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Miracles were a rare thing.  Most people went their entire lives without ever experiencing a true miracle.  However, at the age of thirty, I experienced a miracle.  Samantha Jones agreed to marry me.

Samantha was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.  If she had wanted to, she could have easily become a model or an actress.  Instead, she had pursued her greatest passion in life - helping animals.  In fact, that was how I had met her.  

I had just moved to Los Angeles after transferring to a new, better paying company on the west coast.  Since I had left all my friends and family behind, I decided that I should get a dog to keep any loneliness at bay.  I went to the humane society and adopted the goofiest looking mutt there, and then promptly took my dog to the vet closest to my home.  I would always love my dog Jeff, because it was through him that Matt met Samantha.

Sam was the vet who met with me to administer Jeff’s shots and do a check up.  When I saw her, I was immediately rendered speechless.  Sam was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, even in the baggy blue scrubs and oversized white coat she wore.

I, on the other hand, was not particularly handsome. I made up for it as best he could with my sense of humor and my personality, and even with my moderate amount of success at his job. But Samantha deserved more than just that. She was gorgeous, smart, driven, and she also had a great sense of humor. She was perfect, and she deserved the perfect man.

So, it was quite a shock when, on my second visit to her office, she asked me if I would like to go out sometime. In a state of shock, I happily agreed, and everything from that point on in our relationship went perfectly.

However, that one idea never got out of my mind. Sam was far too beautiful to spend her life just with me. One day, I would have to face that fact. The only thing that surprised me was how much the idea excited me.


“Happy anniversary, Samantha,” I said to my wife. We clinked our champagne glasses together, and both of us took a sip.

“I can’t believe it’s already been three years!” Sam said after putting her glass down.  “What happened to all that time?  It feels like it couldn’t have been more than a few months since we got married.”

“Well, perhaps it’s because you look in the mirror and see the same beautiful bride every day,” I said.  It didn’t hurt to butter her up a bit on our anniversary.

Sam rolled her eyes, but I got a smile out of her.  She took another long sip of her champagne and looked out the window.  

We were staying at a lodge in the beautiful Colorado mountains for the occasion.  Sam was an outdoorsy type of girl, so a surprise trip to a ski resort was perfect for her.  We had spent the day on the mountain skiing.  Or at least Sam had skied.  I mostly spent the time falling on my butt in the cold snow.  However, Samantha had had a blast, so that was all that mattered to me.  Now we were doing something more my style.  The lobby of the lodge had the coziest nook with an enormous stone fireplace and a picture window that overlooked the snow-covered mountain.  Sam and I had snagged a spot and some champagne, and we were watching the moonlight dance across the mountain range.  At least, I was watching that.

“Geez,” Sam said into her glass.

I looked down at her and noticed her eyes were inside the lodge.

“What is it?” I asked.

She looked out the window, but her eyes didn’t see anything out there.  She was too focused on something else.

“You see those guys over there sitting by the fireplace?” she asked in a mumble.

I looked immediately to who she was talking about, but she grabbed my hand.

“No,” she whispered.  “Don’t just look!”

I suddenly had to pretend I wasn’t look at the guys she had just told me to look at.  I focused my gaze back out the window.

“What about them?” I asked with a bewildered chuckled. We were staying at a pretty well-known ski resort, so my mind immediately thought they might be some famous snowboarders – not that I would have known who they were if that were the case.

“They’re just staring at me,” she said, clicking her tongue in disapproval.

My heart began to pound a bit faster.  Trying to look as inconspicuous as possible, I swept my head around the lounge.  As I looked over the far corner of the room next to the big fireplace, I saw the unmistakable gaze of hungry eyes.  There was a group of three men whispering among themselves, all three of their eyes stuck on the beautiful woman beside me.  They were staring at my wife.

“They really are,” I said.  I couldn’t keep the shock out of my tone.

Sam kept her eyes outside the window.  She shook her head, but there was a smile that was twitching at her lips.  No matter how much she was fighting it, it was still there.  I stared at her for a few seconds, surprised at her reaction.  She noticed my curious gaze.

“What?” she asked, trying to look innocent.

“You…you like it, don’t you?” I asked.  Now I was the one smiling.

“What?” she asked.  

She was pretending to be offended at the idea.  I wasn’t sure why.  Even I could see how flattering it must have been for her to have a group of young guys fawning over her.

“Admit it,” I said, still teasing.  “You like all those boys staring at you.”

Sam looked embarrassed, like she had been caught doing something dirty.

“You know, I’m beginning to think you’re the one who likes it,” she said.

I chuckled.  She was trying to deflect this back on me?  It must have struck a nerve.  I glanced back at the guys out of the corner of my eyes.

“Yeah, I guess I kind of do,” I admitted after a moment’s thought.

Sam gave me a surprised look.  Then, a mischievous smile came to her face.

“Oh, Matt,” she said.  “You’re like a caveman.”

