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My wife of 15 years and I were taking our first vacation since our honeymoon. We were both heavily involved in our careers and had no children. They were never really a part of our game plan as we enjoyed the freedom to do whatever we wanted to do whenever we wanted to do it. Almost all of the free time we might have acquired was aimed at our jobs.
We lived well and had a very good sex life. We used toys and role play but we never really went to any extremes or became involved with others. My wife always had a weakness for alcohol early on in our relationship and it really lowered her inhibitions where she would become an outrageous flirt.
I happened to walk up on her and a colleague of hers at a cook out just separating from a serious French kiss. When her glassy eyes finally focused on me you could see the "oh shit" look on her face as she immediately came over to me, apologizing profusely for the obvious pain I felt.
This incident, while not that big of a deal now, was really crushing to me then. Sue actually swore off drinking altogether because of it and never let me forget that there was no one for her but me. Eventually, I put my stupid pride in check, forgave her and we went on as before with our happy life. Truth be known, I took to masturbating frequently to the image of her passionate embrace with that man and took it to a whole other level over time.
It started with images of her allowing the man to slide his fingers under her short shorts and finger fucking her to orgasm as they kissed. From there it seemed to broaden to her being led to an out-of-the-way location and fucked against her will before coming to enjoy it all. Soon, it involved more than one man either watching or participating in her debauchery. I never spoke of these fantasies of mine to her because of the shit I put her through before forgiving her innocent mishap.
Just prior to our 15th anniversary I managed to land a huge account that would actually triple our current income and felt that I should tell Sue over a bottle or two of Champagne. She was shocked when I came home with the bottles. After telling her about my success, she agreed to drink with me at home.
"Bill, since you're supplying me with what I always loved, I got something for you from Janet that I was saving for our anniversary."
She went into our bedroom and came back a short time later wearing only a tee shirt and carrying an envelope. She handed it to me and I immediately was surprised and overjoyed at finding her sister had rolled us a half dozen joints, my drug of preference during my college years. Of course, the method to her madness was, she knew how horny I became with pot.
"How about we drink a little, smoke a little and then you fuck this as much as you can," she said while pulling up her shirt to reveal her shaved pussy.
At 37, Sue had a remarkable body that all men seemed to enjoy looking at. She had run everyday of her adult life and was blessed with an athletic body, D cup breasts and a bubble butt. I couldn't get enough of looking at her. She had short blonde hair that seemed to accentuate her full lips and green eyes and when she was buzzed, her flirtatious side was intoxicating.
Stripping down to my boxers, we opened a bottle and fired up a joint and just sat there at the dining room table getting silly and horny. We talked about taking a well-deserved vacation somewhere warm to get away from the cold of November in the Midwest.
We both sat in front of the computer and looked up different vacation sites before deciding on the Bahamas. We decided to reserve a cottage on a secluded lot of land. It was upscale, private, and would allow us to relax in the freedom we always craved.
After we had booked our vacation it became time to play. My fantasy of Sue being seduced by another man was always in my head and seemed to make my cock as large as it could get at a rock-hard 7 inches. While I never mentioned it during our sharing of fantasies, I would imagine it during our fuck sessions. She'd be on her hands and knees as a huge cock violated her pussy and her mouth would be wrapped around the cock of a man holding her firmly, allowing the man fucking her to get maximum penetration.
Sue enjoyed being looked at. When she ran, any man that saw her would do a double take as her tits bounced. She wore a sports bra, but her unrestrained cleavage showed the bouncing flesh and her skin tight pants showed off her magnificent ass. She really was smoking hot. The more men that she noticed ogling her, the hornier she was when finished. If I was at home after one of her runs, she practically demanded that I eat her sweaty pussy.
When we got to the Bahamas, the first thing we did was shed our clothes and wore only bare necessities. After seeing that no one seemed to be around, Sue put on this hardly-there bikini and said she was going for a run on the beach.
I opened up the vacuum-sealed package that contained the pot from home and decided to fire up a joint. After a few hits, my mind began to wander as the picture of my wife running with all of her moving parts on display flooded my brain. I began to jack off to the image of her being seen by some young guy on the beach and her pussy starting to moisten as he looked at her. It didn't take long for me to shoot my cum all over my belly.
I began to wonder if I should tell Sue about my fantasies and possibly act on them to some degree while on our vacation. We had 10 days ahead of us and the prospects of doing something hot and different really appealed to me.
After unpacking my stuff, I decided to go out to the beach with my binoculars to look at some of the yachts anchored offshore. As I scanned to horizon I thought I'd see if Sue was anywhere in sight. My cock began to stiffen as I saw her talking to 5 or 6 boys about a half mile up the beach. She couldn't see me, naturally, which made my little peeping session all the hotter.
It looked as if the boys were doing most of the talking while Sue seemed to be wearing a half smile. I noticed the boys behind her pointing and looking at her ass as one boy began rubbing his crotch. I couldn't imagine what they were all talking about, but I'm sure she was aware that they were all scoping her out pretty hard.
When she finally started running back toward our cottage, I ran inside and got ready for the pussy eating that probably would take place.
When she arrived, her face and upper part of her chest were really flushed, and it wasn't from the running. She was in great shape and hardly ever had color arise from her runs.
"How was your run, baby?"
Well. It wasn't exactly deserted. There was a guy up there that couldn't take his eyes off me and it made my pussy hot knowing how scantily I was dressed. I think you need to smell and taste me right away."
As we both began shedding our clothes, I wondered why she told me there was only one guy ogling her, when in fact, I saw her with half a dozen young guys. As she lay back on the bed, spreading her legs, my focus became devouring her beautiful, hairless pussy with its heady aroma.
My cock became very hard as I still was puzzled as to why she lied about her little venture. I wouldn't have said anymore about it if she'd given me the actual facts. Just the mere fact that she was hiding something turned me on to the point that when she came, I hopped on her and came within seconds.
"Wow! What made you so hot?"
"I took a few tokes on a joint while you were out. You know what that does to me."
"Yes I do!" she said with a smile on her face.
"Why don't we crack a bottle of bubbly and fire up a joint. For some reason, I feel a need for more of your cock in me."
"It's probably because of the guy who saw your nearly naked body and all of its moving parts," I told her. I watched her face and chest begin to redden again.
"You're probably right. He was really starring at me."
Again she was hiding the real facts. I knew that something had to have happened that she didn't feel comfortable telling me, but what? It was at this point that I gave her a passionate open-mouthed kiss and I could taste the beer on her. Apparently she'd been drinking some of the boys stash while talking with them. I didn't say anything about it, but I decided to keep an eye on her to see where all of this might go.
We lay around drinking and smoking, not bothering to get dressed. Before we dozed off we had a wonderful and slow, lazy fuck.
When I woke up I barely caught a glimpse of Sue as she was walking by the window. I got up and walked to the window with the intent of finding out where she was off to, but when I saw all of her, my jaw hit the floor. She was wearing a G-string bikini that I had never seen before. She was also carrying a half full bottle in her right hand, taking a swig of it as she got to the beach. She stood there for a while so I thought I'd join her until she suddenly started walking up the beach.
As she got out of sight, my curiosity got the better of me. Grabbing the binoculars and staying out of sight in the waning light, I followed her. She looked back once before continuing her trek. Off in the distance I could see the glow of a campfire. On closer observation through the glasses it appeared to be the same group of boys I saw her with earlier, but I couldn't be sure. What really gnawed at me was the bikini she'd chosen to wear. Her ass would be on full display and it was the kind of ass that couldn't be ignored.
She appeared to be headed toward the campfire. I stayed off to the side of her and walked behind any sand dunes I could find. Finally I was close enough to hear them having a good time, but when they noticed Sue approaching, everything went silent. One of the boys started walking toward her as I took up a spot that was out of sight, but close enough to hear what was being said.
"Well hello, Sue. Is this the bikini you were describing earlier?"
As soon as he said this, my cock began to harden. I knew it was the booze that prompted her little venture, but this time I didn't plan on interrupting her. She just loved to flirt but she'd never go beyond that. At least I was pretty sure she wouldn't. I began to wonder if the boys would honor her wishes as most seemed pretty drunk.
"Yeah. It's a really nice night for it, wouldn't you say?"
As she stood there, the boy began to walk around her. When he saw her gorgeous ass in all its glory he gave a low whistle.
"There's no such thing as a bad night for you to be wearing that. I'm glad you were able to make it to our little soirée," he said as he came around to the front side of her. He stopped in front of her, put his hand on the back of her neck and pulled her into a very hot kiss. After a few seconds Sue broke off the kiss.
"Remember, I told you I was married."
"I know. You are just too hot to not kiss. Did you like it Sue?"
She looked at the ground before saying, "Maybe."
"Look, why don't you join us all near the fire. I doubt that these guys want to pass up a chance of seeing the hottest woman they've ever imagined."
Sue took a long swig off the bottle before following him toward the bonfire. When she got there the boys were all beside themselves. Cat calls and high fives rained down on her as she shyly just stood there. I knew that these kinds of actions would have her pussy juicing up. She was invited to sit on the big blanket they had spread out. Once seated, the boys all took a seat next to her.
I could see she was really enjoying all the attention as the boys became more touchy-feely with her. She was constantly lifting hands from her legs and ass as she bent forward to take the bottle that was being passed around. Before she could sit down again, the boy that had originally approached her grabbed the back of her neck and held her there as he began an open-mouthed kiss that lasted much longer this time. She was mostly on her hands and knees at this point as several hands started rubbing her ass and a flash went off. This got Sue's attention as she broke off the kiss to tell them "No pictures, please. My husband would go ape shit if they were ever to surface."
"So you're doing this without him knowing?"
"Doing what?"
"Exposing yourself to a bunch of young men."
"I'm not exposing myself. You said you were interested in seeing a suit of mine that was briefer than the one I had on, so I thought I'd show you."
"You like showing off, don't you Sue?"
"No, it's not that," she slurred. The boy was right but she couldn't acknowledge it.
"OH, it's THAT, alright. Look at the crotch of your bottoms. They are absolutely soaked."
"Let's see," said several of the boys. Without warning, boys on each side of her grabbed an ankle and spread her legs, exposing the large damp patch of cloth covering her pussy. Before she could react, the boy with the camera got a picture of her surprised look and her wet pussy. They then released her ankles and began hooting and hollering.
"Please, I asked you not to take pictures."
"I'll tell you what, Sue. You take your top off and these photos won't find their way to your hubby."
"Wait a minute, Bobby. That's not why I came here and you know it."
"I know. You came here because you wanted to juice up that hot cunt of yours. You love being looked at, so why not show us those barely-contained tits of yours."
In her state, Sue must have considered Bobby's statement to have some validity as she spoke.
"Look. This is going beyond what I had in mind. I think I should be getting back."
"Hey, you're free to leave at any time, but you know you want to show us those big tits of yours. I promise, no more pictures."
What Sue didn't know was that her two times with the boys had been captured on video as it continued to run now.
Boys were reaching around her to pull at her top while Bobby was talking with her. She could feel her pussy turning to mush knowing how badly these boys desired her. She hadn't made very good decisions up until now and they weren't getting any better.
Bill was going mad with desire as he watched his wife being cajoled to remove her top. If she did, the boys wouldn't stop there and he knew it.
Sue seemed to make up her mind as she said, "If you promise no more pictures I'll take off my top. But then I'm leaving."
"No problem pretty lady."
She had no idea how deep she was into all of this or how determined a bunch of drunk and horny boys could get. Her husband was aware but he wasn't going to bail her out of this. His desire to see his fantasy fulfilled was ruling the night and he had a ringside seat to it.
The running camera caught her removing her top as her gorgeous tits came into view. All the boys were in awe of her tits and suddenly their hands were finding new targets. As Sue attempted to ward of the groping and stand up, several of the boys pulled her back down to the blanket. The whole situation seemed out of control to her as her fear and exposure kept the faucet in her pussy turned on.
As 4 boys took hold of each arm and leg, they spread her open. Bobby approached her. Pulling a knife out of his pocket, he cut each side of her G-string and threw it away. Sue was in a panic and couldn't even speak. She knew what was probably going to happen and was powerless to stop it. How was she going to explain this to her husband.
"By the way, Sue. We've been recording you since you arrived. All anyone will see is you coming here of your own free will, dressed in a thong bikini and removing your top in front of a group of young men."
Out of the corner of her eye she spotted the movement of a boy with long tent pegs and a mallet. The stakes were hammered into the sand by each of her limbs before she was lashed to the stakes, naked and open. As she began struggling against her bonds, her husband came for the first of many times. All of the boys got down close to her to marvel at the juice running out of her cunt as they all casually ran their hands over and into her.
Bobby walked over to her and began to take off his clothes while staring at her. He then laid down next to her While looking into her frightened eyes, he pushed two fingers into her cunt.
"Well, Sue, quite the predicament, huh? We're all going to fuck you now and send you home with the mother of all cream pies. So tell me, do you want my cock here?" he asked as he finger fucked her squishing cunt. "Or would you rather have my cock in here?" he said as he pulled his fingers out of her cunt. Using it's lubrication he slid them right up her ass.
"Please, Bobby. I don't want this," she pleaded with him.
"You might not but your cunt is telling a different story." As he ran his hands over her he rolled on top of her and began putting his large cock inside. All the while, Sue kept pleading with him to let her go but Bobby wasn't listening.
Sue was terribly conflicted as Bobby's large cock felt wonderful as it moved in and out of her. A boy on her left approached and decided to make her a fluffer as he was next in line. He held her head to the side, facing him, and began to stick his cock in her mouth. At first, she fought against him violating her mouth, but this wasn't the boy's first rodeo. He reached over her body and started pinching and pulling her nipples until her mouth opened up. As the boy jammed his cock inside of her mouth, she began to really move with Bobby's fucking motion. Her senses were all physical and overpowering.
Meanwhile, Bill watched as she was used again and again by the boys there. Everyone used her mouth as they waited their turn with her pussy. It seemed that once Sue knew this was inevitable, her whole body and spirit began to fuck them back.
The boys weren't mean to her during all that happened. They were indifferent and it seemed to turn her on all the more as she used every cock to gain whatever pleasure she could get. Bill jacked off to the event until his cock refused to harden anymore.
Being as young as the boys were, their recuperative powers meant that Sue was fucked constantly for over two hours. Her body just laid there, unable to respond for most of the second hour. She turned her head away from them, refusing to service them with her mouth any longer as her jaw became sore from being forced open for so long. They probably could have fucked her all night, but eventually even they lost interest.
After Bill had sated himself with all of this he wanted to put an end to it but didn't know how. He was afraid that if they felt threatened by his arrival, they both could come to more harm than good.
It was Bobby who stopped it all by cutting Sue's bonds and helping her to her feet. If not for Sue's incredible shape from the running all those years she probably wouldn't have been able to stand, let alone walk. She took the beer Bobby offered her and drained half of it in an effort to clear her parched throat before pushing it back into his chest and walking away.
About half way back to the cottage, Sue walked into the surf until she was about chest deep. She was in there quite a while as the healing powers of the ocean's salt water revived her. At first she felt a sharp pain as the salt hit her abused pussy, but she fought through it until there was nothing but comfort as she floated up and down with the waves. She didn't know how long she was in there before deciding to head on home.
Bill watched her emerge from the water and began to trot back to the cottage. The last thing either of them would have wanted was some long discussion, so Bill got back and feigned being asleep as Sue entered.
She walked to the fridge and grabbed the container of water and drank almost all of it before making her way to the shower. It seemed to her that the shower felt better than any orgasm she had ever experienced.
She slept, unmoving and without dreams, until waking to the smell of bacon. She walked into the kitchen area on unstable legs and sat at the table.



"Good morning, baby. Looks like both of us overindulged last night."
"That's one way of putting it," she replied sarcastically.
He brought her a cup of coffee, kissed her on the forehead and returned to making their breakfast. Both felt guilty about the previous night's events, but neither of them ever mentioned it.
The next few days saw them lying around and relaxing, each absorbed in their own thoughts. While sex was a non-issue at first, they fell asleep each night in each others arms. For now, contentment was a good thing.
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I met my wife, Emily, in college during our junior year and it was love at first sight for both of us. We were in a bar where all the locals and college kids had gathered to celebrate our win over a hated rival. I'd never seen her before, and I was to find out why that night.
I had just ordered a beer when I heard the sweetest voice during a momentary lull in the noise say, "Please don't do that!" I turned in the direction of the voice and saw Emily. A very drunk older guy had his arm around her and was trying to kiss her. She tried to walk away but the guy was insistent that she stay as he pulled her back against him. She was silently pleading for help with her eyes when they spied me looking at her. She held the stare long enough to let me know my help would be appreciated.
I'm not a big guy but I knew I was going to do whatever it took to help her out and began walking her way. "Hey, sis. Sorry we're late but your boyfriend's car ran out of gas. Good thing he's as big as he is because he had to push it two blocks to the gas station. He's waiting outside. You ready to go?"
"Yes," she said. "I was just getting ready to call you." Then she turned to the guy harassing her and said, "See ya later, Earl."
She then took my hand and we left Earl with a, "What in the hell just happened?" look on his face. We got outside and she turned to me with the cutest smile and gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.
"Thank you for saving me..."
"Jerry," I said, filling in the blank. "We should probably leave before Deliverance there comes looking for you. Can I offer you a ride somewhere or do you have your own car?"
"I'd appreciate a lift home. I came with two girlfriends but I don't feel like looking for them right now. I don't ever go to bars, but I'm kind of glad I did now."
That made me feel very special as I smiled in response.
As we walked to my car, we just kept looking at each other. She was dressed pretty conservatively, but you could see her big firm tits and gorgeous ass. I offered to take her for some coffee and she readily accepted. From that point on we were inseparable.
We were married six months after graduating and we enjoyed sex at least five times a week during our engagement.
