

My eyes are drawn to his cock still glistening with my wife’s juices. He’s not even wrong. He barely had to try to make her his. Calvin slaps my wife’s ass and she grunts.

“I’m going to use the shower,” he says smugly as he walks off.

I kneel down next to Kate and reach for my wife’s hand. Her eyes flutter open.

“Baby?” I say meekly.

Kate looks up at me and smiles. “Hi baby,” she says.

I kiss her, and raw emotion takes over. I pull my pants down and seconds later, I am inside of her.

She is stretched out wide and filled with cum. My cock slides easily into her pussy. Her cunt is so sloppy wet I can hear my friend’s cum sloshing around inside of her.

I cum almost instantly.

As we lay there panting, she gets up.

“Come here,” I say, beckoning for her.

“I want to go freshen up,” Kate says with a shy smile.

I nod and watch her walk away. I stare up at the ceiling, my mind racing. What the hell just happened?

At that moment, I hear the sounds coming from the bathroom..

Rhythmic slapping.

Calvin’s fucking my wife. Again.

I close my eyes and the world spins.
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I wake up in the morning and the bed beside me is cold and empty. I open my eyes and look around. I am alone. I jump out of bed and look for Kate but she’s nowhere to be found.

My heart is pounding in my throat. Is she with Calvin right now? Will I find that fat loser sitting on my couch sipping coffee from my mug as my wife deep-throats his morning erection?

I run into the living room and see Kate sitting on the sofa, drinking a cup of coffee and talking on the phone with her best friend. She’s wearing one of my dress shirts and nothing else. Her hair is all ruffled up.

“Oh, he’s here now. Talk to you later. Bye!”

My wife hangs up the phone and turns to me. “Good morning, handsome.”

I am shocked by how casual she is behaving. Was it all a feverish dream?

“Hi babe,” I stammer.

She spreads her legs for me and my heart skips a beat. She’s only wearing my dress shirt — no panties.

And her pussy is red, swollen and leaking cum.

“Your best friend just left,” Kate says. “How about giving me a kiss?”

With my legs trembling I lean forward to kiss my wife. She smirks, kisses my lips, and then gently pushes me down.

“I meant down there, silly,”

I drop down to knees. Her well-used cunt gapes open in front of me. Cum dribbles out.

Kate runs her hand through my hair and pulls my head right in between her legs.

“Ah yes,” she moans. “Eat your friend’s cum, babe.”

I lick up a mouthful of my wife’s pussy juice mixed with Calvin’s cum and swallow it down. I feel my stomach turn, but I don’t stop. I keep licking.

“That’s it baby, keep licking. Suck out all that cum!”

My wife pushes my head into her cunt again.

“Good boy,” she coos.

I grab her ass and pull her closer as she places her legs over my shoulders. My wife lets out a long, loud moan as I begin to lap at her pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasps. “Yes, baby, lick that pussy. Lick my little slutty pussy.”

I open her ass cheeks and shove my tongue as far inside of her as I can. She screams as I lick her asshole.

“Oh, God, yes, baby. Lick me. Lick my ass. You are so dirty. Oh, fuck, baby, yes!”

Kate grabs my head and starts fucking herself on my face. I let her do as she wants. She is out of control.

“God, I love your tongue, baby. Oh, fuck yes! Lick me, baby, lick my ass!”

My wife screams as she cums. She gushes all over my face as she moans my name. It is the most beautiful sound in the world. I love it.

My wife pulls herself from my mouth and lays on the sofa, gasping for breath. I drop my boxers and push myself inside of her.

I pound away at her for what seems like hours. We change positions, over and over.

“You love being a whore, don’t you?” I growl.

“Yes, I’m a whore, I’m a dirty cheating whore,” Kate grunts.

“You love being a cumdump for losers like Calvin?”

“Yes! Yes, I’m a cumdump for fat losers, baby! Any man can use all of my holes!”

“Fuck!!”

My balls explode as I kiss my wife hard, my tongue entering her mouth, and both our bodies tremble in orgasm.

Neither of us speaks as we both gasp for breath. Both us know that last night… changed everything. For perhaps the very first time, we are being completely honest with each other.

And that means..

My beautiful, gorgeous, loving, sexy wife… is a whore for fat losers with big cocks.

And I love it.


Author’s Note


FREE STORY: Sign up for my newsletter and you’ll get a free story: http://eepurl.com/Sxflv. I will also let you know when I have a new release out.

Thank you for your support,

Emilia.


More by Emilia


You want more Emilia Steele in your life? I’ve got you covered! Check out these stories:

Hot Tub Hot Wife

The Sauna Swap

My Wife & The Bully

And many more…
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