I laughed at the silly insult.  Something inside of me was heating up - and it wasn’t because of the cozy fireplace.  My eyes kept traveling back to the other side of the room just to catch another glimpse of those men.  They were staring at my wife.  It should have made me jealous or angry.  I should have wanted to march out of the room and go back to our private suite.  However, I felt good gloating.  It made me feel like more of a man to have something so desired in my possession.  Of course, I kept that train of thought to myself.  If Samantha knew the kinds of thoughts I was having, she would have surely gotten angry.  She was right about the caveman aspect.  Something was calling out to my deep, instinctual desires - feelings that I often had to ignore or outright suppress.

I took another sip of champagne, finishing off my glass.  It was clear that the topic of conversation had passed, but I still wanted to talk about it.  My mind was busy coming up with ways to tactfully bring it up without being too weird for my wife.  I was so deep in thought that I didn’t notice Sam staring at me.

“What’s that look, Matt?” she asked with a giggle.  “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?”

My first instinct was to deny it.  My whole body had a warm, bubbly feeling just thinking about it, though.  Samantha was giving me a chance to continue the discussion.

“I really am,” I said with a smile.  “I’m glad others can appreciate what a beautiful wife I have.”

Sam’s smile made the situation even better.  She was trying hard not to enjoy this as well, but I knew the same biological urges were happening inside of her.

“Would you like another drink?” Sam asked.

I looked down at my glass and then across the bar.

“Sure,” I said, disappointed that the topic was already gone.  “What do you want?  I’ll go get it.”

“I’ll go,” she said, standing up.  She adjusted her dress, which had ridden up after sitting down.  It was no wonder.  The thing hugged her curves like it was painted onto her body.

I watched her closely as she walked across the room.  The three guys had stopped looking at her after awhile, but as soon as she was strutting across the room, their attention had been piqued again.  They stared at her with no shame as she got closer.  Then, she was right next to them.  I gawked as she turned her head to them and smiled while she walked by.  It lasted for only a second before she continued on, but the moment was enough to elicit huge grins from the men.  They arched their necks after she had passed to get a good look at her ass.  

I smirked and looked back out the window.  That warm feeling inside of me exploded, and I was beginning to feel hot and excited by the whole situation.  I crossed my legs in front of me and pulled my shirt down.  I was actually starting to get a little bit too excited, I was realizing.

I kept that side of the room in my peripheral vision the entire time, waiting for my wife to make her way back.  When I saw her in that tight red dress strutting back, I turned and smiled at her.  She was carrying a glass of wine and a bottle of my favorite beer, and the confident way she moved along the room made her even more beautiful.  I truly was a lucky man, and everyone in the room knew it - especially that group of horny guys.

She sat down next to me again and laid a kiss on my cheek as she handed over my beer.

“Thank you,” I said with an appreciative grin.

I couldn’t stop a steady stream of chuckles from coming out.  Sam looked at me with her big, blue eyes, and a grin came to her face as well.  I was glad that we were both enjoying this.  It made everything even more thrilling.

“What would you do if I went to go talk to them?” Sam asked.

I nearly choked on my beer.  Sam looked away quickly, clearly embarrassed by the words she had let out.  However, they were already out there.

I thought about it for a few moments.  My heart was actually racing just imagining her going over there to those guys and leaving me all alone.  Why was this so exciting to me?  It was like I was discovering a part of myself that I never knew.  That was something that hardly ever happened at my age.

“Go for it,” I said after a long drink of my beer.  

Sam looked at me in surprise.  She couldn’t believe I was actually agreeing.

“Seriously,” I said with a smile.  “You look gorgeous tonight.  You should flaunt it.”

Sam gave me a devious look.  It seemed that all she wanted was some permission before she let her kinky side come out and play. I leaned back in my chair, ready for whatever was about to happen.

My wife tilted her head back and she took a long drink of her wine. She finished it and handed over the glass to me. With that last bit of courage, she got up from her seat, gave me one final wink, and then strutted across the room over to her admirers. I watched in awe.

Sam began chatting with the men. I watched her body language – the flirtatious way she tugged at one strand of her long hair, the way her legs crossed and uncrossed as she shifted her weight back and forth.  I could see the men’s gazes.  They weren’t interested in any intellectual conversations with Sam.  Their eyes traveled down her body, getting a good view of her perky tits, her wide, sexy hips, and her long legs.  They wanted her.  Why wasn’t I jealous of that?  Why was that fact turning me on so much?

After a few moments, one of the guys moved over at the low stone seating beside the fireplace.  He had made room between him and his two friends for Sam to sit down.  Sam seemed to hesitate for a moment, and I wasn’t sure whether or not she would actually sit with the men.  However, after they insisted, Sam sat down.

I wasn’t sure exactly where to look.  I wanted to stare at them and watch every moment like a voyeur.  However, there was still some amount of shame that was hanging over me.  I pretended to watch the big fireplace across the room, though I could see everything that was happening out of the corner of my eye.

The three men bunched in around Sam.  All three seemed to be vying for more attention from her.  They were competing against one another in order to get a smile or a giggle from my beautiful wife.  I smirked, watching them work so hard.  They were all so desperate for what I got every day of my life.  My breath hitched in my throat as I saw one of the men put his hand on my wife’s thigh.  It wasn’t too high up just yet, but it was definitely a hint at something sexual.  My dick was getting embarrassingly hard inside my pants by now.  It made no sense, but I was loving every second of it.  I watched as Sam looked down at the man’s hand and then looked across the room at me.  Once again, she seemed to be asking permission.  I wasn’t even thinking clearly anymore.  I gave my wife a nod.  I wanted to see how far she would go.