Emily looked super in clothes, but naked, she was absolutely breathtaking. I was so proud whenever I saw both men and women checking her out, especially at the beach in her bikinis. She was too shy to wear anything other than a maximum coverage bikini, but she made them look so much better than they actually were. I bought her a tiny French-cut bikini once but she refused to wear it outside our apartment because it "showed way too much." "What a shame," I thought, but she didn't like to draw attention to herself. She was one of those people that wouldn't say shit if she had a mouth full of it.
We talked about having kids, but we both decided that it would be better to wait until we were more financially secure. She wanted to be a stay-at-home mom to raise them and I agreed. About a year after we were married we bought a house in the suburbs with a six-foot privacy fence around most of our yard. This really was the biggest selling point to Emily as it would allow her to tan in the back yard by the small pool without anyone seeing her.
Emily always did the yard work. It was something she really enjoyed. One day I suggested that she wear the bikini I got her while doing the yard work. I told her I thought she'd enjoy it on really hot days and I'd love to see what it looked like outside the house. She said she'd think about it, but I wasn't holding my breath.
After I got through with work on a very hot Saturday in July, I drove home and was looking forward to spending the rest of the weekend with Emily.
I called out to her when I got home, but got no answer. As I was changing clothes I glanced out the window to see Emily tanning herself in the bikini I got her. My cock began to harden and I couldn't take my eyes off of her. She had apparently just gotten out of the pool. She was soaking wet and there was a very pronounced camel toe staring back at me. Without realizing it, I began rubbing my cock through my shorts as it became painfully hard.
It felt deliciously wicked spying on my wife while I pulled out my cock and started jacking off right there at the window. I was getting close to blowing my load when she sat up and looked around. I thought she might have heard something and I tried to get off before she came in. Next, I saw her reach behind her neck and untie the string to her top before doing the same with the one behind her back, freeing those gorgeous tits of hers. I came all over the window as her bra hit the ground. I have never been that turned on in my life.
As she began to rub lotion onto her tits, my cock began to harden again. I was so hot. I was getting ready to jack off again when I heard a knock on the door. "Oh, shit!" I thought. I had forgotten that my colleague from work, Jordan, was going to stop by for some prints of the job we were both working on. I was so bummed that he was interrupting me at this particular moment. All of a sudden though, my mind started going to a weird place. I wanted Jordan to see this. Stuffing my junk back in my pants I went down to let him in.
"Jesus, Jordan. Believe it or not, I forgot you were coming by."
"Yeah, well if I had a distraction around like you have, I'd forget a lot of shit, too. By the way, where's your better half?"
"I'm not sure. Probably working out in the yard," I told him. That's when the idea hit me that there may never be a better chance for someone to see her. I was burning up. "Why don't you go on out by the pool and I'll bring us something to drink after I locate those prints."
"Sounds great," Jordan said as he started heading to the pool."
I shot up the stairs ready to see what everybody's reaction was going to be, but when I got to the window I realized that in my brief absence, Emily had removed her bottoms as well and had put on her head phones. I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and knew that Jordan was going to see all of Emily. He was approaching her feet first when he stopped dead in his tracks, staring at her glistening shaved pussy. He just stood there taking it all in before he unconsciously began to rub his crotch.
I looked back at Emily just as she was spreading her legs to put her feet on the pool deck on either side of the lounge chair. I could see from the window as her pussy began to spread open and stay that way. Turning back to Jordan, he hadn't moved and seemed incapable of deciding what to do next. My cock was so hard as visions of Jordan sliding his cock into Emily had me cumming in my pants, untouched.
Luckily, for both of us, Jordan began a silent retreat before Emily ever noticed him. When he began moving, I finally found the will to move myself. Grabbing the prints, I went downstairs with the idea that I would be none the wiser unless he said something about it.
When he got back in the house I was getting us something cold out of the fridge. I acted surprised to see him. "Hey, what's up. Too hot out there for you?"
"That's one way of putting it, I guess."
I gave my best cryptic look and said, "What are you talking about?"
"Hey, man. Emily is tanning out there."
"Yeah? So what? That's usually what people do at a pool."
"Dude! Your wife is stark naked. It was all I could do to tear myself away from that vision. No offense."
"Holy shit!" I said. "I didn't know she did that! Did she see you?"
"I don't think so. She probably would have screamed, or something. Again, with all due respect, I'll never see her the same way again!"
"I hope not."
"I'm serious, man. She's so shy and demure all the time. Now I've seen what you get to see on a regular basis and I'm unbelievably jealous."
"I understand, man. She is fucking hot!" After a moment, I said, "Look, why don't you head out before she finds out you were here. Oh, and by the way, keep it quiet, huh."
"I will if you get me a picture of her like that."
"What?"
"Just kidding, man. Don't worry. Mum's the word," and he left.
I immediately ran up the stairs to get the camera after Jordan gave me the idea. I had no nude pictures of her and now was one of those chances that almost never happen. I did close-ups of her tits, her face and most of all, that glorious cunt. I was still on fire with all that had happened in such a short period of time.
As I was turning to leave the window, I caught a flash of light or a reflection of some sort coming from the attic window of the house next door. It belonged to a couple in their early forties along with their son, Brandon. His parents described him as somewhat of a lady's man and I had no doubt he probably had a good show through his binoculars. Oh well, that'll be a memory for him for all time.
I saw Emily sitting up and putting her bikini back on, so I put everything away and acted like I had just gotten home when she came in.
"Wow," I said. You wore it!"
"I did more than that you silly man. I actually took it off for about 15 minutes and tanned in the raw."
"Shut up!" I said like I didn't believe her.
"No!" Really! I did!" It was actually kind of exhilarating being nude outside."
"Wow! And I missed it?"
"Sorry," she said. "Maybe next time if I work up the nerve."
That night I fucked her three times while fantasizing about strange men using her repeatedly. She asked what had gotten into me and I more or less confessed to being turned on by her showing herself off.
"But I was alone," she replied.
"Well, a guy can dream, can't he?"
"You'd actually enjoy somebody seeing me naked?"
"God, yes!"
"I would die if that happened. You know me!"
"I don't know," I told her. "Maybe you're starting to loosen up a bit. At least, I hope you are."
"Get over it silly man. You're the only one that will see me naked."
As time went by, the visions of that day consumed me. I began to wonder how I could arrange even more risqué moments with my wife. It began to affect my work because of the time I was dedicating to setting up scenarios of exposure for my wife. I found myself going online and reading stories about men who were trying the same things I wanted to do.
About three months later we got a knock on the door. It was the kid from next door. He'd been sent over by his parents to invite me and Emily to a Halloween party, costumes and all. What little time he was there, he could hardly take his eyes off Emily. She was just on her way out to do some yard work dressed in tight shorts and a halter top with no bra. I saw her begin to get red around the face as she became aware of his stare.
I told Brandon that we'd be there. He told us to wear any kind of costume we fancied and that all the food and drink would be provided by them.
After he left, Emily said something to the effect that Brandon was looking at her like he wanted to eat her.
"I wouldn't hold that against him. Hormones rule his world and you are a very hot lady."
"Jerry, you are so bad."
"I know. I'm hoping it rubs off on you. By the way, what kind of costume are you going to wear?"
"The only one I have is at mom's house. It's a Little Bo Peep outfit. I think I should get something a little less revealing though. The dress is above the knee and it shows to much of my top."
"Sounds perfect to me!"
"You would say that, you pervert."
"Aw, c'mon, baby. Wear it for me. Nothing but old people are probably going to be there." I was doing everything I could think of to have her start showing a little more skin.
"I'll think about it. If I do, though, I'll need a few belts in me before hand." Then she turned to me and asked, "Why are you trying to show me off to people?"
"All I can tell you, baby, is that when I see people look at you with desire, it makes my dick hard enough to cut diamonds. You have one of the most beautiful bodies I have ever seen and it excites me tremendously when someone looks at you with obvious desire."
She just shook her head at me like I was daft before saying, "We'll see. You know I don't like drawing attention to myself."
The night before the party, Emily tried on her costume. The swell of her tits was the first thing I noticed. My dick was hard immediately and I fucked her while she wore it. She was shocked at my reaction.
"Wow, I guess I will have to reconsider some wardrobe changes if this is what I can come to expect."
"You know it, Em!"
What costume did you get for the party?" she asked me.
"Jordan loaned me his clown outfit," I told her.
"How apropos," she chided me.
I already knew what the answer was going to be, but the mood had been set as the words started coming out of my mouth before I could think to edit them. "Would you consider doing me a favor concerning the party?"
She looked at me with that "now what" expression. "You want me to go naked now?"
"Oh, no," I said, ignoring the sarcasm. "I know you can't wear a bra with that costume, so I was wondering if you'd go without your panties, too."
Her eyes got big as she just stared at me for the longest moment. "Are you serious?"
While I couldn't help but pick up on the incredulity in her question, my answer was, "Deadly!"
"My God, you really are serious!" she stated in disbelief.
I just let my request hang there with her, waiting for a yes or no answer and looking at her like a kid at the age of 8 that just asked for a 4-wheeler for Christmas.
"Jerry," she started as she fumbled for words in her reply, "You know I could never do that!"
"Why not?"
"Are you kidding me? I could never do something like that, and you know it! What if somebody found out? I don't think I could ever show my face in public again! I'm just not built that way."
"What way is that, Em, like lying naked in the back yard?"
That had her speechless for the moment so I continued speaking. "Emily, the only people that would know about it would be you and me. It's not like you'll be wearing a sign saying, 'Look guys, no panties!' Look, Em, I just want you to think about it. I know it's outside your comfort zone, but it could be how you described being naked outside. You know, exhilarating."
"You really are serious. And what, exactly, do you get out of this?"
"Just thinking about it happening has me ready to fuck you into oblivion. It would be the hottest kind of experience for me, and once you were settled into the party, you'd probably find yourself equally turned on. Every time we looked at each other our secret would be ever-present. We'd probably end up leaving early and fucking each other's brains out."
"And it means that much to you?"
"In the grand scheme of things, no. I love you, Emily. That could never change. All I'm suggesting is that you think about it as a game two people can play together, to instill a little taboo heat for just the two of us. Just for grins, tell me what was going through your mind when you were laying naked outside?"
She stood there in thought before speaking. "I don't know. I know it excites you and I think I tried it to see if I could maybe do it for you sometime. You have always tried to subtly get me to show more of myself. I did it with you in mind."
"And I appreciate that more than you know, but I was asking how it made YOU feel, to be outside and naked." I waited patiently for her answer which was much slower in coming than her last reply.
"Okay, now don't get crazy on me, but I began to imagine you looking at me and then telling me to spread my legs so you could look at my pussy."
"And did you spread your legs for me?" My cock was growing noticeably as I saw her glance down at it before looking me in the eye.
"Yes."
"Did it make you wet?" I saw the beginnings of a red flush appearing on her upper chest and neck.
"Yes."
Neither of us said a word after that as we simultaneously began to undress before one of the hottest fuck sessions either of us had ever experienced. As we relaxed while holding each other, my cock hardened again, only this time we made love.
We didn't mention our conversation again. I was determined to allow her to make an unpressured decision concerning the party. My patience came from knowing that both of us now knew that the heat that we could bring to bear on our relationship was going to be revisited at some point in time.
The day of the party, my car was in the shop and Emily had shopping to do so I caught a ride with Jordan. He came by as Emily was leaving and she kissed him on the cheek on her way out the door. She always liked him and they had become good friends.
He had a weird look on his face after she'd left.
"What's with you?" I asked him.
"Sorry, buddy. I just can't get that vision of her out of my head. She is so fucking gorgeous."
I started laughing at him.
"Hey, don't worry about it. She does that to me all the time."
"It really doesn't bother you that I saw her in the raw, does it?"
"Why would it? I'm secure in what we have. Truth be known, I've been trying for years to get her to loosen up on her conservative dress code. When I see people, even women, look at her with lust, it turns me on."
"Knowing that someone wants to, for lack of a better word, fuck her, turns you on?"
"Sure it does. I'm proud of her."
"Would it also turn you on to actually see someone fuck her?"
"You know, that's a hot kind of fantasy with me, but that's all it will ever be."
Jordan kind of chuckled while saying, "Well, if you ever want to make it a reality, I'd be glad to offer my services."
"I'm sure," I said with a laugh; "You and probably the entire straight population of men and all gay women."
"And you're not jealous."
"What for? She's not enamored with anyone else. She's like a beautiful work of art being admired by people with obvious taste."
"Then you should get me a picture of that beautiful piece of art so that I can admire it more frequently."
"The only way you're ever going to get a nude pic of Emily is if she gives it to you. You guys are friends so I don't see that happening."
"Do you actually have pics of her?"
"As a matter of fact, after you left when Em was still out by the pool, I got about half a dozen nice pics. They're the only ones I have."
"I'd love to see those."
It actually turned me on thinking about showing him pictures of Em. He was single and it certainly wasn't going to hurt anyone. "Why? You've already seen her?" I wasn't going to make it easy for him though. "Besides, she doesn't know I saw her out there. If that ever got out I'd be dead meat."
"C'mon, Jerry, you know I'd never say anything to anyone." In the end, I ended up showing him the pics. He practically slobbered on them and it made me about half firm having him look at them.
After viewing the pics, we went to the office. He was really hot for Emily which in turn excited me. To tease him even more, I told him about the outfit she was wearing tonight and how I fucked her when she tried it on the night before. "I don't think she was really going to wear it until she saw what it did to me. I practically raped her."
"Oh, my God!" was all he could say.
As we were getting ready to leave, I called Emily to say I'd be home in half an hour.
"Good. I'm putting on my makeup as we speak."
After hanging up I told Jordan what she said.
"If I had another costume, I'd go with you guys just to look at Emily all night"
There was about a five minute silence in the car when Jordan said, "Remember saying you'd love to watch someone fuck her."
"Yeah," I said waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"Would you consider letting a man seduce her so that you could realize that fantasy."
"Only if it suited Em. The only thing is, I can't think of anyone I know that could pull that off." Jordan gave me a look that sarcastically said, "Puleeeze."



I looked at Jordan seriously. "Let me ask you something. What if there came a time where we could both fuck Emily, would you be able to just fuck her without interfering with our lives or emotions? By that I mean, no behind the back stuff with her. I ask this because I won't tolerate someone fucking with my marriage."
"Jesus, Jerry. I love you guys. If I thought for one moment that I might fuck up your lives I'd move away first. No, she is just so physically hot and knowing how shy she is makes her even hotter. If she were to do us both, I think it would be hot for her too."
As we pulled into my driveway, I said, "Well, that being the case, we might be able to warm her up toward the idea eventually if we boost her awareness of her beauty and sex appeal. If we could get her to start wearing more risqué outfits, it might just lead to her being more open minded about a threesome. I could work on her while we're fucking, about how hot you and other men find her, maybe some hot talk while we're fucking, things like that."
"I agree and will help in any way you say. You will call all the shots."
"Well, maybe we can start by you seeing Em in her costume. She won't expect you to come in so you can make like you had to use the bathroom, then say what you think she needs to hear."
"You got it!"
As we got to the dining room doorway, she said, "So how do you like it?" as she began to spin, her dress floating waist high revealing her intimate charms to both of us. It was half way through her second spin that she noticed Jordan was there, too. Her ass and pussy would stay in both of our minds forever.
"Oh, shit!" she screamed. "I can't believe I just did that!" as she began turning three shades of red. She then ran from the room into the living room. We both followed her in. She couldn't speak or look at us. Then she broke into tears and sat on the edge if the couch.
"Baby," I said, "you did nothing wrong. I'm blown away that you did what I asked you to. And Jordan is family. Both of us love you and we're both blown away by your beauty. Please don't cry! You'll ruin your makeup."
"I'm so embarrassed!" was all she could say before crying again.
"It's my fault, Em," Jordan began. "I needed to use the bathroom. Normally I never come in after work so how could you know. You were just being a super wife for your husband, the kind of woman I hope to find some day. Aside from that it was the most beautiful sight and gesture I've ever seen. Don't feel bad about being every man's dream and the perfect wife."
"Stop it, Jordan. I'm not perfect," she sobbed.
"It's the adjective Jerry uses for you all the time." As he said this, he put his arm around her shoulders in a consoling manner. Both Jordan and I were very concerned for Emily, and at the same time his eyes and mine were staring at her cleavage. Even in her fragile state, she exuded sex.
"Hey, Jerry, how about you forgetting about the clown suit and you and I putting on suits and going as Bo Peep's body guards. We'll all get wasted and dance the night away with your gorgeous wife."
I thought it was the perfect remedy to help Emily get over her embarrassment and turn a disaster into a memorable night. "If that's cool with Emily, I think that's a great idea. What do you say, baby?"
"I'm not sure I still want to go," she said softly, "after what just happened."
Jordan came up with the perfect answer to that. "What do you mean? Nothing just happened. As far as I'm concerned, nothing happened and nothing will ever be said by any of us about it again. It will be a non-event as we get drunk as monkeys and escort the best looking girl in the city to a happy ending."
We both waited for a reply as Emily seemed to be considering it.
"Okay," she finally said. "First, I'm going upstairs and add a piece of clothing to this outfit."
"Sounds good to me," I told her. You go put on or take off whatever you want to while Jordan and I get our monkey suits on. I suppose us escorting you to the stairs is out of the question," I added for hoped levity.
Emily looked at each of us with her red eyes before kissing us each on the cheek. "It is for now."
After she left us, Jordan and I just looked at each other, and not a word was uttered. Jordan went to his car to get the suit he always had with him foe short notice business meetings and I went to the downstairs closet where mine were hanging.
We were dressed in short order and were having drinks, just bullshitting about stuff at work. We were both aware of the implication of Emily's last statement, but neither of us mentioned it. It was like whatever happens, happens. We were dedicated to showing my beautiful wife a great time.
Emily came down about a half hour later. When she entered the room, all Jordan and I could do was stare in disbelief. Gone was the Bo Peep outfit. She wore a short black cocktail dress with a plunging, deep vee neckline that went to her waist, high heeled shoes and sunglasses. She had a string of pearls that accentuated her entire persona.