Sam watched me for a few more moments before turning her attention back to the men around her.  She let out an exaggerate laugh as one finished an anecdote.  She was playing these guys like she was a classically trained pianist.  I had no idea how much power she could hold over men with just her smile.

I took a moment to examine the guys she was flirting with.  They looked to be college age, all much younger and more attractive than me.  The man to her right, the one who had made room for her, was a brunette with a mess of fairly long hair that was pulled into a bun.  He looked like he was a laid back, extreme sports type guy.  On her left was a tall, muscular black man who seemed to be the life of the party.  He was talking with animated gestures, doing his best to earn my wife’s laughter.  The last guy on the end was shorter and more filled out.  He looked like he hit the gym a few times a week.  Even though his thick winter clothing, I could see his impressive muscle definition.

I’m sure to their young minds, they couldn’t see why a woman as beautiful as Sam was with a pudgy, thin-haired old guy like me.  They probably thought I was loaded.  It was usually the only way a girl like her would get with a guy like me.  They probably saw her as a lonely wife who needed a good fuck, because her husband sure as hell wasn’t ever man enough to give her one.

My heart pounded.  Where had these thoughts come from?  I was beginning to wonder if I needed to meet with a therapist.  In the beginning, I had been worried about other people’s perceptions of me and Sam, but that had gone away almost completely.  Something about this strange situation was bringing that all back to me.

I watched from afar for who knows how long.  The boys around Sam were bold enough to lay light touches on her body - her arms, her legs, her hair - but that was as far as they took it.  My mind was racing as the thoughts flooded my head of what I really wanted.  I felt a mix of arousal and guilt as I considered what I wanted to see my wife do.  I wanted more to happen.

One of the men stood up, and my heart pounded.  I couldn’t look away.  I watched him signal towards the stairs.  The other two men stood up, but my wife remained seated.  Were they asking her to go to their room with them?  Would she?  

Sam waved to the men watching them as they walked towards the stairs.  Disappointment settled into my chest.  It didn’t make sense, but I was unhappy that my wife hadn’t gone with those men.  I watched as she fanned herself with her hand for a moment before getting up and walking over towards me.  When she reached me, she grabbed my hand and tugged on it.

“Let’s go to our room,” she said.

Her tone was begging.  Her voice was husky with arousal.  The feeling of disappointment lessened as I stood up and followed her to our room without a word.  Once we were inside and the door was closed behind her, though, I couldn’t hold myself back any longer.  I grabbed my wife’s hands and spun her around, then pinned her to the nearest wall.  She looked up at me with wide eyes and parted lips.

“How was it?” I asked.  My own voice was deeper.  “What did you talk about?”

I wedged my knee between her open legs.  However, she wasn’t fighting to get away anytime soon.  She licked her lips and looked down to remember the details.  I forced her gaze back up with my fingers under her jaw.

“God, I could practically smell their horniness,” she said.  

She was trying not to smile too much, but I could tell that she was proud.  And she should have been.

“Did they ask you to go to their room?” I asked.  I didn’t want any of the other bullshit details, so I cut straight to the point.

“Yeah,” she said with a smirk.  “They asked if I wanted to get some drinks with them in the pent house.”

“What did you say?” I asked.

I trailed one hand over her shoulder and down her breast, sliding it all the way to the hem of her dress.  I delved my hand under the skirt of it.

“I just said…I’d think about it.  They gave me their room number, and then they left.”  

Sam was panting.  I shoved my hand between her legs, feeling the thin cotton fabric that separated my fingers from her sweet pussy.  Her panties were soaking wet with excitement.  Damn.  I slid my fingers inside the fabric to brush against the soft folds of her pussy.  

“Well, are you going to go, then?  Or not?” I asked.

“Matt,” she said in a breathy gasp of air.  “Are you serious?”

“Now’s your chance,” I said in her ear.  “You can go get fucked by three young men, and I promise not to get mad.”

She looked at me with a perplexed look.  I didn’t blame her.  It sounded like a trap that would be set up by a jealous, insecure husband.  However, I was neither of those things.  I was just a man with the most beautiful wife in the world, and I didn’t have a problem with sharing for one special night.

“I’m serious.  Go, if you really want to.  I just want to hear all the details when you get back.”

I swirled a fingertip teasingly around the entrance of her pussy, trying to push her to do it.

“Fine,” she moaned.  “I’ll go.”

I slipped my hand out of her panties and took a step back.  I was no longer pressing her against the wall, but I was still so close to her that I could feel her panting against my neck.  She kissed my jaw and slipped away from between me and the wall.  I watched with a grin as she readjusted her dress.  She hesitated at the door, biting her bottom lip in a way that made me want to kiss her again.  

“Come with me,” she said.

My jaw dropped open.  She was looking at me with the sexiest smile I had ever seen on her.  

“Go with you?” I asked.

“I want you to watch me being fucked by those guys.”

The request nearly made my heart stop.  She wanted me to watch? I wasn’t sure if that made this entire thing better or worse.  My mind was a mix of confused emotions.  However, my body seemed to have made a clear choice.  Blood was pumping through my veins.  I hadn’t felt a rush like this in my entire life.  I had to do it.

“Okay,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

Sam’s face lit up.  She reached forward and grabbed my hand, pulling me out the door.  We couldn’t keep our hands off each other as we made our way up to the pent house on the third floor.  When we got to the door, I pushed Sam up against it and grabbed her by the jaw.  I gave her one last steamy kiss before I gave her up for the night.  

“Are you ready?” I asked.

She nodded.  I could see the nervous energy on her face.  I could also see the arousal.  I gave the door a firm knock before we got scared and turned back.  Sam looked up at me with surprise before turning towards the door.

The brown haired man opened the door, his hair let down from the messy bun he’d had it in.  His face flashed with excitement as he saw my wife, and then regret as his gaze hit me.  I tried to come off as friendly as I could.  I knew what it must have looked like.  I didn’t want him to think I was some deranged husband looking for revenge against the guys who had flirted with my wife.

“What’s up?” he asked.  His eyes flicked back to Sam.

“Is that offer still available?” Samantha asked.  She put her hand on her hip as she spoke.

The man looked from my wife to me, and then back to her.  He seemed hesitant to give an answer.

“This is my husband, Matt,” Sam said.  “He’s just here to hang out.  And maybe just watch.”

The guy’s look of confusion slipped away.  It didn’t take much for him to get the message, and Samantha’s flirtiness really helped.

“Alright, I got you,” he said.  “Hey, Matt.  I’m Dylan.”

Dylan stepped back and opened the door for us.  Samantha grabbed my hand again and pulled me into the room.  I was beginning to suspect that these guys were somehow loaded.  The penthouse was huge and open, and it looked far better than our own room, which was expensive in its own right.  We stepped into a sitting room with couches and expansive windows that looked over the mountains.  The two other men were sitting on the couch with a couple of beers.

“What’s going on?” the muscular guy asked.  He was looking me over with a look of distain.

“This is Matt.  He’s Sam’s husband,” Dylan said with a smirk.  “Matt, this is Richard and Glenn.”

He pointed to the black man and the stocky guy.  They both gave weak greetings, and I could see that they still weren’t sure why I was barging in on them when all they wanted was my wife.

“My husband just wants to watch,” Sam said, trying to smooth things over and reset the mood.  “He’s harmless.”

“Watch?” Richard repeated.  A smile was coming onto his face as he figured out what was happening.  “Watch what?”

There was a silent tension in the air.  Sam took a step forward, looking so confident and sensual that I couldn’t believe she was actually my wife.

“Watch you three have your way with me tonight,” she said with a giggle, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

All three of the young guys lit up with happiness.  Then the confusion hit them after the promise of sex passed and the idea of me being around became clear.

“He wants to watch that?” Richard asked.  His eyebrows furrowed together as he looked over me.

It was strange to be talked about right in front of my face in this way.  However, I just laid low and waited for the fun to start.  My wife could handle things.

“Yeah, he’s into it.  Is that a problem?” Sam asked.

She was twisting her wedding ring around her finger.  It was something she always did when she was nervous or excited.  I figured it was more of the latter than the former.

The three men looked between one another before Dylan answered.

“No,” he said with a cool smile.  “Not a problem at all.”

He stepped closer to Samantha, and I could tell that he was going to be the leader for the rest of the night.  All three guys seemed to be alpha males in their own right, but he was the leader.  Dylan held his hand out to Sam, keeping his blue eyes on her, ignoring the whole rest of the world. I couldn’t help but feel a tinge of jealousy.  This man was the personification of charm and confidence.  He was the man every other man wanted to be.  And soon, he would be fucking my wife.

Sam had been caught up looking back at Dylan for a few long moments.  She seemed to still be stuck in an overthinking mode.  However, she finally lifted up her hand and placed it in his much bigger one.  The smile on his face was cool and handsome.

“How about we take this to the bedroom, then?” he suggested.  “Would you like a drink?”

My wife accepted his request.  

“How about you guys take her to my room.  I just got a fire started in there.”

The two other men stood up in unison.  They weren’t about to miss out on this amazing opportunity to fuck a beautiful woman like my wife.  While Richard and Glenn escorted us to one of the bedrooms, Dylan strutted into the kitchen.  Before I went through the door, I glanced at him.  He was confidently mixing a few drinks, using generous amounts of liquor.  

Inside the bedroom, I found my way to a comfy chair next to the bed.  The fireplace was warm and crackling, filling the room with a deep, wintery scent.  The curtains were wide open, facing towards a different part of the mountains where tall evergreens were dusted with snow.  It was a beautiful frame for the scene that was about to play out in our room.

“Have you guys done this before?” Glenn asked Sam as he sat on the edge of the king-sized bed.

Sam stood in front of him, still squirming her body just slightly from nerves.