As we both stood there speechless, I saw her begin to redden just a bit before speaking. "Well, judging from the two of you, you approve of my costume. Unfortunately, my dress is so clinging that I can't wear anything under it, so I'll need a couple of body guards to protect me at the party." With that she walked up to Jordan and gave him about a two or three second kiss on the lips before coming to me and kissing me open-mouthed for about ten seconds.
"I was hoping to pass as a movie star. What do you think?"
Again, we were both speechless. I could feel an excitement that I never knew existed. My heart was beating wildly at the vision before us. For someone that didn't like drawing attention to herself, she had practically made it impossible not to notice her. I saw her raise her eyebrows in expectation of an answer from us on her previous question.
"You're too beautiful to be a movie star. I'd say you look more like a visiting princess from an adult fairyland with a beauty that defies description," Jordan said to her. This brought a shy smile from my wife before she looked at me.
"I've never loved you compared to what I'm feeling right now. You are absolutely breath-taking and I'm so very grateful that you saw fit to marry me." That got me an even bigger kiss this time that she had to break, as I was in a full-blown stupor.
"I'm in need of a drink, gentlemen," she said, slipping into her role.
Jordan and I made her one together and Jordan carried it to her with a napkin as she sat in a chair and crossed her legs. It was impossible for her to not notice the beginnings of erections that we each sported. Her entire demeanor had changed as she was now in complete control and we were on fire. We were going to give her whatever she wanted unquestioningly.
There was no jealousy on my part. It was if I was watching the blooming of a woman who no longer felt the need for embarrassment for who she was. She seemed to find comfort in the fact that, not one, but two men she cared about were being open, honest and supportive, not to mention, sexually aroused.
She drank her drink quickly, summoning the liquid courage still needed at this point. As she sat the glass on the end table she looked at each of us. "I'd say it's about time we hit that party."
We both walked to her to assist her from the chair before heading to the Halloween party. There was a sign on the door saying, "Just Come On In." As we walked in, most of the idle chatting seemed to disappear to where the only noise was the soft music playing, as Brandon's father, Richard, approached.
"And who have we here?" he said not recognizing us in such a formal dress up.
"We are the escorts and body guards for Princess Emily, formerly your neighbors to the west," I told him as the idle chatter once again picked up. Almost all eyes were still focused on Emily.
"I'm honored to know you Princess," Richard said as he took her hand to his lips. "Please, help yourself to anything and enjoy the party.
We all headed to the bar first and then to the food. After eating some food and refreshing our drinks, we migrated to the large dining room which had low lights, beautiful music and served as the main area for dancing.
"My Lady," I said to my wife, "would you allow me the honor of this dance?"
"But of course, Sir," she replied as we went arm-in-arm to the dance floor. Dancing with her was unforgettable. As we would get to a more secluded and darkened area, I would allow my hands to discreetly slide to her ass and the sides of her tits while staring into her eyes.
During this she put her lips next to my ear and softly whispered, "What would you do if Jordan took the same liberties that you're now taking?"
I then lowered my mouth to hers and kissed her very gently. "I'd say he's earned it and so have you. This, to me, is a what-happens-in-Vegas kind of evening. Anything you want or don't want is going to happen without repercussions." After a pause I told her, "You're making me hard, Emily. I want you so badly!"
"Later, big boy. Now walk me to Jordan and give him my hand."
I did as she wanted. Jordan's eyes were slightly glassy and it was easy to see how much of an affect Emily was having on him too. As he took her hand and walked to the floor, I took the opportunity to really look at her splendid ass and the way it moved beneath that thin dress. I watched closely as Emily spoke to him while they danced. Then I saw him lean down to give her a soft kiss on the lips as his hands began to roam over something he had only dreamed about.
A pang of jealousy did, in fact, hit me, but the overpowering feeling I got was one of pride mixed with utter and complete passion. The party became our foreplay and it wasn't just Jordan and me getting hotter. Each dance I had with her was more passionate than the one before it.
When we could no longer tolerate the restraints placed on us by the party, we said our good byes and made our way back home. As we got in the door she turned to me and kissed me deeply while reaching down to squeeze my cock, right in front of Jordan. Then she turned from me and did the same thing with him in front of me. My heart was beating in my ears as I watched a new side of my wife born in that moment.
"Listen to me, both of you," she began. "This night belongs to all of us, but all the nights after this belong to me and Jerry." Then she slid off her shoes and began walking toward the stairs. We watched as she took off her pearls and dropped them along the way. She climbed the stairs slowly while reaching behind her and lowering the zipper on the back of her dress to where it stopped at the crack of her ass. We were mesmerized.
As she got to the top of the stairs, she let the dress fall off of her. She stood there like that as Jordan and I drank in her beauty before turning to face us. A look of confidence and desire had us moving toward her as she then turned and headed for the bedroom. We were both naked by the time we got there.
Emily was lying in the middle of our bed on her back with one knee raised and her hands behind her head. That vision was burned into my brain for all time.
We moved in beside her on each side. I began kissing her deeply as my left hand began exploring her body as if it were the first time. My hand bumped into Jordan's several times throughout as he luxuriated in touching Emily's body. She turned her head toward Jordan and began kissing him with the same passion she had shown toward me.
I moved down her body and began sucking on her nipple while my hand reached down to her pussy, slipping into what felt like a tube of warm honey. I turned toward them and saw them kissing with the same intensity as Jordan squeezed her breast before pinching lightly and pulling on her nipple.
As I began to finger fuck her she began moving her hips into my hand. I kept looking back at the two of them as my wife's hand came down to touch the back of my head. I saw her right hand move down and begin to stroke Jordan's cock as she pushed my head downward. She wanted my mouth between her legs and I did exactly that. As I started licking her labia, I pushed my nose into her clit and began moving my head. I slid two fingers into her pussy as she began to fuck my face.
While I was eating her, I glanced up and saw Jordan rubbing her left breast as he sucked on her right. Her right hand was erratically stroking his cock while her left increased the pressure on the back of my head. I saw her stomach muscles tighten and relax over and over as I began to eat her more earnestly. I could hear her breathing becoming more pronounced and rapid. As she began to cum that first time, she grabbed my head hard by the hair and pulled me into her pussy as hard as she could. Jordan began kissing her neck and running his hands through her hair as her orgasm began to shake her body. She gave a somewhat muted scream as the juices from her pussy ran onto my face and into my mouth.
"Oh, God! Please fuck me! Please fuck me!" Her eyes were closed as she just kept repeating, "Please fuck me!" She wasn't caring about who should fuck her.
I tapped Jordan on the elbow and gave him a "come here" sign. I wanted him to be the first to fuck her. I wanted to continue the high I was on, and I wanted to watch Jordan's cock go inside her.
As he began to raise up to move over her, I moved to her head and once again began kissing her deeply and rubbing and squeezing her tits. I turned my head toward Jordan as he hooked my wife's legs under her knees and pulled them up, opening her pussy. Without having to use his hand, he slid slowly into her pussy and didn't stop until he was completely inside her. As he slid in, my wife started sucking her breath in as her eyes flew open.
Jordan stayed buried in her pussy and just started moving his hips in a circle while Emily grabbed my head with both hands and began kissing me and trying to shove her tongue down my throat. I had never witnessed Emily in such an aroused state.
She broke the kiss long enough to say, "Put your cock in my mouth, baby! Just fuck my mouth!"
I straddled her head from the side and put my cock in her mouth as she began to suck me in the most erotic way. I watched her tits bounce up and down as Jordan picked up the speed and force with which he fucked her. She was beginning to cum again as Jordan and I fucked her on both ends.
I was getting close to cumming myself. We were all sweating profusely. I tried to hold out but the whole experience was more than I could handle. I heard Jordan making animalistic sounds as we both came in each end of Emily at the same time. She sucked the cum out of me and swallowed it for the very first time.
With great effort, I pulled out of Emily's mouth and lay down next to her with my head on her shoulder while Jordan stayed inside her and collapsed on her right side trying to recover.
We laid there speechless for about 10 minutes when I saw Emily reach down and tap Jordan on the shoulder. He pulled out of her and pulled himself up beside her. She kissed him sweetly before saying, "Goodnight, Jordan."
"Goodnight, beautiful," and he was gone. We heard the door close downstairs and knew that our marital home was once again, just ours.
I rose up on one elbow and looked down into the face of true love. Without warning, tears rolled down my cheeks as the feeling of bliss surrounded me. She wiped them away and said, "I know what you mean."
We made love twice more that night. Neither of us felt like discussing the evening. There would be time enough for that later. We fell asleep in each other's arms with a deeper love for each other and sated in every way. She would always tend to be shy, but not painfully so.
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The morning after their threesome, Emily and Jerry woke up and rolled toward each other and just stared into each other's eyes for the longest time. So much was said during that silence. There was no remorse on either side. The love they shared had been augmented in a way that neither would have ever imagined. It had become a sharing, not a wife sharing.
Jerry had his desire to watch a cock sliding into his wife come to fruition. Emily had felt a love of one kind with Jordan and another from her husband. Circumstances and a fair amount of booze had nullified her shyness and allowed her to relish the amorous attention of two men.
"I could lie here all day, but I really have to piss."
Emily started laughing so hard, she almost wet the bed. "Oh, God! Me too, "she said as both jumped up and ran to separate bathrooms, unsure they could wait for the other one to finish.
Once back in the bedroom, the naked couple crawled back into bed. Jerry was hard immediately and Emily was very wet. Both saw each other through different eyes now and they touched each other in a slow and very intimate way. She stroked his cock slowly as his fingers entered her pussy. They weren't trying to get each other off. Instead, they both wanted to coordinate the body and mind with the conversation they were both looking forward to.
"I want you to know that you were amazing last night," Jerry began. "At first I was stunned at how far out of character you were until the realization hit me that you were never more in character." He continued finger fucking her with two fingers as his thumb found her clit.
She shuddered from the intensity of his message causing her to increase the pressure she applied to his cock. "Why do you say I was in character."
"Obviously, Jordan and I wanted this to happen, but it was you that decided to allow it and you controlled the entire thing. You seemed to exude confidence that had been dormant, seemingly replaced by shyness throughout your entire life." His fingers were penetrating her pussy slowly. They were on auto-pilot as they talked.
"I felt different last night. I had never succumbed to an outward expression of desire for me. It was very heady and very hot!"
"Did you enjoy it while Jordan fucked you?"
She looked him in the eyes and said, "Yes."
They could both feel their own body temperatures increasing as the discovery process continued.
"What did you like about it?"
"It was different from how you fuck me, and it felt different, too!
"What do you mean, different?"
"There was a certain intensity that he fucked me with that I find hard to explain." She started stroking him a little faster before adding, "And his cock was larger than yours. There was a fullness that felt good." She looked at the reaction his face registered and asked, "Are you okay?"
"Yes; very much so. I'm a little jealous, I guess, but turned on a lot more."
They started kissing each other's open mouth before continuing.
"Don't be jealous, even a little bit. I can't imagine life without you. You are, and always will be, the man of my dreams."
"Thank you, baby. You were so fucking hot last night."
"What did you like best about it?"
"I loved watching his cock sliding in and out of your juicy pussy."
She shivered again. "Why did you like that?"
"I was able to see what you looked like being fucked. I saw passion that I never seemed to see as clearly when I'm fucking you. I got incredibly excited watching."
Emily could sense the rise in his passion as he spoke and decided to take him to his happy place.
"So you really like watching Jordan's cock fucking you wife's pussy?"
She'd found his trigger. He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and replaced them with his cock.
"OH GOD, EMILY."
She enjoyed driving him crazy. She liked the power.
"I bet you'd like to see a cock splitting my pussy again, wouldn't you?" She was getting off on how easily she could excite her husband.
He could take no more as his cock exploded inside of her, saying, "OH FUCK! OH FUCK!"
She pulled his head to hers and kissed him hard as the splashing of his cum inside her brought about her orgasm causing her to scream into his mouth.
Jerry's cock stayed hard and his body was on fire. "I'm not ready to quit fucking you yet."
"Then don't. So why are you still so hard?"
"Because of what you said."
"What did I say, baby?"
"Something about how I'd probably love to see a cock fucking my wife's pussy AGAIN!"
"Oh, that," she said, playing with him.
"Emily?"
"What?"
"Could something like this happen again?"
"Maybe."
His pelvis began grinding against hers when he heard this.
"With Jordan?"
"Maybe."
"Somebody else?"
"Maybe."
Now he started fucking her in earnest as her playing with him continued. He began rolling her nipple in his fingers as her hips were meeting his thrusts into her pussy.
"You're making me so fucking hot."
She had a devilish grin on her face as she said, "Somehow I get the feeling that the thought of another man's cock in my mouth or my hot juicy pussy turns you on!" He began fucking her harder. "You like to think of someone else seeing me naked or dressed to show, don't you?"
"Fuck yes! Oh, fuck yes!" He was nearing another orgasm as she kept stirring him on. She knew what he wanted, but what turned her on most was knowing that she could say yes or no to anything.
"I'll bet you've even fantasized about two cocks fucking me, haven't you?"
"Oh fuck, Emily!" He was fucking her like a man possessed. Her words were the greatest aphrodisiac he had ever experienced.
"I bet you're the kind of man who'd love to see his wife take two loads of cum on her face."
AAAAAAAAAAH!!! He penetrated his wife's pussy as deep as he could go and held it there as he splashed the inside of her pussy with such force, it actually shocked her. He literally fell on top of her, feeling semi-conscious, unable to open his eyes.
Emily looked at him and smiled. She'd wanted to do this for quite a while now, but her shyness trumped her deep-seated desires. It was the history her husband forgot to, or deliberately failed to erase. The first time she noticed it, she couldn't bring herself to look at its content. She came to regret that decision and vowed to herself that she would look the next time the opportunity presented itself. It did!
It was left there quite frequently as she came to find out. The first erotic article she read had her light headed. She found it hard to fathom the depths of human sexuality. Her naiveté and shyness had censored her from the real world. When she got through reading that first article, her heart rate had increased and an itch was forming between her legs. She wanted to masturbate but was even too self-conscious for that.
These feelings were so new to her that she couldn't read another one. She changed her mind about that the next day.
There seemed to be a common thread running through the stories. All of them involved erotica centered on the wife. There were stories about showing your wife to others, watching your wife fucking another man or men, having their wives picked up by a stranger, even some non-consensual. There weren't many in the last category, and those were based on mild bondage of the wife and having someone else fuck her.
There were a few times when a story really got to her and masturbation seemed the only way to keep her sanity. She began to imagine Jerry and her in some of the scenarios, then felt guilty about that, then would do it some more. Until last night happened, none of this was going to see the light of day.
She'd used what Jerry likes to drive him up the wall. It was an incredibly empowering feeling and it began to sow the seeds of growth. Emily felt as if she had just had an epiphany.
All of this came pouring out of her to Jerry as they lie there for hours, talking. Communicating! As a result, there were a wide range of fantasies to be discussed, if not enacted.
Emily began to feel much more pliable since last night. She was constantly battling her shy instincts, and ironically, it contributed to the heat of each moment. As a couple, they had shown themselves and each other that their relationship was solid.
"What stories turned you on the most?"
"I'll probably tell you, but not right now."
"When then?"
"Try me tonight," she said.
She was making love fun. She pranced around all day in the small bikini he got her, inside and outside. She was making the time drag even more when touching became forbidden. There was a more pronounced playfulness to her now and Jerry was hooked.
She was sure to get wet when she went outside and lay in the sun with her feet facing his office window, a floor to ceiling window. She was continually opening and closing her legs as she ran her hand under the front of her bottoms. After about ten minutes, she took her suit off entirely and began to push her fingers into that gorgeous cunt, in and out in a repeating action, causing a great deal of wetness.
At one point she pulled her two fingers out of her cunt and held them up for him to see as she stared right at him. They were completely covered in her self-made cunt cream. She then stuck those fingers in her mouth and began sucking. She brought them out clean as a whistle at the same time Jerry creamed his pants. He tried to avoid masturbating to have plenty for the night.
At seven p.m., Jerry walked into the living room and calmly announced, "It's bedtime."
Emily began to laugh out loud at that, but it worked. She couldn't bring herself to turn down such an eloquent invitation. They pulled the drapes in the bedroom because it was still light outside and brought liquid in a cooler. Nothing was going to interrupt this session. Closing the door, Jerry walked to the bed with his cock half hard and bouncing before him, crawled into bed next to his naked wife and kissed her deeply.
"What was the hottest story for you?" This was asked two seconds after the kiss had ended.
"Tad bit anxious are we?"
As he stuck his first two fingers into her saturated hole, he said, "Talk to me woman!"
"Okay, okay," she said giving in. "I don't have a clear cut favorite, but a few of them really made me hot."
"Well, just pick one and we'll discuss that."
"Okay, one was a story about a husband that took his wife to a hotel. The man had gotten a man with a big cock to wait for her in a room her husband had the room pass for. She was to go up and fuck him and he was going to record it on the husband's view cam.
When she was through she was to call her husband to come up. She wasn't to clean up until after he saw what her well fucked body looked like, cum and all."
Jerry was hard as a rock. They began stroking each other and kissing hard.
Separated and breathing heavy, Jerry asked "Are we going to do something like that?"
"Maybe."
To be continued...
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The idea of being sent up to fuck a man with a large cock excited Emily and Jerry. Emily was going to let Jerry do the leg work and Emily had exclusive say at any time to stop everything. Jerry would have a key to the room and might appear at any time. Both had to feel good about things or cancel out.
With Emily's permission, Jerry put a nude picture of her, face covered, in an ad. It read as follows:
My wife is in search of a gentleman with a large cock to fuck her as long as they both agree. He must be clean, well read, somewhere between 35 and 50 yrs. Please send pics of face and cock. She will give me potential partners and I will vet them.
Emily got very wet when she saw the ad had been published and demanded that Jerry fuck her immediately. He absolutely loved her transformation. She was still quite shy, but as she learned, it contributed to the ecstasy as she got into the moment. There was going to be a certain amount of embarrassment for her. She understood that going in. Jerry was going to find someone that was cognizant of that and would be sensitive to any and all concerns she might express.