“No,” Sam answered.  “Never.”  

She glanced at me, and I could see guilt and embarrassment on her face.  I gave her a grin, trying to convey that this was all okay.

Dylan came into the room with a tray of drinks.  He handed them all out to his friends and to Sam, and then he even gave one to me.  I watched Sam take a few gulps of the drink, savoring the alcohol and its power to make her a little more courageous.  The four chatted a bit more, getting to know each other while they finished their drinks.

“Have you guys ever…done anything like this?” Sam asked with a giggle.  She was being so flirtatious, which was unusual for her.

The three boys shared a look and some laughter.  “We’ve done some things like this,” Dylan admitted with a smirk.  “Never with just one girl, though.  Especially with a married on.  That’s definitely new.”

“I’m glad to be your first, then,” Samantha said.  

She sat on the bed between Glenn and Dylan and leaned back, showing off her beautiful body.  I could see three sets of eyes shamelessly staring at her.  They were like a pack of hungry wolves, just waiting for their moment to finally attack.  

Richard set down his glass on a dresser and rubbed his hands together.  “So I’m guessing you’re here because your husband doesn’t satisfy you,” he said.  “I think me and my boys can show you a pretty good time.”

He looked to them, and they all nodded in agreement.  The rest of the glasses were discarded.  There was a tension in the air.  There was still ice between them that needed breaking, and I wasn’t sure who would make the first move first.

“Are you nervous?” Dylan asked.

He took a step forward, and I noticed him beginning to wedge between my wife’s legs.  Samantha straightened up her shoulders.  

“No, I’m not nervous,” she said.  I’m sure everyone knew it was a lie, but all were too polite to say anything.

“Good,” Dylan said, taking her chin between his thumb and forefinger.  “You can just lay back and relax.  We’ll remind you what you’re missing out on.”

Sam gave him a single nod.  She trusted his words.  Dylan leaned down and capture her lips in a kiss.  A flare of jealousy burst into my heart.  Dylan kissed my wife like he owned her, like it was something he did every day.  He was so dominant in the kiss, and Samantha only tilted her head back and submitted.  I had never seen her like that.

Apparently that was the ice breaker.  The two others sitting on either side of Samantha decided that she was no longer off limits.  I watched as their opportunistic hands crawled over my wife’s body.  Richard’s hand went to her milky thigh, most of which was exposed by her short dress.  Glenn, however, was even bolder.  He slid his hand up her belly to skim his fingers over her cleavage and to grab at one of her breasts.

Dylan pulled away from the kiss and looked deep into Samantha’s eyes.  Dylan had the kind of gaze that one might find on the cover of a romance novel.  They were the definition of bedroom eyes - all dark and hooded and focused only on Sam, as if trying to read her body to determine how to make her feel ecstasy.  

“I think we’re all wearing too much clothes,” Dylan said with a chuckle.

“No kidding,” Richard added.  “I know we’re in the Colorado mountains, but it’s starting to get hot in here.”

Richard yanked his shirt off easily over his head, revealing his hard body.  He was tall and muscular, a perfect picture of masculinity, and Samantha couldn’t keep her eyes off him.  At least, until Glenn and Dylan joined in.  The other two were similarly well-built, though Glenn was a bit thicker and bulkier, while Dylan was more lean and compact.  All three of them, though, could have easily been underwear models, and I was beginning to suspect that they must have been professional athletes to have the time to keep in such great shape.

Richard was the first to take off his pants, but the other two soon followed.  Samantha seemed to be in heaven surrounded by three mostly naked men.

“I guess it’s my turn now?” she said with a flirty giggle.  All eyes were on her as she stood from the bed.  She looked over her shoulder at Dylan.  “Mind giving me a hand?” she asked, pointing to the back of her dress.

Dylan grabbed hold of the zipper that was keeping her inside the tight little dress.  He pulled down slowly, savoring the sound of her dress opening up.  The zipper ended at her hips, and while I expected to see her exposed skin, instead I saw tight, white lacy fabric.  As she slipped her dress off her body down her long legs, she revealed a new set of lingerie that hugged her body.  It was a white bustier that cupper her tits nicely and came in and out over the dramatic curves of her hips.  All three of her new lovers paused momentarily to look over her body.  They hadn’t expected anything so sexy, and I honestly hadn’t either.  Samantha tended to be pretty basic and low maintenance, and I hadn’t seen her in lingerie since our wedding night.  This must have been something she had bought especially for tonight, to celebrate our anniversary.  Now, she would be sharing that sexy little secret with three more men.

“Damn,” Glenn finally said.  

The two other men chuckled in response.  They couldn’t even find their words.  I sat back smugly.  I knew how beautiful my wife was.  It was nice for her to be appreciated for what she was.  The initial wave of jealous was beginning to fade, or perhaps I was getting used to the feeling.  The blood pumping through my veins was beginning to flood between my legs again.  

Samantha reached behind her back to pull at the ties to her corset.  Richard pulled her closer and helped her with it, using his large hands to pull it open enough so that she could slip it off as quickly as possible.  Then he stepped back to take a good look at her body, along with the three others.  Sam had beautiful, round tits and curvy hips.  She had a perfect body, and I could see that these men appreciated it.  

Dylan lifted Sam off the ground and tossed her onto the bed playfully. He reached up her long legs and grasped onto her white lace panties, pulling them off her hips with one smooth motion.  Finally, Samantha was totally naked and ready for the taking.  

“Damn,” Richard said.  I could see the predatory excitement on his face.

“Let’s take care of her,” Dylan said with a smirk.  He was eyeing the smooth mound between her legs.  I already knew what he was going to go for.

Dylan put his hands on Samantha’s thighs, and she opened them without any hesitation.  He got on his belly and began to kiss the smooth, sensitive skin of her inner thigh.  He was teasing her, and she was loving it.  

Glenn and Richard joined their friend on the bed soon after.  Richard didn’t waste the opportunity to rid himself of his underwear, revealing his massive dick.  My attention was diverted from Dylan to him as he got on his knees next to my wife’s head and brushed his fingers over her hair.  She turned to him, getting a face-full of his large, black cock.  As I watched her stroke it in fascination, I wondered if this was her first experience.  Richard stroked her bottom lip with his thumb, hinting at what he really wanted.  Sam opened her mouth and part of Richard’s cock slipped between her lips.

Glenn got on the other side of her.  He slipped his boxers down over his thick, hard dick and grabbed Samantha’s hand to guide it to his shaft.  Then, he leaned down and began sucking at her hardened nipples.  With all the bodies on the bed, I had to lean to the side of my chair to get a good view of everything that was happening.  My wife’s body was so occupied.  Every single erogenous zone was covered with a mouth or a hand.  I couldn’t imagine the jolts of pleasure she was already beginning to feel.

Dylan pressed his face into her pussy.  He had his eyes closed in concentration as he licked away at every sweet, secret little spot.  Her legs were tensed up and shaking as he ate her out.  Her moans were being muffled, though, but Richard’s cock pumping into her mouth.  I glanced at him, momentarily worried for Sam.  I was always sure to be a good lover and to make sure Sam was in control whenever she gave me a blow job.  I had never fucked her in the mouth like Richard was doing.  However, even from my place, I could see that she was loving every second of it.  Her eyes were bright with arousal as she moved her head back and forth to meet Richard’s movements.  I could clearly tell that she was loving being used like this.

Samantha’s hips bucked up in pleasure.  I leaned forward and caught a glimpse of Dylan twisting two fingers inside of Samantha’s soaking pussy.  While his tongue rolled over her clit, he was finger fucking her at a steady rhythm.  All of his actions were measured and confident, like Sam’s body was an instrument that he intimately knew how to play.  It had only been a couple of minutes, but I was shocked to see the climax coming.

Samantha’s moans were getting louder, though they were still being suppressed by the dick in her mouth.  Her body was writhing, and her hips were bucking wildly.  Then, she tensed up.  Her thighs grabbed hold of Dylan’s head, and she let out a deep, guttural moan as she came.  

My own breath hitched inside my throat.  Sam usually struggled to orgasm, and if it did happen, it was usually from nearly an hour of concentrated effort from me.  I had no idea that she could come after just minutes of stimulation.  The situation and the attention from three different guys must have gotten her going far more than usual.  My thoughts grew darker, though.  I began to wonder if it was my own failings as a husband that led to her usual sexual dissatisfaction.  Was it me?  Did she not find me attractive sexually?  It was hard not to dwell on those thoughts, but I remembered that I was allowing her to fulfill a fantasy right in front of me.  In a way, tonight I was the best lover in the world just by sitting back and watching.  At least, I managed to convince myself as much.

The three men finally let up on Samantha after the waves of pleasure rocked her body.  Richard pulled his dick out of her mouth to let her catch her breath, and Dylan slowly stopped the steady rhythm of his tongue and fingers.  Samantha let out a breathy moan as she came down like a feather from her high.  I felt a warmth in my heart from seeing this reaction.  She was truly enjoying herself.  It was hard to feel bad when I could see that fact so plainly in front of me.

“Damn, girl,” Glenn said.  “You got a lot of pent up tension, don’t you?”

Dylan gave her a teasing smile.  “I wonder how many more times we can make her come?”

“I’ll volunteer for the next one,” Glenn said with a grin.

The three men changed positions.  Dylan moved out of the way and sat up on the bed for a rest.  Glenn got on his knees between my wife’s open thighs.  Richard stayed where he was, apparently happy with his place in all of this.

“Damn,” Glenn said as he rubbed circles into Samantha’s thighs.  “This is probably gonna be hard for you husband to watch.”

As he spoke those words, he rubbed his thumb over her clit, making her body jolt in surprised pleasure.  I pondered his words for a moment, wondering exactly what he could mean.  Then he gave me a look - one that was alpha and domineering.  He was taunting me.  He was going to fuck my wife so well that it would hurt me.  Jealousy flickered inside me again, but I admired his brash cockiness.