The picture of Emily in the ad helped to generate 50 emails a day. They both loved looking at them before Emily would give her selections to her husband. Over the next few weeks they started whittling down the earlier selections, and by the time they felt they were ready, there were 3 different guys that Jerry had to set up interviews with.
Each was told that there were three people in the mix and that even if they weren't selected now, it didn't mean that they might not be called in the near future.
The first guy, Rick, was well groomed and over 6 feet tall. He had gray hair with an engaging smile and manner to him. He seemed perfect for Emily, but he was going to meet them all. As it turned out, Rick's interview won his overwhelming endorsement and Emily agreed.
Jerry called him right away and set up a second meet to square away the dos and don'ts. Jerry told him he'd pay for the room and have a pass key to get himself in and that he might come in at any time. He also told him that he probably wouldn't.
"So tell me more about her."
"As I told you before, she's very shy, but once she gets comfortable she'll fuck you into next week."
"Does she like anal or swallowing?"
The conversation was turning Jerry on as he sat there discussing his wife's sexual preferences. Rick seemed to be hanging on every word which inspired Jerry to lay bare all of Emily's past, how she liked her nipples played with, how she loved the full feeling of a big cock, the ease at which she could be molded, talked into almost anything.
"That's why I look out for her. What's happening with us was not even considered possible a few weeks ago. This is a first step for us, so if all goes well, chances are we'll see you again. She's interested in two men at once too, I think. I'm not going to say anything about the set up except to say it's a big surprise. You'll have to seduce her to keep her from getting cold feet. She knows to call me if she decides to call it off."
"I thank you again, Jerry, for the honor of sharing Emily with me and I'll do my best to make the night memorable for both of you."
The men shook hands and had each others cell number in case a typhoon hit either house. It was set to take place 2 weeks from that night.
Since the whole affair began Jerry and Emily fucked every night at least once, and often, more. They talked dirty to each other about the upcoming event.
"What if he wants to fuck your wife up the ass? What if he wants to lean me against the window and fuck me from behind? Should I be another man's slut? Should I let him cum in my mouth or on my face? Do you want to see cum on my face, baby?"
She egged him on getting great pleasure from being able to turn him on so completely. The more she talked, the faster he fucked her until he stiffened up and collapsed from exhaustion. His desire heated hers directly, and his constant praise made her feel more confident.
As the big night approached they quit fucking each other. He was going to want her several times immediately following her tryst and he wanted her as horny as possible to help ensure her desire to have this happen. He was more than ready, but there was some trepidation on her behalf. She was scared as they entered the hotel bar that night, but she was on fire knowing that the man was sexy and had a very impressive looking cock. The fact that her husband wanted this to happen took away a great deal of her initial skepticism.
As they started consuming alcohol, they began talking more about what was to take place.
"What's going to happen to me up there?"
"Nothing that you don't want to happen. If at any time you feel uncomfortable leave the room and call me. I can tell you this; it's going to be a big surprise for you and I think you're going to love it."
Earlier in the day, Jerry had placed a small fish-eyed camera pointing mostly toward the bed. He was going to record the entire night, but he didn't have time to set up a way for him to watch in real time. He didn't tell Emily about it as he wanted her to feel free to be herself and he would get to see her later on film in an unabashed version.
Jerry received a call from Rick at eight o'clock, right on time.
"I'll meet you in the lobby," he told Rick.
Turning to Emily he said, "Wait right here, baby. I'm going up to let him into the room and then I'll be right back down."
"I'm so nervous and excited!" she said with a wild look in her eye, helped in part by the drinks they'd had over the last hour. "You're sure you want this?"
"Probably more than you do!" he chuckled. He kissed her and said, "I'll be back shortly."
She couldn't believe this was happening. Their lives had changed so dramatically since their threesome. She began to allow herself time to consider what this guy's big cock was going to feel like. It looked to be larger than Jordan's but she didn't fear that part. She had accommodated him without any pain. Her pussy was already wet in anticipation of the coming hours.
Jerry came back after 15 minutes to find Emily being talked to by three well-dressed black men and she looked to be blushing. He actually saw this as a good sign knowing that her juices were going to be running overtime. They were looking her over, fairly certain that she was wearing nothing beneath the skin-tight black dress, the same one she'd worn at the party. He hung back a bit watching these men lust over her. His cock was becoming very hard.
He watched for about five minutes before finally walking over to her.
"Hey, baby."
"Jerry, this is Matt, Kevin and, I'm sorry, I don't remember your name.
"No problem. Hello Jerry," he said extending his hand like the two before him. "I'm Darryl."
"Pleased to meet you all. I hate to be a kill joy, but my wife and I have plans so we'll have to be going."
"That is a shame," Matt said. "Your wife is a sweet gal and beyond beautiful. I hope you know you're a lucky man."
"I'm reminded of that every day," Jerry said with pride as they both then made their way toward the elevator, the three men's eyes watching Emily's every move.
"Wow, it didn't take long for the wolves to move in, did it?"
"I know," she said. "They were surrounding me before I even knew it. Do you think they wanted to fuck your wife?" She was slipping into her role for him and loved his lust filled eyes.
"I know for a fact they wanted to fuck that delicious pussy of yours, just like Rick's going to do." They kissed passionately until the elevator door opened. "Room 815, baby. Have a great time and I'll see you in a few hours ready to continue our night together."
"I love you, Jerry."
"I love you too, sweetheart."They shared a short peck on the lips as the door began to close.
Jerry decided to avoid any explanations to the three guys that Emily had been talking to. He left the hotel and walked across the street to a pub with a view of the hotel bar. He watched them drinking and high-fiving for the next hour until they finally headed for the elevators after one of them had received a call on his cell. He then walked back over to the bar and began his wait there for the next couple of hours for Emily's call.
Emily got off at the eighth floor and walked toward room 815. She stopped just short of it, reached into her hand bag and pulled out three bar napkins. Looking up and down the hall, she put the napkins between her legs to wipe off her inner thigh as her pussy began to run. Returning them to her bag, she approached the front of the door and knocked lightly.
He must have been just inside the door as it opened almost immediately, startling her. "Hi, Emily. Please come in."
"Thank you," she said as the door closed behind her.
"My God, your pictures don't do you justice. You are breath-takingly beautiful."
"She began to blush and her pussy started its oozing down her leg again. " Thank you."
"Please, come in and sit with me. Your husband left us a bottle of bubbly. Could I get you a glass?"
"Yes, please, I'd like one."
They sat on the sofa together, but not too close at first. They turned toward each other and began to unwind. His eyes kept scanning her. It both excited and embarrassed her.
"Are you nervous?" he asked.
"Doesn't it show?"
He gave an easy laugh. "Yes, I guess it does. Well, if it's any consolation, so am I. But I also have to admit that your beauty is helping to chase that away. I feel both lucky and honored to be able to share time with you."
Rick was saying all the right things if you asked her pussy. It was running non-stop and caused her to move about involuntarily. She downed her drink quickly and he was quick to give her a refill.
"This is our first time doing this," she told him.
"That's what your husband said." He looked at her for a bit before asking. "Would you mind kissing me very much? It might go a long way toward calming us down."
She looked at him meekly and said, "Okay."
He moved closer to her before slowly moving his mouth onto hers and kissing her softly. She was starting to relax and began returning the kiss. He gently put his hand to the side of her neck and face as the kiss became more passionate. His tongue began to caress her lips before entering her mouth completely. They finally broke the kiss but their faces remained close.
Looking into her eyes he said, "You are a great kisser, Emily!"
"Mmm," she moaned, "so are you."
He began kissing her again as it lasted much longer. Emily was beginning to heat up. She felt his hand slowly drop from her neck until it was softly caressing and cupping her tits, their mouths never parting. She put one arm around his neck and was breathing heavily through her nose as the kiss and touching became more urgent. He broke the kiss and began talking to her.
"Your husband tells me you're very shy." He started kissing her again before she could answer.
On the next break she said, "Uh huh."
"It excites you, doesn't it?" as he again kissed her between questions.
"Yes," she hissed. His hands continued rubbing her tits and lightly pinching her nipples through her dress. She was on fire.
"Do you want to be my slut tonight, Emily?"
She answered by kissing him more aggressively. She was flushed and more turned on that at any time in her life. She desired to be everything to this man she'd met literally moments before.
Rick broke off the kiss and said, "Emily, I want you to stand up and remove your dress. It's the hardest thing for a normally shy person to do."
She was scared, but this feeling of wanting to be all things to him compelled her to a standing position. She reached behind her and began pulling down the zipper, never breaking eye contact until her dress fell in a puddle around her feet. The redness began in her chest and continued to her face as she stood there, completely naked, in front of this clothed stranger.
"Turn slowly for me, cunt."
Hearing this new word made her swoon as her pussy was running down both legs. She turned ever so slowly as he checked her out calmly from the couch. When she was again facing him he said, "Walk over to the cart and fix yourself another drink, and then come back to me." She did as she was told. She was highly embarrassed but her desire trumped all.
As she stood next to him he said, "Here, let me sweeten that drink for you," as a clear drop of liquid was released from the eye-dropper he held over her glass.
"Drink your drink, cunt."
A part of her didn't want to, but her arm raised the glass and she drank it.
"Now go over to the drapes and open them wide and remain standing in front of the window."
She knew she couldn't do that as her body continued to be defiant and obeyed him, opening the drapes and standing there, stark naked, looking out at the city lights and the people below.
Rick began setting up the camera and tripod he'd stashed behind the ice machine on the second floor. He'd gone to retrieve it as soon as Jerry left leaving the door blocked open. He beat Emily back easily.Once it was set up and running, he turned to Emily, still standing at the window as he had told her to do.
"Come lay on the bed, cunt. Now spread your legs for me."
Tears were running down the side of her face as her body begged to be touched.
"Your pussy is glistening in the light, cunt."
"I know," she said desperately, "I need to be fucked so badly! Please fuck me Rick!"
"Oh, I'm going to cunt, you can count on that!" He then picked up his cell phone. "Room 815."
========
Jerry asked the bartender about closing time and was told two a.m. He was beside himself. He was burning with jealousy and lust. It was a tug-of-war going on inside him as he again looked at his watch. Four and a half hours had gone by since he'd sent her up in the elevator and he'd figured it would be three hours at the most. He found he couldn't wait any longer as he headed to the elevator.
Arriving at the room, first he listened. Hearing nothing, he slid in the key card and quietly opened the door. He saw her dress on the floor and a dim light coming from the bedroom. He wasn't prepared for what met his eyes.
Emily was lying in the middle of the bed, fucking herself with a big fleshy dildo and covered from face to crotch in thick heavy cum. There was no sign of Rick. She opened her left eye and saw her husband.
"Oh God, Jerry, come fuck me! I need you! Please!
Jerry continued to take in the sight; Emily covered in bite marks, hickies and cum. "My God, Emily! What happened to you, baby?"
"I was a slut for them, just like we wanted. You need to fuck me now!"
Jerry was still rooted to the same spot on the floor. "Them?"
"Time to fuck me now. I'll tell you about it later, but you need to fuck me now!" as she kept on jamming the dildo into her cunt.
To his surprise, his cock had never been harder as he abandoned himself to the desires of his wife, undressed and crawled on top of her cum-soaked body. His confusion and shock kept him from cumming right away as he slipped his cock into her impossibly stretched and lubricated cunt. As he fucked her, his eyes saw the cum matting the hair to her face and the puddle of cum in her right eye, causing it to remain shut.
"Do you want to fuck your slut wife in the ass like they did?"
"Like who did, baby?"
"I'll tell you later. Right now you need to fuck me and bite my nipples. I can't seem to get enough. Hey, why don't you call Jordan and see if he wants some more of your wife's hot pussy. Maybe that kid, Brandon, might want some of this ass."
She was well over the edge and her foul rantings caused his cock to shoot one more load of cum into her overflowing cunt.
As the dumping of his cum into Emily subsided, he pulled out of her and watched as she replaced his cock with the one she'd been fucking herself with when he arrived. The room smelled heavily of cum, pussy and sweat. His mind couldn't comprehend what went on here, but Emily wasn't acting like this because of a transformation.
Quickly, he grabbed his camera gear and put it by the door. He then went to Emily who had started slowing down with the dildo, coming to a complete stop and staring up at the ceiling with glassy eyes.
He helped her up and into the shower where they spent the next 45 minutes. He cleaned her up as best he could before helping her put her dress back on. She was groggy and tired but started coming around enough to be able to help with their departure from the hotel.
She slept the entire way home as Jerry's mind raced. She was obviously fucked by more than Rick, and it seemed as if she enjoyed it immensely.
They got home and he woke her up and helped her into the house, up the stairs and into bed. She was out when her head hit the pillow. He had to know what happened to his wife.
He ran out to the car and retrieved his camera and hooked it to the TV in the basement then sat back to get the answers Emily wasn't able to give him.
There was over 5 hours of recording to view and questions to be answered about the lack of wisdom in jumping so fast into a world they were both naïve about. It was going to be a long, but no less, erotic night. The morning might be something altogether different.
He turned on the video.
To be continued...
*****
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Jerry was not looking forward to seeing what his camera had recorded. His beautiful wife had been used by multiple men after being drugged. He knew this before watching the video. Nothing had prepared him for the scene that he walked in on as his wife had become this nympho-maniacal being, unable to get enough cock. THIS was out of character, completely unlike the transformation she went through after their threesome.
He'd always planned on showing Emily the recording as they fucked themselves silly. He was pretty certain that she wasn't going to remember much from that night. The video wasn't going to return her memory, but it would certainly let her know what had transpired. He reached for the remote and began the video. He fast forwarded to where he let Rick in and the memory of Rick saying, "I hope I can make this night memorable for both of you!" bounced around in his head.
The Video:
Jerry watched as Rick left the room for about five minutes, returning with a camera and tripod and stowing them in the closet. He then pulled out a small vile and an eye dropper. Placing two drops of a liquid in a glass and turning it all around, he effectively coated the glass she would drink out of before she arrived. They sat on the couch and began talking. The conversation was very civil at this point as they started kissing.
His hand moved down from her face and began squeezing her tits and rolling her nipples through her dress as she began to breathe heavy.
It was at this point that he began telling her what to do. She was made to strip in front of him and walk over to make herself another drink which he spiked as she held it. She was told to open the curtains and stand in front of the window in all her naked splendor. He ordered her to the bed after that and told her to spread her legs. She was begging Rick to fuck her with obvious desperation in her voice. Then he made a phone call and gave the room number to whomever he was talking to.
"So you want me to fuck you cunt?"
"Oh God, yes!"
"Well first you have to earn my spectacular cock. Come over here and suck it."
She rose from the bed, kneeled in front of him, lowered his trousers and began sucking his huge cock like a woman possessed. Rick grabbed her by the back of the head and began fucking her mouth. Emily was gagging and trying to get a breath as he continued assaulting her face. Tears and spit were flowing out of Emily as Rick held the back of her head and put his other hand under her chin and skull fucked her with no consideration for the distress she was in.
When the knock came at the door, she was made to go and answer it, naked, with spit and tears covering her face. Jerry recognized the three black men from the bar as they each felt up Emily before the door was closed. She began begging for cock.
200"Jesus, man, how much of that shit did you give her?"
"Just a couple of drops to coat the glass and one drop more in her next drink."
"The man told us it was concentrated and not to use more than a drop all together."
"Yeah, well I wanted to guarantee the bitch would be willing for at least four hours."
"Next time do what you're told, not what you think, understood?"
Rick looked at the man and nodded his head. The three black men began disrobing before grabbing Emily by the hair and dragging her to the bed.
"On your hands and knees, bitch." Emily jumped up on the bed and assumed the position with eagerness.
Four large cocks surrounded her as she was fucked and made to suck cock at the same time while the other two began jerking their cocks while watching. Emily was insatiable as she kept screaming, "Harder, fuck me harder, Please!"
She took all they could give and begged for more. Her tits were being pulled, mauled and bitten as one cock after another was stuck inside either end. At one point she was made to straddle Rick as he pushed his cock in her sloppy hole. The black guy with the biggest cock moved above and behind her as he lined his cock up with her asshole. Just before he shoved the whole thing up her ass, one of the others stuck a cock in her mouth which helped to muffle the screams from the rough sodomy.
========
Jerry started crying and had to take a break from watching. After calming himself down, he went to check on Emily and found her sleeping peacefully. He brushed the hair off her forehead and kissed her lightly before heading back to the basement. He sat there for quite a while before he could pluck up the courage to watch the rest. He'd thought of her in this scenario before, but it was for fantasy. For it to actually have happened sickened him. He hit the switch and started watching.
========
Emily couldn't get enough cock. They took turns with her, fucked her in front of the window, but it wasn't enough. When they could no longer keep up with her, they ordered room service and had her suck off the guy that brought the food and drink, telling him that if he had any friends there to send them up.
They gave her a huge dildo and told her to fuck her cunt with it in front of them, effectively giving them a break.
There was a knock on the door and two more boys entered saying their friend had sent them up. They didn't want to fuck her because she was such a mess, so she sucked their cocks and they came on her face. Each of the four men jerked their cocks and dropped more loads on her face as she continued to fuck herself.
They'd obviously had enough as they left the room while she continued fucking her cunt. She was alone from then on until Jerry could be seen entering the room. He saw himself climbing on top of his wife as she begged him to fuck her. He wanted to erase that part, but couldn't bring himself to do it. He planned on showing the video to Emily and she needed to see it all.
========
Jerry was exhausted. He crawled into bed and spooned her from his side before falling into a deep sleep.
Emily began to stir about noon the next day. She used the bathroom and went back to bed and slept until five. Jerry had gotten up around three p.m. and showered. He let Emily sleep, knowing that he was going to upset her with the recording he'd taken and wasn't in a hurry to have that happen.
She got up and went downstairs to a waiting cup of coffee and a pensive husband sitting at the table. She downed her cup and refilled it from the pot. She would look at Jerry from time to time, waiting for him to say something. He finally did.
"How are you feeling?"