Glenn’s hand brushed up Samantha’s body until they cupped big handfuls of her breasts.  He brushed his thumbs over her nipples, teasing them.  I could see him brushing the tip of his cock against the entrance of my wife’s pussy, though never plunging inside.  Samantha took a deep, shaky breath and moaned out her next words.

“Please,” she said.  “Please fuck me!”

I was astounded.  My beautiful wife had turned from a strong, independent woman into a horny, begging slut in just a matter of a few minutes with these men.  I had never heard those words come from her lips before - not when she was in bed with me.  Sam had become a different person.  I wondered how long this side of her had been lurking deep in her mind.  Although the jealousy hurt, I was glad to see this part of her come out.

Glenn grinned down at her.  “Damn.  Begging for my cock, you little whore?” he asked.  “You want my cock?”

It was hard to listen to my wife being degraded like this.  However, she was panting just from the mental stimulation of it.  She liked the humiliation just as much as I did.

“Yes, sir,” she said.  My eyebrows jumped up.  “Please give me your cock.”

Samantha’s voice was strained.  She was looking straight into Glenn’s eyes, but to me it felt like she was in a far-off fantasy world where I didn’t even exist.  I was so turned on seeing her become so cock-hungry that I couldn’t ignore my arousal any longer.  I began stroking my dick through my pants, hoping to relieve some of the aching pleasure before I exploded.

Glenn brought his hands back down Sam’s body and grabbed onto her hips.  He lined his cock up with her pussy and gave one quick, hard thrust until he was buried inside.  Samantha let out a cry of relieved pleasure.  It was a sound I had never heard from her.

Sam’s legs wrapped around Glenn’s fit torso as he began pounding into her pussy.  He didn’t waste any time with warming her up or letting her pussy adjust to his thick cock.

“Damn,” he hissed, bending over Sam and pushing her legs forward.  “This is seriously the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked.”  He sent me an accusing look.

Glenn finally stopped talking when he began sucking on Samantha’s tits.  His powerful hips pounded a steady rhythm into Sam’s pussy.  Samantha’s lusty moans were muffled once again by Richard’s dick pushing past her open lips.  Not wanting to be left out, Dylan took the time to worship whatever parts of Samantha’s body that he could get close to.  

Once again, Samantha was plunged into a sea of pleasure that overwhelmed her body.  She was being filled and used at both ends, and she was loving it.  Glenn stood up again to concentrate on fucking Samantha hard and fast.  He had to hold onto her hips, his fingertips creating deep dips in her soft flesh, to keep her in place as he pounded into her tight pussy.  He let out a deep, masculine growl as he slammed his cock deep inside her one final time.  He let out a deep breath of air that he had been holding.  His mouth hung open and his hips jerked back and forth just slightly.  I stared in shock.  Glenn had just come inside my wife.  

I looked to Samantha’s face.  She had let Richard’s cock slip out of her mouth as she called out in pleasure.  I could see the small trace of shock on her face, but it was covered up by the intense arousal.  I knew it must have been the first time a man had come inside of her.  She was always overly cautious about it, and she had never once let me finish inside of her pussy.  And yet now as a man established dominance over her and came in her like a wild beast, she seemed to enjoy it.  I shifted in the chair, trying to get some relief.  I loved it, too, I realized.

Glenn pulled out of my wife after his cock has softened.  He flopped back into a chair on the opposite side of the bed as me.  He was out.  My wife’s pussy had sapped all his energy, and now he was laying his head back and trying to catch his breath after such an amazing experience.  

Richard and Dylan looked to one another.  Both of them were sporting large erections, and neither wanted to pass up the opportunity for their chance at my wife.

“You go,” Dylan said with a relaxed smile.

Richard flashed a bright white smile and got off the bed to walk around to Samantha’s open legs.  She was laying, still spread wide open, with a look of content spread across her face.  The sight made me grin.  My wife looked to be drunk on cock, and she was eager to get more.  

“Let’s see that ass, baby,” Richard said to her.

He reached down and flipped her body over with no effort at all.  He lifted up her hips, and she got on her hands and knees for him.  He rubbed his hands appreciatively over her big, round ass.  Then, he leaned forward and pressed his face into it.  I froze as I watched Richard licking my wife’s ass.  The cry of surprised pleasure that she let out was a sound I would never forget.  I never would have dreamed doing something like that to my wife, but it was obvious that she liked it.  Richard buried his face into Samantha’s ass and ate it like a starving man, all while Sam cried out sharply.

Richard jerked his head up suddenly like he just couldn’t take the wait anymore.  He had to fuck my wife.  He spread her legs open a little more and pressed the tip of his black cock against her milky pink pussy.  His cock was even bigger and thicker than Glenn’s, and I honestly wasn’t sure if it was even going to fit inside my wife’s pussy.  It took a bit of work, but he was finally able to push the head into her tight little hole.  He grabbed two handfuls of her thick ass and began to rock his hips in and out.

Dylan saw the opportunity to make use of my wife’s free mouth.  He crawled above her on the bed after getting rid of his final piece of clothing.  He sat in front of her, offering up his dick for her to suck on.  She leaned down and gladly accepted it.  She bobbed her head down on Dylan’s cock in time with Richard’s slow, rhythmic thrusts.  Samantha must have loved being filled at both ends and the same time.  I looked back to her ass, contemplating whether she’d like to be used in all her holes.  Apparently, Richard had the same train of thought that I did.

Richard began to tease at her asshole with his fingertip.  He had manly hands - his fingers were long and thick, and so it would take some coaxing first before he could slip inside of her.  However, after a bit of careful probing, Richard was pressing the tip of his index finger into my wife’s ass.  I stared as her hips began moving backwards towards him, trying to be impaled even deeper.  I was learning so much about my wife tonight.

Richard seemed pleased with having a finger resting inside of Sam’s ass while his dick worked at her pussy.  Every once in awhile, he would thrust his finger in and out of her in a slow, teasing motion, just to build up her pleasure.  He had started to pick up his pace as he fucked her, though.  His thick cock had stretched out her pussy enough to where he could fuck her faster and harder.  

Once again, my wife’s pussy proved to be too tight and sweet for these men to last too long.  Richard’s thrusts had become more wild and desperate as he chased after his pleasure.  Finally, he pulled his finger out of her ass and his massive cock out of her pussy, gave his dick a few more strokes, and then came all over her ass, marking her with a huge load of cum.  She was absolutely covered by the time he was done, and I could see her legs and arms were shaking from the pleasure.

Richard was spent now.  He got back up on the bed to lay back and rest against the headboard, and only Dylan was left.  Samantha was still diligently sucking his dick, but he pulled her away.  I saw Sam give him an exhausted smile.  Dylan helped flip her around onto her back again.

“Samantha?” he asked.  His voice was sweet, like a character from a romance movie.  “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes,” Sam said in a feminine moan.  Her body twisted just slightly, like just the thought of him fucking her was making her writhe.

Dylan smiled and crawled over my wife to get between her legs.  He was by far the most romantic of the bunch.  He laid soft kisses all over her body - her lips, cheek, collar bone, breasts, and belly.   He held himself over her to look in her eyes while he slipped his cock into her pussy.  Then, he began to gently rock into her hips.

Samantha was mesmerized by all this.  Her hands roamed all over his chiseled, muscular chest and arms.  Then, she reached up her arms around his neck and untied his bun.  His long, thick brown hair fell like a curtain framing his face.  Somehow, this felt like the biggest source of shame to me.  Even after being used by two big cocks, Dylan fucking my wife hurt the most.  Still, I watched.

It wasn’t long before Samantha was crying out with increased intensity.  She was reaching another orgasm, and I honestly wasn’t sure how many she had already reached after the first one.  This one, however, was big and clear, and it was coming fast.  And Dylan seemed to be an expert in coaxing it out.

He listened closely to her moans, changing his angle and his pace until he hit just the right spot.  His thumb played with her sensitive clit.  He seemed to be totally in tune with my wife’s body, and he appeared to be a better expert on the matter than me, even though he had just met her.

Samantha’s hips rocked up to meet Dylan’s thrusts.  Her body moved with him in perfect unison, like it was a dance they had practiced a thousand times before.  Her back was arching, her body twisting and writhing with overwhelming sensations of pleasure.  Sam came again, loud and wild like I had never seen her before.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Dylan was chanting under his breath.  “Come for me, Samantha.”

Dylan quickened his pace, skyrocketing her pleasure as his cock pounded deeper and deeper inside of her.  After just a few moments of smooth, arching thrusts, Dylan let out a groan and buried his dick deep inside Samantha’s pussy.  He spilled his cum inside of her.

Dylan gave Samantha one more sweet, soft kiss on the lips before pulling away from her.  He sat on the bed beside her.  The three men looked at one another, letting out a chuckle after the interesting shared experience.  I could tell that things might get awkward soon, so I decided to make my exit as quickly as possible.  I cleared my throat and stood from my chair.

“I’ll take her back to our room,” I said.  “I’m sure she’ll need some rest.”

Glenn stood to help gather her clothes.  Richard got up and went to the closet where a few white bathrobes were hanging.  He handed it over to Dylan, who helped get it onto Samantha’s tired body.

“Sorry for the mess, Dyl,” Richard said with a chuckle.  

Dylan shrugged it off.  “It was worth it,” he said, admiring my wife’s body one last time.

Samantha managed to get to her feet, but I could see her legs were shaking.  I scooped her up into my arms while managed to hold onto her clothes and shoes.  We said our goodbyes to Samantha’s lovers and made the journey through the quiet lodge back to our room without anyone noticing us.  It was late after the night we had spent with the athletes.

I helped Samantha take a quick shower to clean up, and then I got her into bed.  She was hazy and giggly the whole time.  The grin on her face was contagious.  I couldn’t have been happier.  I had helped my wife experience ecstasy, after all.

It wasn’t long before Samantha drifted off.  She was too exhausted to worry about anything else.  I had a thousand questions I wanted to ask her, but they could wait until another time.  All that was important was that she was happy and comfortable.  I got into bed next to her, holding her in my arms and stroking her beautiful hair.

I fell asleep that night, still hard and aching, and yet somehow deeply satisfied.
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