"Very groggy and I can't remember what happened last night. I know what was supposed to happen and I remember Rick and I making out. The rest of the night is a complete blank. What happened to me, Jerry? I'm sore everywhere, including my ass. I've got enough marks on me to know that somebody had a good time with me."
Jerry looked over to her. "You were drugged and gang raped."
"Oh God," she said as tears began to run down her face as she looked back up to him. "Were you involved in it?"
"Fuck no, Emily! I would never do that to you! I hate the mother fuckers that did this to you and I truly would like to get some serious pay back."
"You said gang raped. Who else was in on this?"
"Rick had something going with the three black guys that were
"How do you know that? Did you watch them?"
"They'd be dead now if I'd caught them."
"Then how do you know?"
"I placed a small camera in the room. I figured you and I would watch it later while having a good time alone."
"So, the whole thing was recorded?"
"Yes."
"Where is it?"
"Downstairs."
Emily sat there a bit before refilling her cup and heading downstairs.
"Do you want me to come with you?"
"No."
It was dark out when Emily finally came back upstairs. Jerry was finding it hard to read her face as she avoided looking at him. She went back upstairs, took a shower and put on some clean sweats. Jerry was still sitting at the table with a cold beer in front of him when she came back down. She sat down but didn't look up for the longest time.
"That was quite the show you recorded," still looking down.
He said nothing.
"You fucked me too, after they were gone."
Jerry remained silent.
She looked up at him. "Why did you fuck me, Jerry?"
"I don't know. I was trying to figure out what happened and you kept begging me to fuck you."
"Did seeing me like that turn you on?"
"NO!" Then, "Yes," softly before saying "I don't know, Emily. Everything was so surreal. I wanted to fuck you and I didn't. I gave into you and then felt horrible about it afterwards."
He started crying then and she was touched. He was clearly distraught. He could have erased the part with him in it, but he didn't. He'd left it there for her. She admired his honesty with her, but his actions confused her. She backed up that part and watched it several times without knowing why.
She was sickened by the video, but couldn't figure out why it left her pussy wet. Her physical reactions made no sense to her. How could something so horrible leave her wishing she could remember it.
"I think we should call the cops."
"Why? What good could that possibly do now? I'm embarrassed enough the way it is."
"They've done this before, Emily. Somebody needs to stop them."
"It happened to me, Jerry. I'll be the one to decide whether we go to the police."
His silence let her know that he agreed with her. He was afraid not to. He felt responsible for her ordeal and would do or not do anything she decided. He got up and moved to her before kneeling next to her chair and placing his head in her lap. After a moment, she placed her hand on top of his head, apparently acquiescing to his need for forgiveness.
Jerry finally got up, kissed her on the cheek and went to bed.
It was 3:45 a.m. when he woke up. She still hadn't come to bed. He went downstairs to get her. When he couldn't find her, he glanced toward the basement door. He went over and opened it quietly. He could faintly hear the sounds of her rape as the light from the video flickered on the wall. She was watching it again, but why?
He closed the door and went back upstairs. He laid there in a complete stupor. Why would she want to see her debasement again? He heard her come into the bedroom and pretended to be asleep. He felt her hand come over his hip and begin squeezing his cock. It came to life rapidly as he rolled toward her. She began rubbing his cock more quickly as he viewed the look of lust on her face. She was naked.
He pushed his boxers off and to the foot of the bed. He put his fingers into an extremely wet pussy and began to push three of them in and out of her. He didn't know why she was reacting this way and he wasn't about to question it right now. She pulled him on top of her and reached down, grabbed his cock and steered it into her pussy. They made love twice that night. He briefly wondered where this would go before going back to making love with his wife.
Emily had seen herself as a wanton whore. Many of the things that happened to her were part of her hidden fantasies. She was drugged, so in her mind, she couldn't be responsible for her actions. She brought herself to 3 orgasms while watching 4 men rape her. She was rubbing her clit as she came that first time, but didn't realize it until her orgasm hit.
These men didn't care anything about her. The first time she heard herself referred to as a cunt both shocked her and excited her. She wouldn't wish what happened to her on anyone, but it ignited something in her all the same.
When Jerry began fucking her she became really confused. Did he enjoy what had happened to her? Was it just the fact that she'd probably be upset that caused him to act regretful? She knew he was confused about it also when she'd asked him if seeing her, covered with cum and bite marks, fucking herself with that dildo, turned him on.
She got through with the video that night and headed straight for her husband's cock. She thought about dragging him down to the basement with her and fucking while they watched it together before thinking better of it.
She wasn't going to involve the cops, of that she was sure. She figured the cops would probably each make a copy for themselves and their disclosure would go for naught.
The thought of strangers watching excited and embarrassed her. After fucking Jerry and putting him to sleep, she slipped back down to the basement and watched Jerry fuck her cum soaked body over and over again. It was the most erotic part of the video to her, which she found very odd. How erotica and her rape could be said in the same breath puzzled her. The most horrifying aspect of all was her wish that she could remember it.
Jerry came down the next morning and again, Emily wasn't there. He quietly checked the basement and nothing. He heard some scraping outside the front door. He looked out the living room window and there was Emily.
She was re-potting some flowers while dressed only in the brief bikini he had gotten her and talking with Brandon, the kid from next door. He saw that the back of the bottoms to her suit were well up inside her ass crack and Brandon was obviously looking at her magnificent ass. The funny part was, she didn't seem to be at all phased by her near nudity in front of Brandon. She was intentionally giving him a show and enjoying herself while doing it.
The big shocker came when Brandon began running his fingers just inside the top of her suit. She just smiled at him before removing his hand. This was repeated over and over until he cupped her left tit and tried to kiss her. She succeeded in removing his hand but kept kissing him a while longer.
His left hand took the opportunity to cup her pussy through her suit and began to rub her vigorously. I saw her hips jut forward into Brandon's hand as it disappeared into her suit. She was very excited as her nipples became hard and her kissing became very passionate.
She was over the rape it seemed. Maybe that wasn't the best way to describe it. Her rape had changed her and he wasn't quite sure how to deal with it. All of the past few weeks had been done because of him.
Brandon was becoming more aggressive with Emily now and Jerry's cock was as hard as rock. She was asking for what was happening to her and Brandon was giving it to her. She allowed herself to be pushed onto the lounger as his hand untied her bottom and pulled it from her while still kissing her. He grabbed both of her hands in his one and pushed them above her head. His other hand undid the top of her suit and pulled it off before using his hand on her entire body.
Jerry couldn't move and his cock was stiff. She was going to be fucked and he was going to watch. When they were done, he was going to take his turn, possibly fuck her up the ass.
Brandon grabbed his cock, which was huge, and put it at her cunt's entrance. As he slowly sank into her depths she began to kiss him more intently and thrust her hips into him. He let go of her hands and she placed them on his ass and pulled him into her as far as she could. He fucked her harder and harder until Jerry filled his underwear with spunk. He woke up from an incredible wet dream with Emily sleeping peacefully at his side.
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My fiancé, Sue and I went on one of my many business trips I have each year. She had some time off from her job as a legal secretary and my room was booked and paid for by the company, so we saw it as a way of vacationing together while holding down the expenses. Instead of flying to our destination for the three day conference, we made a week of it by driving.
It was a twelve hour drive so we decided we'd drive six hours each day and then get a room and go out for dinner and drinks. On our first day taking off I tried to get her to flash a few truck drivers along the way. She never did and I didn't really expect her to, but it always got us talking about sex and made the miles fly by. I did manage to finger fuck her when no one was around and got blow jobs if we traveled at night.
"Would you actually enjoy having a trucker see me naked?" she asked me.
"Actually, I'd enjoy having anyone see you naked."
"Oh my God! You really would?"
"Absolutely!"
"But, why?"
"I don't know exactly. I fantasize about it. It turns me on something vicious."
Sue is 5'7" and weighs 120 lbs. She has beautiful tits, 34B, with pointed nipples and a bubble ass. Her most amazing asset, in my opinion, are her full pussy lips that engorge and run wet whenever she's turned on.
She reached over and started rubbing my cock while asking, "What else lights your fire, baby?"
"Ask me no questions, I'll tell you no lies," I replied as the drive kept getting more fun.
"No, really, what else do you fantasize about me?"
"Seriously?"
"Why, is it something kind of far out there or illegal or something?"
"No, nothing like that. I'm not sure how you'll react if I tell you."
"You gotta tell me now!" she said.
"Why do I gotta?"
"Because I'll always wonder now if you don't tell me."
"I'd better keep it to myself," I teased her. "I don't want to mess up our vacation before we get a good start on it."
"Look, I promise I won't get mad or use it against you if you're just honest with me." My cock was fully hard by now, the talk seemingly pushing all spare blood to it. I just gave her a look that said, "Are you sure about that?"
"Please," she whined.
"Okay, first answer this. What's my favorite part of your anatomy?"
"My cunt, as you so crudely refer to it."
"Correct. My hottest fantasy involves watching someone sliding a huge cock in and out of your juicy cunt." Her mouth dropped open, but she kept rubbing my cock.
"That's never going to happen, and you know it."
"I know. I didn't say I expected it to. I'm just saying it's my hottest fantasy."
"Do you think about that when we're making love?"
"No, I think about that when we're fucking." She laughed.
"How long have you been fantasizing about this?"
"Since the first time I got a close up look at those lips of yours."
"Not the ones on my face, I presume."
"Give the lady a prize."
As I said, the hours just flew by until we both decided to get a room and go out for a while. We pulled off the Interstate to a decent sized town and got a motel room. We showered together, fucked like rabbits and showered again.
I watched as she was getting ready for dinner. It was really warm out so she donned a short skirt and a tube top. I whistled and she just looked at me and licked her lips.
You know, there's only one thing that would make that outfit hotter."
"What, high heels?"
"Probably, but I was thinking no panties."
"Right! You'd probably lift my skirt and show me to somebody."
"Nope, just you and I would know. Who knows, if the place has table cloths, I might be able to discreetly put my finger inside you." I saw her breath catch when I said that.
"You promise nothing crazy?"
"Promise."
She paused for a moment before reaching under her skirt and pulling off her panties.
"Am I a commando now?"
I laughed and said, "No, you're GOING commando now."
We drove along the main drag through town looking for a restaurant. I reached over and pushed my hand beneath her skirt and slipped my first two fingers into a surprisingly wet pussy. I quit fingering her as we pulled into an Italian restaurant she pointed out. "They'll probably have table cloths," she said. They did, but they were the short vinyl kind that wouldn't hide anything.
The food was excellent by way of compensation. We had drinks before, during and after our meal and had a nice little glow going by the time we left.
"Look," she said after getting in the car.
I looked where she was pointing. There was a small movie theatre playing a triple X movie. It wasn't like an adult bookstore. It was an actual theatre.
"Shall we?" I asked her.
"I don't know. Do you think we should?"
If she didn't want to try it out, she wouldn't have pointed it out. She just wanted to be cajoled into it, so I humored her.
"Absolutely!" I said before pulling the car into the movie lot.
We bought our tickets and went straight into the theatre. It was very dark, so we let our eyes adjust and took a seat in the back row for privacy and waited for the movie to start.
While waiting, I whispered in her ear, "You know, another fantasy of mine is to take you into a theatre like this and let a stranger feel you up or finger your cunt," as I slid my fingers into her.
I expected some rebuttal, but all I got is heavy breathing. As the movie started she pushed my hand away. "Someone might see," she said.
"Who cares?" I told her. "Nobody here knows us."
"You're bad!"
"Dreams" was the name of the movie and it started with a good looking naked gal in bed. She's masturbating when she slips into dream mode. Hers was being fucked by two big-cocked men at once. We both watched intently, my fingers working her cunt. She kept getting wetter and really started squirming when the men came on her tits and pussy.
I leaned across the seat and kissed her deeply while lowering her tube top enough to play with one tit. She gently pulled it back up after a few seconds as the next dream appeared.
The scene involved multiple men taking turns with a young girl. We missed a lot of that as each of us started getting into each other.
The next scene was about a guy that wanted his wife to fuck a black guy while he watched. Sue was still squeezing my cock, but turned toward the screen to watch this one so I watched it with her, my fingers rubbing her clit.
The guys cock was huge and without really realizing she was saying it, said, "His cock is huge!"
I turned to her and said into her ear, "Would you like to feel that great big black cock inside your cunt?" She didn't say anything. She just continued to stare while reaching down and shoving my hand deeper. She was so hot that I couldn't resist reaching over with my other hand and pulling down the front of her tube top, exposing both of her tits and rolling her nipples with my fingers and kissing her neck.
"Imagine that big cock up inside you , going deeper and deeper and stretching your cunt," I said into her ear. She was bouncing around the seat, her tits bare, her cunt making squishing noises, her eyes never leaving the screen. It was the first time I noticed a guy sitting in our row about seven seats away, watching us.
I was burning up. We were actually fulfilling one of my hottest fantasies. I wanted to take that next step and have the guy move next to Sue and start finger fucking her as I watched him, but I was afraid she might go cold on me and I was having too much fun for it to go south now. I noticed as she started raising her feet up before putting them on the chair backs of the seats in front of us, spreading her knees far apart.
I looked to see if our watcher was still there and was shocked to see him only one seat away from Sue, rubbing his cock through his pants. I was ready with the excuse that I never noticed him. My fiancé turned to me and tried to stick her tongue down my throat. I watched the guy while kissing Sue as he moved right next to her and continued to just watch.
I was finger fucking her hard when I pulled out of her cunt and just pointed at her wet slit. There was no time lapse. He reached over with his right hand and stuck two fingers into her cunt and started rubbing her clit with his thumb. Sue was moaning into my mouth, unaware that a complete stranger was pushing her toward an orgasm. I watched his fingers, coated with her juices stab in and out of her as I played with her nipples and French kissed her panting mouth.
"I want a stranger to finger fuck your cunt," I said to her. She just kept moaning. "I'm going to have a stranger come over and make you cum on his fingers while I watch." She was still oblivious to her immediate surroundings and on sensory overload. "Look down and see the stranger's fingers pumping in and out of your cunt."
She unconsciously turned her head and just watched his fingers going to town in her pussy as an orgasm of epic proportions overcame her. The man was now jacking his bare cock with his left hand and fucking Sue with his right before sending a stream of cum into the air and coming down on her legs. I gave the guy the "Shoo" sign as Sue was still in the afterglow.
"Please suck my cock, baby? I need to cum on you or in you!"
Nothing else needed to be said as she got on her knees, pulled out my cock and gave me a world class, two-minute blow job. It was as long as I was able to hold out.
She swallowed my load as usual and we both put away our toys and headed for the exit. We walked briskly to the car like thieves in the night and drove to our motel, looking at each other before beginning a nervous laugh, not believing what we'd done.
We got to the room and I took her in my arms." You were fucking incredible tonight, Sue."
"I can't believe I did that!" she replied.
She kissed me as we stripped off and fucked twice before passing out.
I woke up the next morning and Sue was already in the shower. I went down to the office, squared away the bill and got us each two cups of coffee. Sue was just coming out of the bathroom as I arrived. She was naked as I noticed right away that she'd shaved her pussy clean.
"My, don't you look fetching this morning!"
She looked at me and started laughing as her face turned red. "I let a total stranger finger me last night."
"I know, and I couldn't be happier. You were so hot!"
"You enjoyed that, didn't you?"
"Yep, probably almost as much as you did. As soon as you saw a stranger with his fingers going in and out of your pussy, you came harder than I've ever seen you cum."
"Will you be disappointed if we never do that again?"
"Probably, but I'll get over it as long as we keep having fun. I don't mean all the time either."
"What do you mean, "having fun?"
"You know what I mean. Don't be coy. By the way, what are you wearing today?"
"Do you have a preference?"
"Something similar to last night's outfit."
"What are you planning?"
"Nothing, right off. But I want to be ready for whatever strikes our fancy."
"I'm engaged to such a pervert."
She put on another short skirt and a mesh halter top. She skipped her underwear without being asked, and off we went.
We talked about her flashing, but the light of day and no liquid courage prevented it. I finger fucked her to orgasm, though, and I made sure a couple of drivers saw what we were doing, even if they couldn't see the goods.
We arrived at the convention hotel in the afternoon, got checked in and took a nap in our room. Sue had been to a couple of these conventions with me before. She knew that it was important to hob nob with the officers of the company. She would attend the hospitality rooms and chat with other women there. This time, there were no women she was acquainted with. Sue is no wallflower though and I knew she'd survive without me for the next two days.
I would see her in passing now and then, long enough for a five minute conversation and a kiss. Our second night there, our meeting broke early and we got to do some dancing in the hospitality room.
"Do you know that big guy over there with the green shirt?"
"I know who he is, but I don't know him. Why?"
"He kissed me."
"All the pretty ones get kissed at these things."
"He's kissed me several times, every time he sees me as a matter of fact."
"No surprise here as there are far less pretty ones this time around."
"The last few times he's slipped me the tongue, and last night he danced with me and kept sliding his hands to my butt."
"Did you slip your tongue into his mouth?"
"I did once after I'd been drinking a while. Are you mad?"
"No, but I'm turned on."
"You would be."
"Listen, Sue, I'm going to be in a meeting tonight in the Gold Room if you need me for anything. Will you be okay?"
"Hell yes, I can handle myself."
The meeting turned out to be a mandatory drink fest and ran late. Sue came down about eleven and she was wasted.
"I need the room key, baby. I need to go lay down."
"Did you piss your pants?"
"I don't know. I might have."
She left right away and was snoring softly when I got in. We slept until 10:30 that morning and we both felt pretty rough. We mainlined some coffee, packed our stuff up and headed toward the car.
This six hour drive was anti-climactic. Neither of us felt like talking a lot. We stopped at the same motel on our way back and by then we were starting to feel human again. We took a shower together and had a good time soaping each other up. We didn't have sex, but it did push our minds in that direction.
We went to a pub for a sandwich and a few drinks as we wound down from the last few days. We then made it back to our room, got naked and went to bed.
"So what happened with your big admirer that last night?" I asked while rubbing her tits and belly.
"Oh, God, I knew you were going to ask me that."
"Why? What's wrong?"
She was silent for a moment. "I don't know where to begin."
"Myself, I would prefer the beginning."
Again she was quiet for several moments before speaking.
"Well, he hunted me down again like we thought he would. It was more of the same, some dancing, drinking and some harmless kissing. He was a little handier during the dancing though."
"Handier how?"
"He began squeezing my butt instead of just touching it and he actually palmed my tits a few times. He kept bringing me drinks and I could tell they were stronger, but I drank them anyway."
My cock was getting hard as she tried to explain the rest of the evening. When I got to her cunt, it was soaked.
"We were dancing in the corner, away from most people when he started kissing me again. I was feeling no pain and felt safe so I probably let it go further than I should have. Anyway, I started getting real dizzy and told him that. He told me there was a bedroom off of the hospitality room and suggested I lay down for a while."
I rolled over on top of her as she kept talking and slipped my cock into her.
"He walked me in there and helped me into bed. I thought he left when I heard the door close. I must have dozed off a while and when I woke up, he was fucking me. I was naked and thought it was you at first so I started fucking him back. Honest to God, I didn't know it was him at first. As I became a little more aware, I realized that the cock in me was much bigger than I'm used to. By that time there was nothing I could do. I just laid there as he fucked me. It seemed like forever. When he was done, he got up and told me to get some rest. That was all I was capable of doing."
I had to quit moving as my cock was ready to explode.
"So I woke up a little later and he was fucking me again. I told him I was engaged, but he wouldn't listen. He didn't feel as big this time so I just naturally assumed he'd stretched me out the first time. It felt good so I just let my body go and fucked him back. He came in me right after my orgasm and stood up. I opened my eyes and saw it wasn't him. As a matter of fact, I don't know who he was. I felt him on the bed again when he crawled between my legs, put his cock in me and started fucking me."
"I remember asking him how many times he planned on fucking me. He told me, 'Just this once, sweety. I won't be long.' That's when I realized that there was a third guy fucking me now. I was beginning to come around more. I tried to get up but he kept saying, 'Almost there, babe, almost there' as he just kept pumping his cock into me. I told him he was the last one and that my fiancé was probably looking for me."
"When he was done, I got up and pulled my pants on. I couldn't find my panties or bra so I just had my blouse and pants and my shoes. That's when I came to see you."
She finished talking and I couldn't hold back anymore. I came with a scream that probably woke half the motel. I now began to understand why I thought she pissed her pants. It was three loads of cum and her own cunt juice.
"Jesus, Sue, that's the hottest fucking thing I ever heard!"
"So you're not mad at me?"
"Mad at you? You did nothing wrong. Hell, I'd marry you tomorrow if I could."
"I didn't go out there trying to fulfill one of your fantasies or try to get laid. It just happened. I hope it doesn't reflect badly on you."
"Don't worry about me. I'm afraid you'll have to skip the ones in the future. They'll be waiting in line for you."
"What do we do now, baby?"
"I say we go back to that movie theatre again. Be honest though, how many times did you really cum?"
"You'll be mad."
"Never."
"I was fucked three times and came three times, maybe four."
"You weren't raped or forced?"
"A fine line legally maybe, but no. Funny thing is though, it's hotter to me now than when it was happening."
I no longer work for that company, so Sue is back with me whenever possible. She's my wife now and we have an open marriage, but her pussy is the only one I want. So, it turns out, do many others.
*****
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It was our fourth day of vacation and it seemed both of us had adjusted to the gangbang my wife had instigated. I watched as she wore that thong bikini and waltzed into that group of young men knowing that she was going to get fucked. She hadn't counted on them actually staking her out on the beach spread eagle and fucking her for the next two hours.
I had seen her take off that night in that suit that showed everything she had and knew what was going to happen. When she gets booze in her system she has to flirt. She's hardwired that way. I had watched from the dunes as they fucked her at both ends. I watched as her hips rose to meet their thrusts for that first hour until exhaustion had her lying there like so much meat while cock after cock continued fucking her.
After they cut her loose, she walked back naked to our cottage. I hurried back ahead of her and pretended to be sound asleep as she took a shower and came to bed. I had cum three times while watching her, but still could have fucked her. The next morning, neither of us said anything about her little adventure. I was tempted to tell her I'd witnessed the whole thing and was still considering it.
That fourth night we both decided to have a drink and a hit of pot and watch some pay-per-view movies. I was enjoying our return to normalcy as she seemed to come out of her slight funk. She started grabbing my cock. I'd been fishing that day and was in need of a shower so I told her to pick a movie for us to fuck to. When I came out my wife didn't even notice me at first.
Sue seemed to be mesmerized by the movie and was rubbing her cunt through her see-through panties. I moved slowly around to see what she was watching. It was a film showing a woman tied to a bed and she was being fucked by several black guys, all with very large cocks. Apparently, her episode that night turned her on to being held helpless as the young men fucked her over and over.
"Wow!" I said. "I love your taste in movies tonight."
She quit rubbing her pussy and was surprised to see me standing behind her with a full hard on.
"This isn't the one that I picked out. But when it came on, I was surprised. I didn't know you liked bondage."
"I think bondage is extremely hot," I said as I made my way to the couch next to her. "Doesn't it turn you on?"
"Maybe a little bit. I was more into those huge cocks that she was being fed."
I began rubbing her bare nipples and slightly pinching them as we kept talking.
"Mind if I tell you a fantasy of mine?"
She pushed her panties off her legs and deposited them on the floor as she raised the leg furthest from me to the couch, opening her cunt to me.
"I want to know your fantasies. Sharing them tonight sounds so hot."
"I will tell you all if you do the same. No shame or holding back. After all, they're just fantasies. Is it a deal?"
"You won't be jealous or get weird on me?"
"Oh, a little jealous maybe, but that makes it even hotter for me. I can promise you won't regret anything you tell me if you can promise the same."
"I promise. Okay, you go first."
"Actually, the movie you have on now brings a strong one to mind."
"Really?" She sounded surprised. "Who does it involve?"
"You."
"Me? How so?"
"I have fantasized several times about you being tied to a tree limb, hands over your head and completely naked. I blindfold you there and start finger fucking you until your juices are running down your legs. Then, without you knowing what I'm doing, I pull back into the brush with our video camera. I set it up with you in the center and return to continue driving you crazy."
Sue's cunt was already beginning to ooze at this point and I could smell that musky aroma her cunt gives off when she's extremely aroused.
"We both hear someone coming down the remote hiking path we used to get where we are. Before they get to us, I pull the Sharpie from my pocket and write free fuck hole on your belly with an arrow pointing down before hiding in the brush. You call out to me but I don't answer and your fear and excitement mount. It turns out to be a small group of college aged guys who all look like they just struck gold as they stare at your outstanding tits, your shaved cunt and that ass that drives me wild."
"Oh my God, Bill! You'd actually do that to me?"
"Only if you agreed to it prior to that."
"You could really do that?"
"I think I could, but only if it excited you too."
After a short pause and noticing the juice from her cunt saturating the couch she asks, "What happens when they discover me?"
"At first they think it's a set up and begin looking around. Satisfied that no one else is around, they all begin to close in on you. Suddenly hands are squeezing your tits, fingers are going into your cunt and ass and one begins kissing you passionately. After they tire of just copping feels and kissing you, they cut you down and lay you on the ground. They produce their own rope and tie your hands off to a tree trunk before sharpening some stakes and spreading your legs impossibly wide and securing them to the ground. They begin fucking your cunt and mouth, ignoring your pleas for them to let you go. One boy pulls out a video camera and records the entire scene."
"Once they tire of using the same holes, they cut your legs loose, turn you over and resecure your legs before gangbanging your asshole."
While I detailed my fantasy I began fingering her cunt and she was shaking. Her eyes were closed as her orgasm took her over. As she calmed down, I smiled and looked in her glassy eyes.
"I see you enjoyed my fantasy!"
"I think it was the combination of your fantasy and watching the cocks going in and out of the girl on TV. So now you fantasize about me being gangbanged. It wasn't so long ago that you were totally distraught when I French kissed Neil at that party. What's happened since then?"
"I think I'm a lot more secure about our love now plus the number of times we've fucked after you got turned on by being watched as you did your run."
"So the idea of your wife receiving multiple cocks in her cunt is exciting to you now?"
"Look at my cock. That should give you your answer."
She reached down and started to slowly stroke my cock. "What would you really do if I told you I have been gangbanged before?"
As soon as the words left her lips I shot a load that hit Sue in the forehead and down to her belly as each successive shot left my cock.
"My God, Bill, that idea really does turn you on doesn't it?"
"Oh fuck, more than you know! Are you going to tell me about it?"
"Probably."
"When?"
"As soon as I feel comfortable with it."
"I'll try to be patient, but in the meantime, tell me one of your fantasies." I wanted to push her on telling me about her gangbang, but I also wanted to get her to open up more so I could get an idea as to where and when some of these ideas could become realities.
"I suppose that's fair," she began. I suppose my biggest fantasy is being fucked in front of you while you are naked and bound to a chair, unable to interfere in any way. I begin the night by dressing very hot, short skirt, low cut top, no underwear. I've already tied you to the chair and tell you that I'm going down to the hotel bar to let a man pick me up. He's going to bring me back to our room and fuck me in front of you."
"I get to the lounge and I'm not there 5 minutes when a group of 3 men sit down by me. They buy me drinks and take turns dancing with me. I start flirting with them shamelessly. You already know what I'm like when I drink. Each man I dance with gets more free with their groping. Each one unbuttons a button on my blouse. Soon, my entire top is open and I'm flashing my tits to the whole bar."
"The men start taking more liberties with me. They begin pulling up my short skirt, exposing my naked ass and pussy. Many men surround me and they rip off my top and openly play with my tits. The more they do, the more they want to do. Next, my skirt is gone as they all cheer, knowing that many of them there are going to be fucking this horny whore of a wife. They get rid of my clothes before separating, allowing all to see a completely naked slut standing in the middle of a crowded bar. The manager comes over and tells me to get out. I'm red from embarrassment as I walk naked to the elevators, a small army of men following me."
"When I get on the elevator, I push4th floor, our floor. About 20 men squeeze on with me and one shouts out to the other men, '4th floor' before the doors close. Those nearest to me begin fingering my pussy and ass. Those within arm's reach begin mauling my tits and pinching my nipples until I cry out from the pain, but they don't stop. We arrive at our floor as I head to our room. They follow me to and into our room and see you tied there. Our door is blocked open as upwards of 30 men are there to use and fuck your wife. I'm forced to my hands and knees on the bed."
"You watch as cock after cock is shoved into your wife. I begin cumming as the men defile me. They're kissing me with an overwhelming passion and I'm kissing them back knowing that you're seeing everything."
"One guy takes off his leather belt and begins whipping my ass. It was so hot that day. My ass is covered in sweat. The belt has a sharp crack as it lands on my ass, raising welts. I try to get away from it, but guys are holding my arms and legs and making me take the pain. I look as your cock explodes, untouched by anyone. The gangbang lasts for hours as you are completely ignored. Your cock goes off three times during my ordeal. We secretly record the event and watch it again and again."
She finished the telling of her fantasy and I had cum twice as she just stroked my cock at the same speed and intensity. They were the most intense orgasms I have ever had. I was exhausted.
"My God, Sue, that was the most intense and erotic thing I've ever heard or experienced. I thank you from the bottom of my heart!" I kissed her more deeply than either of us ever had before.
"Do you think you could actually go that far?' I asked her.
"Probably not. I mean, 30 guys? No, but everything is more extreme when you fantasize about it."
I started fingering her pussy and running my thumb over her clit as she started fucking back against my hand.
"I'd really love to hear about your gang bang!"
"I don't know. It might upset you and I'm really enjoying what we're doing."
"I promise I won't get upset. I can tell you this though, I hope it happened since we've been married." She looked surprised when I said that.
"Why would you want that?"
"I guess it's because I hope there's a slut inside you that likes to come out and play. Thinking of you giving up your married cunt to a group of guys is more erotic to me than anything I can think of."
"Yeah, well there's a big difference between fantasizing and it being for real. I still remember how upset you were with me for just kissing Neil."
"To tell you the truth, I have fantasized about that day where you went off with him and let him fuck you."
"You have?"
"At least a hundred times."
She was still very hesitant, so I said, "Okay, how about you answer just one question, and if I don't handle your answer well, I'll never ask about your gangbang again."
"What's the question?" she asked, unsure of what was coming.
"Did the gangbang happen since we've been married?"
She didn't speak right away and her face got red as she broke eye contact with me. She was clearly afraid of answering.
"Oh my God!" I said with a smile. "It did!"
I pushed her back on the couch and began fingering and eating her pussy. As my tongue lapped at her pussy, I saw her begin to breathe heavy and the redness increased. I lifted my face as my fingers stayed busy in her cunt.
"When did it happen, my sweet little slut? Please tell me!" I said as I buried my face in her cunt.
"Oh fuck baby! I'm so scared!"
"There's nothing to be scared of unless me giving you orgasm after orgasm throughout the night is something you fear." I started eating her again.
"Here goes. It happened our first night here!"
I quit eating her and crawled up her torso and rammed my cock in her.
"You're shitting me!"
"No, I was stupid with the booze in me and got in over my head."
"Where was I? How did it happen?"
"You were here sleeping. I woke up and had a few drinks and used bad judgement."
"Oh fuck, baby; tell me what happened!"
"Do you remember me telling you about a guy up the beach was really ogling me during my run?"
"Yeah."
"Well, it was 6 young fellows that surrounded me and started chatting me up. They were looking at me like I was a piece of candy. They didn't even try to hide the fact that they were staring at my tits and ass. They offered me a beer and I took one, then two. They kept complimenting me on my body and my outfit. The next thing I know, I'm telling them that I own one even more revealing. They start whooping and hollering and ask me to wear it to their campfire tonight. I just said I might to stir their juices up a little. I never really planned on going back there."
At this point I had to stop moving or blow before her story ended. She was on a roll and I didn't want to interrupt her.
"That night when I woke up, I had a couple of drinks and the next thing I know, I'm putting on this thong bikini I'd bought to tease you with and walking out to the beach. I took the bottle with me and looked up the beach. I could see their camp fire and decided to take a stroll up there to tease them with my outfit. When I got there, they had been drinking and I could tell right off that I was in trouble and my pussy started running like an open faucet. They ended up pulling me down and staking me out on the beach as they took turns fucking me for what seemed like forever."
That's when I came with a near scream. She looked at me expectantly once I calmed down.
"Fuck me," I said. "I wish we had a recording of that. That's hotter than I could have hoped for."
"You're not even a little upset with me for cheating and then hiding it?"
"No, but from now on you have to promise not to hide anything from me again, Okay?"
"Oh, baby, I promise with all my heart that I'll always tell the truth right away if anything should ever happen again!" She paused for a minute before saying, "Does this mean you'll want to be fucking other women?"
"No. I want only you. You're my hot button."
She smiled at this. "I love you so much!" she said.
"I love you with all my heart and I look forward to us sharing some erotic times in the future."
We had both cum many times by then, but my cock was still hard. We fuck nice and slow as I asked her details about her gangbang. We talked and fucked all night and actually started discussing things we might do, but that's a story for another day.
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What I'm about to describe for you happened during the 60's when I was a teenager. It was a crazy time for me. I had just turned 18 and all I could think about was sex it seems. My cock was constantly hard and it was very frustrating for me. I knew nothing about sex and the only available insight came from magazines. They weren't designed to teach you about sex however. They were the only way you could see a naked woman and dream what it would be like to be with one or touch them.
Looking back, I realize that I wasn't even knowledgeable enough to know how to masturbate to help relieve the pent up frustration. I know it felt good to squeeze my hard-as-nails cock, but I simply didn't know that I could have jacked off and received temporary relief. Instead, I took to humping my bed or pillow while imagining a nude girl beneath me which just added fuel to my fire.
It's all I could think about, but luckily nature revealed to me, quite by accident, that if you kept pulling on your cock long enough you'd find that eventual release your mind and body craved.
The first time I ever had an orgasm, it felt wonderful, but shocked me too. It felt like I was going to piss all over the place but I was incapable of stopping my hand. As I waited for my stream of piss to begin I ejaculated a stream of cum half way across my room. I remember some talk about cum and correctly deduced that this white slimy goo that came out of the same hole my piss came out of, was, in fact, cum. I was elated to find a release valve for the pressure I'd felt for so long.
After my first orgasm, I found myself jacking off nearly ten times a day for the next three months. What a feeling! I couldn't get enough and there was no better feeling than cumming. Now whenever I saw a nude pic or anything that was remotely sexual in nature, I knew that at least I could use it later with satisfaction.
I was a nice looking kid, but I was terribly insecure when it came to girls. I lived alone with my mother and she had been divorced when I was 2 years old, so I really had no father figure to give opinions from a male perspective. Mom had bad dealings with most of the men in her life, and a lot of it turned out to be trouble of her own making.
Mom was a very attractive 38 year-old. She had short dark hair and fair skin. Her 36C tits were enhanced by her small frame and her ass was heart-shaped. Her stomach looked as if she'd never had kids. In spite of these attributes, she was pretty much an introvert. She lived off State Aid and did some sewing jobs that met our needs just barely.
Growing up, she was always telling me how she hoped I'd turn out differently than most men. All they wanted was sex by her accounting. She told me women didn't really like sex for the most part and only did it to pacify the husband or to procreate. I found myself feeling guilty about the feelings I had concerning girls and would mentally chastise myself for being like the men my mother told me about, so my early years of puberty were extremely disconcerting.
Mom basically didn't date for years. It was just the two of us for the most part and growing up we were always casual in our attire around the house. As I neared graduating high school, I started seeing my mother in a different light as the hormones began kicking into overdrive. I saw her naked a few times in the past, but until now I never really saw, or considered her in a sexual way. If anything, the very idea of mom and sex was repugnant to me.
We would sometimes ride our bicycles across town to my aunt and uncle's house and a guy driving by would give her a cat call or whistle and I would literally be sickened at the notion that someone could even see her in a sexual light. Although I was 18 at the time and understood that she was an attractive woman, I couldn't wrap my head around someone ever seeing her as desirable sexually. "Hey, you sick fuck, that's my mother for Christ's sake," was what came to my mind whenever that happened.
That all changed one night when I woke up sick to my stomach. I jumped out of bed and burst into the bathroom, making it just in time to throw up into the commode. Mom was taking a bath at the time and was lying low in the water. I saw her jump with a start just as I was doing my nose dive into the john.
"Mike, you can't just"...but she quit talking when she saw my problem. She was concerned about me and stepped out of the tub and began consoling me, holding my forehead in her hand as I heaved my guts out. She knelt next to me, still naked, and held me until I was through. Then she guided me to the sink to wash out my mouth and splashed water on my face.
She grabbed a towel, but instead of covering up, she dried my face with it, put her arm around my waist and led me back to bed, still naked. She sat on the bed with me a few moments just wiping my sweaty forehead as I looked at her bare tits through squinted eyes. Then she got up and walked to my closet to get an extra blanket for me. I saw her incredible ass as she walked away and her hair covered pussy as she returned. In spite of how sick I felt, my cock started to harden.
When she sat down on my bed again, I asked, "Will you lay with me for just a minute?" I was using my illness to prolong my unadulterated view of her body. She seemed to hesitate until I put my arm around her waist and moved my head to her lap. I remember my nose coming into contact with her pussy hair and I was in heaven. She reached across me to pull up my blanket more and her tit pressed into my ear as I felt my cock jump. Her movement pushed my nose even closer to her pussy and I will never forget the smell of her.
Shortly after that, she lifted my head to my pillow and stretched out next to me above the blankets. I just looked at her tits and and her flat belly before she covered herself with the towel she'd used on me before drifting back off to sleep. I was terribly conflicted while committing to memory my first up-close vision of a naked woman.
Later I felt the bed move as she moved to leave my room. I barely opened my eyes and saw her great ass as she disappeared around the corner outside my room.
After that episode, I found myself constantly looking down her blouse or trying to see her panties when she was lying down with just a robe on. I was obsessed with seeing more of her.
She loved to put her legs on me when she lay on the couch. I'd start to rub her legs and she would moan and tell me how good it felt and would eventually fall asleep. I would keep rubbing her but my hand was going ever higher as I would push the bottom of her robe up until I could see her panties. My cock would become so hard it ached, but I didn't want to get up and maybe screw up staring at her pussy. When she woke up my head would be turned toward the TV and she'd get up and go to bed. I'd jack off and cum 30 seconds later. Then I'd jack off about 3 more times before going to bed myself.
Every great once in a while, she'd be invited out with a couple girl friends to go to some bar to watch a band that was playing. She usually came home feeling no pain and her attitude toward me always seemed more amorous. She'd marvel at how tall I was getting and tell me what a stunning man I was becoming. I'd asked her if she met any nice guys out there and she'd tell me a few bought her drinks and how some would try to get her to go out to their cars.
"Does it make you feel attractive?"
"If they're nice to me, sometimes it does."
"Well, I'm a nice guy and I can tell you that you're more attractive than any of my friends' mothers."
"Aww, you're so sweet to say that."
"Hey, Mom, I mean it. That's not BS I'm giving you here."
"Man, I'd love to find a man out there that's even close to the man you're becoming."
"Thanks, Mom. I wish Julie felt the same way you do."
"Why? What happened? I thought she liked you."
"So did I. She told me I need to work on my kissing and that it left a lot to be desired. She said it in front of some other girls and they all started laughing. I was embarrassed so I just left."
"That was a cruel thing for her to do, Mike."
"I suppose."
"Really! I mean it. What's so terrible about your kissing?"
"I don't know. She said I keep my lips too hard and that I don't use my tongue. Hell, I didn't even know a tongue was used in kissing."
"It's called a French kiss, sweety."
"Now see, I've never even heard of that."
The entire kissing story was bull shit. I just thought that if I could get her talking about sexual matters, she'd be inclined to be more open with me and maybe let me know what girls like and explain how to do things.
"How did you kiss her?"
"The same way I kiss you. Anyway, I guess I won't be getting to kiss any more girls once word gets around. I mean, where do you go to take lessons?" I asked facetiously.
She seemed to be thinking of what to say next.
"Now look, Mike. You can never say anything about this to anyone."
"I don't plan to."
"No, I don't mean that. I could probably teach you how to kiss a girl, but you could never say a word of it to anyone."
"Why would I do that? I mean, you can't exactly brag about how your mother taught you how to kiss."
She laughed at that. "Good point. Okay, why don't you show me how you kissed her," she said as she moved closer to me.
I put my arm around her shoulders and laid the most God-awful kiss on her I could imagine. Her lips were soft and the booze and mint gum were on her breath, giving me a start on a hard on. I kissed her for about three seconds and then sat back.
"Okay, why don't we try it again, only this time, don't pucker. Just let your lips try to be as soft as mine and mold them naturally on mine."
This time around, I lowered my head toward hers, closed my eyes and put the softest kiss I knew how to do and held it until I could feel her begin to pull back, probably 10 or 15 seconds.
"Wow," she said, "you're a quick learner."
"Was that a good one?"
"Exceptional, honey. I almost forgot I was kissing my son there."
"What about the tongue part?" I asked her.
"I can probably explain it to you, but it's probably too intimate for a mother and son."
"Why? Only you and I will know about it."
"I don't know."
"That's okay," I said looking disappointed. "Thanks for trying to help, Mom."
"Aw, sweety, I want to help more but we're kind of crossing a line with this."
I didn't say anything. I wanted to see if she would give in with the sullen attitude I was displaying. Besides that, I had a feeling that she was more concerned about controlling herself than what I was going to do.
"Okay, Mike. First off, you begin to kiss normally like we did that last time. Then you open your mouth a little and gently begin to caress my tongue with your own."
"Okay. Shall we try it?"
"Okay."
Again, I lowered my mouth to hers and began kissing her as sensually as I could. After about a half minute of this I opened my mouth and she opened hers. Our tongues entered each others mouth and began their dance. My cock was beginning to harden up a lot as the kiss continued. I felt her arm reach up and begin to pull my head gently into her own. We were making out and it was the hottest thing I could possibly imagine. Mom was really getting into it as I put my hand to her face and softly caressed it before putting it behind her head and pulling it into mine.
I knew I was onto something that I could use again to maybe go further, but I had to stop before she did so that she'd think I was just using her as a teaching tool and not trying to bed her. As I pulled my head away, I looked at mom and her eyes were still closed and there was a look on her face that I'd never seen before. Finally, her eyes opened and she just stared at me.
"Oh my God, Mike! There was absolutely nothing wrong with that kiss. It may have been the hottest kiss I've ever experienced. No one is ever going to complain if you kiss them like that."
"Thanks, Mom, for everything. I didn't know that kissing could feel that good. I probably could have gone on kissing you all night."
"Thank you, Mike. Now if you will excuse me, I need to use the bathroom."
Her face and upper chest were flushed as she wobbled to the bathroom. She looked turned on to me as far as my limited experience was able to determine. My cock was still rock hard and I decided I needed to use the bathroom as soon as she came out. She was in there about 5 minutes before finally exiting and going toward her bedroom.
I hurried into the bathroom and sat on the john and started stroking my cock when a very familiar smell hit my nose. It was the smell that greeted me for the first time when mom sat on my bed that night and inadvertently pushed my nose toward her bare pussy. I thought of her masturbating to what had just happened and I blew a wad that went clear to the wall. I cleaned up my mess and headed to my room in anticipation of reliving our night of kissing before cumming a few more times.
As I passed mom's room I saw her trying to get her bra off and struggling with the clasp. Finally, she took the shoulder straps off and turned the clasp toward the front, freeing her tits. I watched as she pulled her panties off before slipping into her nightgown. I wanted to touch her ass so badly as it came into view. I continued on to my room before she saw me standing there, my cock again hard.
Sometime during the night I had to get up to take a leak. As I approached my mom's room I noticed that her bedside light was still on. She was sleeping soundly so I continued on to the bathroom.
On my way back I spotted her panties still lying on the floor. I went into her room. I figured if she woke up and caught me in there I'd tell her I was just going to shut her light off.
I lifted her panties and quickly smelled the gusset. There was that smell and they were still wet. My cock hardened again as I watched her sleep. I pulled my cock out and started masturbating while watching her sleep and holding her panties to my nose. It was scary and hot all at the same time. As I began to cum, I cupped my hand over the end of my cock to catch the cum. When I was done, I returned her panties to the floor and returned to my room. I couldn't believe I had just jacked off in my mom's room.
About two or three months later she was again invited out with the girls on a Friday night. This time she didn't get home until about 3 a.m.. I was sleeping on the couch. I felt her sit down next to me and gently shake me.
"Mike, honey, you should probably get up and go to bed."
"Hey, Mom, did you have a good time?"
"It was alright."
"More guys hitting on my beautiful mom I'll bet."
"Yes. And none of them had the class or sensitivity that you have for me."
She was more drunk than her last time out.
"That's because I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, Mike."
"You look a little down tonight."
"I guess I just felt like being in the company of a man tonight and they were all jerks. Why can't they treat me like you treat me?" and she started to cry
"Come on, Mom. Let's get you undressed and into your nightgown and then I'll fix us a cup of coffee."
"Will you help me?"
"Of course, Mom."
We went into her room and I started helping her undress. I was unbuttoning her blouse when she said, "I really shouldn't allow you to see me naked."
"Why not, we've seen each other naked many times before."
"I know, but I can't help feeling it's not right."
"That's that guilt you carry around like an anchor," I said as I continued undressing her.
"What do you mean by that?" she asked as I removed her blouse and unzipped her skirt.
"Remember when you told me that women don't really enjoy sex?"
"Yes." She said as she bowed her head.
"That was just you feeling guilty about liking sex."
"How do you know I like sex?"
As I began to unclasp her bra I said, "No one can kiss as passionately as you and not like sex."
I watched as her 36c tits came free from her bra and had to keep my cock from blowing up by concentrating on talking.
"You think my kiss was passionate?"
"More passionate than any girl I've ever been with! Why don't you stand up now so I can get your panties off."
As I bent down to slide her panties off, my face ran the entire length of her torso as my forehead touched her tit. I was shaking with desire.
"Oh, Mike, I had a terrible time tonight," she said. I began pushing them down over her beautiful hips and that smell came to me again.
"Why? What happened?" I put her nightgown over her head and began to pull it down. The backs of my knuckles brushed each of her tits as I did.
"I met this nice looking guy tonight and I wanted him so bad."
"How is that terrible?" I asked while finishing with her nightgown, staring at her gorgeous pussy until it disappeared.
"He kept buying me drinks. My girlfriends were ready to leave and this guy convinced me to stay and said that he would drive me home."
I led her out to the kitchen and sat her down and started to brew some coffee. "I'm still waiting for the terrible time you mentioned. Did you have sex with the guy?"
She started crying so I went over and knelt in front of her and held her close.
"What happened, Mom?"
"He asked me to sit in the backseat for a bit before we left, so I did. Then he was all over me and was very rough. He just hoisted my skirt pulled my panties to the side and stuck it in me. I asked him to be sweet like he had been all night and he started laughing at me. In 5 minutes it was all over with. He never said a word after that other than to ask where I lived so he could drive me home."
"I'm so sorry, Mom." I meant it too. She was so deflated from her ordeal and I found my desire for her put on the back burner as I tried to make her feel better.
I stood up and leaned over her. Taking her face in my hands I kissed her on the mouth as softly and sweetly as I could before continuing to finish the coffee. She looked at me with surprise and love all at the same time.
"I shouldn't have told you all of this. It's not right."
"Hey, Mom, all we have is each other. If it's the last thing I do, I'm going to get this guilt you carry around out of your life."
She began crying again and said, "I love you so much, Mike.
"I love you too, sweetheart." It was the first time I ever called her anything but mom, but it felt right.
"Honey, I know this may sound odd, but will you sleep with me tonight? I really don't want to be alone."
"Of course I will. And you know what, fuck that guy from tonight. He's the asshole that doesn't know a good thing when he sees it."
"Mike! You shouldn't use the F word."
"You know what, I want you to say it."
"The F word?"
"Yes. Say fuck that asshole."
"I can't."
"I promise you, you'll feel better if you do. Come on, say it."
"Fuck that asshole," she almost whispered.
"Louder, Mom."
"Fuck that asshole."
"Louder."
"Fuck that asshole," she said out loud and started to giggle.
"See, now doesn't that feel better?"
"I love you, Mike," she said smiling.
"Here's your coffee. We'll drink this cup and then we'll head to bed. Okay?"
"Okay," she said softly.
We stayed at the kitchen table drinking our coffee and just looking into each others eyes. Somewhere along the way tonight I misplaced my carnal desires. I no longer felt the need to fuck her. I had, in fact, developed an overwhelming desire to make love to her.
I undressed down to my underwear and crawled in beside mom under the covers. She lay on her side away from me and I moved up next to her and spooned her with my arm around her. She took my hand and brought it to her mouth and kissed it. I tried not to think about how close we were. I wanted to provide her with the love and support she needed and I didn't want my hormones interfering with that.



It wasn't to be though. My cock began to harden as the warmth of her ass became more than I could bear. I pulled away from her and rolled over.
"Mike, where did you go? I liked being held by you."
"I'm really sorry, Mom."
"Is it because you're hard?"
"Forgive me, Mom. I tried to control it. I'm so sorry."
"Is it okay if I hold you?"
"Of course. I'd like that."
Mom rolled over and began to spoon me. Her smell was intoxicating as my cock continued to stay bone hard. That's when I began to feel her hand make a gradual trek to the south. I held my breath as her hand grabbed my cock. She reached inside my briefs and pulled out my cock.
"My God, Mike! I've never handled something this big before." She started kissing my ear while she slowly and firmly stroked my cock. I rolled to my back and luxuriated in her actions. I turned my head to look at her and saw love, lust and a single tear roll across the bridge of her nose. I was lost. I didn't know what to do.
"Make love to me, Mike."
"I'm not sure I know how," I admitted, "and I don't think I'll be able to last long. I only know it won't take me long to get hard again."
Mom sat up and pulled her nightgown off after I had cum all over my belly and chest. I apologized and cleaned myself up with my briefs.
We lay next to each other and mom said, "Just give me your sweet kisses and I'll teach you how to completely satisfy a woman," and she did.
I began touching every square inch of her, satisfying all my cravings I'd dreamed about. I ran my hands over her magnificent tits as she showed me how to lightly squeeze and pinch her nipples. I kissed her deeply while I dipped my fingers into her impossibly wet pussy as she showed me where her clit was and how to manipulate it. I was so proud the first time I gave her an orgasm.
We made love all night. She showed me how to finger her and once she showed me that, I practiced on her over and over again.
I woke up beside her the next morning and wondered what reality was going to be like for her in the light of day. I needn't have worried though as her head moved to my early-morning wood. She gave me my first blowjob as her head and hand worked their magic. As I got closer to cumming I placed my hands on her head and began fucking her mouth. She began to gag and choke so I let off on the pressure.
"Mom, I'm going to cum," I warned her, but she finished me in her mouth and swallowed all of my cum.
"You enjoyed that, didn't you?" she said as I lay there recovering.
"Oh my God, Mom! That was incredible! Now it's time to teach me how to orally please you."
"I will, but how about we do it later. I'm pretty sensitive and sore yet."
"No problem as long as you promise me that there will be a lot more 'Laters'."
"Funny! I was going to ask you for the same guarantee."
I just looked at her. "I love you more than you know. How about the next time you feel like going out, you just buy some booze for us and we'll stay in and fuck each others brains out."
I waited for her reaction to my use of the F word and us, but she simply said, "You got it."
We fucked on the average of twice a day. I could have done more at my age but mom wanted to control it so that we could relish it.
We lived almost as husband and wife, but the guilt in her was buried for good as we proudly called each other pet names or Mike and mom. We made small trips out of town and would act like a newlywed couple. We felt so free doing this while our incest would have been harshly viewed during those times.
Our life style continued for the next year. Mom got a job and met a wonderful guy she is still married to today and they'll celebrate their Golden Anniversary next year. I joined the Army and have retired after 30 years of service. I now sell real estate.
Mom and I made love one last time before she was married and it remains our secret to this day.
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This is a story I got from a female friend of mine. There has never been any sex between us, but we have quite literally told each other about ventures we've been involved with. She's married to the man of her dreams. His dreams (unbeknownst to me before now) involve her with other men, so if you don't like "cuck shit", or whatever handle you wish to apply, don't bother reading or commenting. Otherwise, I hope you enjoy it!
*****
A Work in Progress
As told to buderica
There's so much irony in life. Who was to know that, over time, what my husband disliked most about me would turn out to be what he loved best about me. My name is Tess and I can't believe that the following happened. (This is where Bud, buderica, tells me I should describe myself)
I'm a 30 year old graphic designer and have been married for 8 years to my husband Rory. I'm not a very big woman, only 5 feet tall and 105 lbs. My dark brown eyes and sandy blonde hair, that I keep short, does seem to draw admiring glances on a frequent basis. My husband tells me that my 32 C cup breasts and the bubble butt that juts out just below my 21 inch waist may have a little to do with it.
Rory and I met in college during the early part of my junior year and we quickly became an item, fell in love and got married shortly after graduation. Each of us were interested in expanding our professional careers, so we decided not to have kids right away, if ever.
Rory was nearly 6 feet tall, so as you can imagine, we were rather like Mutt and Jeff. I'm not too sure that our size difference didn't draw more attention than either one of our physical dimensions. Rory says that my smoking hot body is what drew the stares, and in the beginning, it bothered him a great deal.
Neither one of us had ever had sex before nor did we physically consummate our relationship until half way through my senior year. But once we started there was no looking back. We didn't know we were fumbling around by today's standard. We were having fun learning.
Once we started having sex, Rory seemed to exhibit a fair amount of jealousy whenever someone would look at me too long. He later told me that once we started having sex, he saw me differently and naturally assumed everyone else did too. I was constantly having to give him reassurance that he was the only man I was interested in, but after a while, this became more of a chore to me. I started wearing clothes that did nothing to stir the imagination just to get out of the reassurance business.
Near the end of our senior year, his fraternity was having a blow out and he asked me if I wanted to go. I thought that with his familiarity with the guys there that the jealousy thing would not become an issue. It was the first time that I ever had an excess of alcohol, and I found out that it made me rather amorous. I'd lost track of Rory early on, but we were on his turf so I figured he was just in a different part of the house and continued to enjoy myself.
That's when I met Steve.
He was handsome, well built and one of the funniest guys I had ever met. With the booze and his clowning around, I nearly pissed my pants a couple of times, thanks to Steve. Somewhere along the line, I graduated from being buzzed to downright drunk.
I began tripping over painted lines and Steve always seemed to be close enough to catch me. I didn't pay attention right away that his hands were sliding along my body more and more with each incident. I was having fun and I figured nothing was going to happen in a room full of people.
Naturally, all good things must come to an end. I started getting dizzy and told Steve I thought I was going to be sick. He put his arm around my waist and helped me to the bathroom where I got violently sick. I remember him washing my face off with a cool cloth and handing me some mouthwash.
My next memory was of Steve sucking on my tits and sliding 2 of his fingers in and out of my pussy. It felt wonderful and Rory never entered my mind. I was completely naked and my clothes were laying over the edge of the tub. I couldn't remember taking them off.
Suddenly, my knees were being lifted and my legs pulled apart as Steve lined up his cock and entered me slowly. In no time at all it went from a gentle in and out to me getting my brains fucked out. At that point I was incapable of rational thought and found myself absorbed in the wonderful way my cunt felt. That's when he started talking to me and his words did more to me than the rubbing his fingers were doing to my clit.
"Do you like my cock going up your cunt?"
My breath caught in my throat as I said, "What?"
"You like being fucked like this, don't you?"
"Oh my God!"
"Tell me to fuck you."
"Fuck me!"
"Make me believe you want it or I'll take away my cock."
At the time, that was the worst possible outcome. "Please fuck me!"
"I didn't hear you!"
This time I damn near screamed it at him. "Oh, please, fuck my cunt!"
I was in heaven, right up to the point that I was in deep shit. The door suddenly slammed open against the wall and there was Rory looking down at me as my hips were thrusting up to meet Steve's invading cock.
I watched as his face reddened in disbelief. Instead of turning and leaving, however, he just continued watching me as others began crowding around the open door.
At this point I felt Steve stiffen as he filled my cunt. I felt like I was on the verge of cumming myself when Steve pulled out, pulled up his pants and left, leaving me on the floor with cum running out of me. All I could think of is how badly I wanted a cock. I looked up at Rory.
"Fuck me, Rory! Fuck me now!"
Whatever he must have been thinking at the time, his stiff cock trumped it as he closed the door, lowered his shorts and began fucking me like a man possessed. I actually believe that he wanted to kill me with his cock as I experienced an unforgettable orgasm that went on and on before Rory dumped his load in me.
My next sensation was the feeling of cold water being splashed on me as Rory tried to revive me enough to leave. There was no telling what might have happened to me if he'd left me there. He helped me get dressed and we headed for our apartment.
Rory placed me on the bed at home and I passed out until late the next morning. When I awoke, Rory was nowhere in sight. I got up and made myself a cup of coffee.
I was sitting there, nursing my coffee when the memories from the night before came rushing at me all at once. I was horrified at what I did and scared that Rory was out of my life forever.
Later that night, Rory showed up with a couple of bags of groceries. He looked at me and said, "Hey."
"Hey? That's it?" I thought.
"Hey," I said back.
He put the groceries away before turning to me. "I suppose you'll be wanting to leave me for Steve, now."
"Steve, who?" I asked. Apparently, the only thing I couldn't remember was his name.
"You know, the guy you were fucking on the bathroom floor."
"Here it comes," I said to myself.
"Look, Rory, what happened last night was an aberration. I love you and no one else. I can't fully explain last night other than to say that that's not me."
"Oh, it was you all right. It's indelibly printed on my mind."
"I'm so sorry, Rory. I can't explain it other than to say I was drunk. I've never been that drunk in my life."
Neither of us said anything for a while.
"Rory, can I ask you something?"
"What's that?"
"Why did you fuck me on the floor? I would think that my actions would have disgusted you."
"I can't really answer you. I'm still struggling with that myself."
We managed to co-exist for the next couple of weeks when Rory surprised me one night by coming home with a ring and asking me to marry him.
I was floored.
"I thought you'd never want to marry me after what happened!"
"I just want you to promise me one thing. No more drinking!"
I started crying as I threw my arms around his neck. "I promise, baby, never again!"
We eloped 2 months later and put that night out of our minds. I guess it was always still there, but it wasn't brought up and we remained committed to each other. Our sex life was satisfying and we were happy.
On our 5th anniversary, Rory reserved us a corner table at this fancy French restaurant. Rory asked me to wear this rather brief dress that showed a lot of cleavage and was cut to just above mid thigh.
"Sounds like someone plans on getting lucky tonight, but what if other men look at me? Are you sure you'll be okay with that?"
"Actually, I might even enjoy it."
"I don't know about that. You've always been the jealous type. I'd hate to see our anniversary go to shit when it currently holds such promise!"
"Everything will be fine, I give you my word."
Something made me believe him and I said, "Okay, then."
We pulled into the restaurant parking lot when Rory reached over and gave me a toe-curling French kiss while pushing his left hand under the hem of my dress and rubbing my pussy. At first I was shocked, but it felt so hot I quickly adjusted and moaned into his mouth.
"Give me your panties," he said with lust in his eyes.
"Take them if you want them that badly," I countered. He reached both hands up under my dress and removed my lacy panties. Noticing how wet they were, he inhaled deeply at the crotch of them before putting them in the glove compartment.
"You're bad!" I told him.
"You ain't seen nothing yet!" he said, and gave me a devilish grin.
We were seated at our table and I excused myself to go to the Lady's room.
"Before you go, what would you like to drink?"
"Just some iced tea," I told him.
Once I returned, we sipped on our drinks and flirted shamelessly with each other. We were having a really nice time. I noticed that I began feeling differently as the night wore on. I felt frisky and found myself grabbing Rory's cock under the table.
"Rory, is there alcohol in my drink?"
"It's called a Long Island Iced Tea."
"Oh," I said, thinking that it was a different kind of tea, like Boston Clam Chowder is a different kind of chowder.
I could feel Rory's hand pushing my dress up.
"Lift your butt up for me so I can get your dress over it."
"What if someone sees me? I'm not wearing panties, remember?"
"Don't worry, the table cloth is hiding everything."
I did as he asked and could feel the coolness of the leather seat we were on as my bare ass came in contact with it. I was really getting turned on as Rory started pumping his two fingers in and out of my dripping pussy.
What I wouldn't find out until later was that Rory had folded the table cloth up and onto the table on the outside, allowing people at nearby tables an unobstructed view of my pussy in all its juicy glory.
I kept noticing two gentlemen across from us looking at me frequently and hoped that Rory wouldn't get upset. Little did I know that this was all part of his plans for the evening.
My husband was facing me now and was fingering my cunt ever more aggressively. He told me to drink my tea to stay hydrated so my pussy would stay nice and wet for him. It sounded reasonable so I did as he asked.
Rory turned back around as the waiter brought our food. I felt better as I began eating, all the while washing it down with my tea. The two gentlemen continued to leer at me. They had finished their meal, but stayed there having drinks and looking at me.
After we finished our meal, Rory turned toward me and slipped his fingers back in my cunt. "Have you noticed those two guys over there that keep staring at you?"
"I know honey, and I'm sorry."
"Don't be, it kind of turns me on. What do you think they'd like to do to you?"
"I don't know," I said shyly. I was sure what they wanted to do to me, but I didn't want to upset Rory.
"Come on, really, what do you think they'd want to do with you?"
"I don't know; maybe fuck me?"
"That's what I'd be thinking if I were them."
"Maybe we should go then."
"Okay. Would you like to go see a movie?"
"Sure! What would you like to see?" I asked him.
"Have you ever seen a porn movie?"
"No! Have you?"
"No, but I think I'd like to with my favorite lady. Drink your tea, sweetheart. I want you staying nice and juicy for me."
We made our way toward the restaurant exit when Rory told me that he left his keys on the table. I watched him walk back. As he turned to come back, he leaned down and started talking to the guys that had been staring at me all night. I thought he was going to lay into them for looking at me and hoped he wouldn't start anything. Finally, he once again started making his way toward me and we left.
"What did you say to those guys?"
"I asked if they'd enjoyed my wife's charms."
"What did they say?" she said out of breath.
"They said they thought you looked extremely fuckable!"
"Oh, my God! Did they really?"
"Yep! Does that excite you?"
"Would you actually be okay with it if I said yes?"
"More than Okay!"
"I keep thinking about them looking at me while you were finger fucking my cunt!"
"Maybe I should have invited them over so they could have felt how wet you are!"
"Oh God, Rory! Maybe we should go home now!"
"Nope, I'm going to take my wife to the movies."
"To the porn movie?" I asked.
"Yep!"
"What's in the bag?" I asked him.
"I got us a big glass of tea from the restaurant in case we get thirsty."
He drove us to the theater and slipped the large glass of tea into my over-sized purse. Once we got inside I asked him if he wanted to sit in the back row as I took a healthy swig of tea.
"Let's sit toward the middle. It'll be easier to see the movie."
Rory again insisted that I pull my dress up so that he could stroke my pussy some more during the movie. This excited me and scared me.
"What if someone sees me?"
"I doubt that they will. It's pretty dark and there aren't that many people here. Besides, you'd like to be seen, wouldn't you?"
"Are you sure you want to take that chance?"
"Hell yes; we need some excitement in our life!"
"Oh God, Rory, I'm so wet!"
"I'm glad I brought the tea now!"
My eyes were drawn to the screen as a woman was being fucked by three different guys at once. I'd never seen a porn film before and it was exciting me to a whole other level. My pussy was literally dripping.
"I'll be right back, Tess. I have to go to the bathroom."
"Hurry back, lover before someone kidnaps your wife," I teased him.
"If they do, be sure to call me and tell me where you're at. I have to have some of that gorgeous cunt of yours. Enjoy the movie while I'm gone."
"Oh. I will," I said taking another big gulp of tea.
I sat there and watched as these three huge studs ravaged the lady on the screen. I began touching myself while watching. I was so hot from the movie that I was wishing that Rory would come back and play with me some more. All I could think about was cock.
I was so preoccupied with rubbing my clit that I failed to see the two men approaching me from each side of the row, sitting right next to me on each side. I looked at each of them and recognized them as the men who had been looking at me in the restaurant.
"I'm sorry, guys, but my husband is sitting here."
"I know, Tess."
"How do you know my name?"
"Your husband told us. We saw him in the lobby and he asked that we keep an eye on you until he got back. Apparently he left his credit card at the restaurant and had to go get it so he could pay for the room he planned on getting for the two of you. I gave him my card so he could call if anything came up. He shouldn't be long."
I didn't know what to say. I figured if my husband gave them my name that he must trust them.
"I'm Ray and this is Pete. Are you enjoying the movie, Tess?"
"Oh my God!" I thought to myself. My dress was clear up to my waist and I was still rubbing my clit as both of them ignored the movie and started talking to me.
I tried to lower my dress but I couldn't do it without standing up. I was extremely embarrassed and kept on taking swigs of my tea.
"So tell me, Tess, have you ever been with more than one guy at a time?"
"No," was all that came out.
"That gal looks like she's enjoying being spit-roasted!"
I'd never heard that term. "What does that mean?" I asked.
"That's when she gets a cock in her cunt and another one in her mouth at the same time."
They seemed so matter-of-fact with their talk, exciting me to a fever pitch as they continued plying me with filthy language.
"By the way, your husband told us to remind you to drink your tea; something about how it keeps your cunt nice and moist."
My pussy was dripping like a faucet in spite of my shock at hearing what only my husband could have possibly told them. I took another big swig of tea.
The movie and their filthy talk had me squirming in my seat as each of the men took it upon themselves to begin rubbing my thighs. Both of their big hands reached my cunt at the same time. One of them pushed two fingers inside me while the other began rubbing my clit.
"Look, guys,"I began to say before getting lost in the physical sensations of the two men's hands.
"We really enjoyed watching your husband finger fucking you earlier." As he talked to me, they each started pulling the straps of my little dress down until both breasts were completely exposed.
"Your tits are much nicer than the gal in the movie has. They look like they need sucking though."
I stared at the movie as my resistance became non-existent. Two strangers were sucking my tits and fingering my cunt. I was becoming delirious with desire as once again, I forgot all about Rory and thought only of how badly I wanted a cock shoved into me.
Two arms came from in back of me and ran down until they were able to grab and squeeze my tits. Another man appeared behind me and off to my left tilting my head back and kissing me, sliding his tongue inside my mouth as I felt my dress being pulled down my legs and off.
I opened my eyes to see another man stepping over the row in front of me before kneeling between my legs. I felt his very large cock fill my cunt while Pete turned my head toward him and stuck his cock in my mouth. They were all using me for their own satisfaction as an orgasm creeped up on me.
I heard Ray's cell phone buzzing. He took the call and hung up after a short talk.
"That was your husband. He said he got the two of you a room at the Hampton, but the car quit running, so he asked us to bring you over there.
I felt a little panicky with that news and was still being mauled by five strangers. The one in my mouth shot his load down my throat and the one in my cunt pulled out and shot a huge load all over my chest and face. The one directly behind me was jacking off and blew his load in my hair.
"Okay, guys, the party's over. We have to get this beautiful lady back to her husband."
I went to grab my dress and could find it nowhere. "That's alright, Tess. I'll just put my jacket over you."
Right about now I'm thinking it should be painfully obvious that alcohol makes me a slut and a bimbo. My libido goes into overdrive and my rational capability becomes mud. To many men, I am the perfect alternative to "A lady in public, a whore at home." It's taken a lot of self-reflection and an acceptance of fault permeating everyone, including self.
Pete and Ray escorted me out of the theater and across the lot to their car, all the while, the jacket over me failed to cover my pussy or ass.
When we got to their car, both stated that they wanted to have a smoke first and they didn't smoke in Pete's new Audi. They kept me with them outside as they took their time. Then Pete said he needed his jacket back and made me hand it to him, leaving me naked outside. My face was flush and my breathing could be described as a pant.



We finally entered the car and Ray pushed me into the back seat and followed me in. He knelt between my legs and instructed me to put my right leg on the back of the seat and my left leg spread and on the floor.
"You have an amazing body, Tess. And now you should know that I intend to fuck that juicy cunt of yours."
Again, the filthy talk was hardwired to my clit. I don't know why it affects me this way, but verbal abuse, sexually charged can literally make me insane with desire and almost impossible to deviate toward a more sound judgement.
"Look at this Tess. Does this make your cunt drool?"
I looked down to see a cock that was clearly larger and thicker than the studs on the screen. I felt it begin to separate my labia and insist on entry. It felt like he was trying to get his leg in me as my cunt began to spread more and more. I remember asking him to go slow as my eyes were rolling back in my head. I'd never felt so full.
"Are you a slut, Tess?"
That was the first of many orgasms while impaled on that cock of his. His talk was both denigrating and delicious as I gave into the desire of being fucked.
I don't know how long he fucked me, or how long Pete fucked me when they traded places somewhere in the middle of it all. Pete ended up fucking me up the ass because Ray had stretched me out so badly, and Pete wasn't small by any means.
I was exhausted and thirsty, so I downed the remainder of my tea and tried sitting up. The car pulled to a stop on the far side of the Hampton. Pete opened the door and pulled me out with him. Oh yes, I was still naked as he led me across the lawn to a first floor room. He let us in with the key card and proceeded to turn on every light inside and left the door propped open.
He then sat me on the edge of the bed, dropped his pants and placed his half-hard cock in my mouth. Within moments he was hard as nails and fucking my throat. I saw a guy out of the corner of my eye, late forties, early fifties watching Pete defile me. Eventually he wandered in and started jacking off while watching us.
His cock ended up in my mouth next until his balls erupted. He shot once in my mouth and put the rest on my face. Afterwards he sat there in front of open windows and door and began rubbing his cum into my face.
I was able to get to the bathroom after that for a much needed piss. I could hear globs of cum falling out of me and hitting the water. My face was beginning to dry and tighten, so I washed my face and washed out my mouth. That's when I heard the outside door close and the window curtains being drawn.
I opened the bathroom door into a dimly lit bedroom and saw my husband lying in bed under the sheets as he pulled back the sheets for me and patted the bed. I went to him and he kissed me deeply before asking me, "Did my cum-dump of a slut wife have a nice anniversary?"
My wits were beginning to return from my alcohol-induced sensory overload. I looked at him for the longest time before asking, "Why?"
"Quite a while ago I hacked your computer and discovered some web sites you visited frequently. I was happy just to fantasize and jack off for quite a while, but eventually I became obsessed with your fantasies and finally acted on them. Everyone that touched you tonight did so with my consent. I knew them all. I wanted to show you that I'm ready to start opening up our dark side of erotica."
"But, what about obtaining my consent?"
"That's just it! Your fantasies all seem to carry the same theme; your lack of consent. I think it helps you alleviate feelings of guilt or anxiety, allowing you to abandon yourself in the moment. That being said, anything that might take place in the future will be agreed to by both of us beforehand.
"But you were always so jealous!"
"That was insecurity and I grew out of it thanks to your loving and loyal ways. You have no idea how many times I've jerked off to the vision of you getting drilled on that bathroom floor.
"Seriously?"
"Yep."
After a moment, I asked him, "Does that mean you're going to fuck your cum-dump of a slut wife, too?"
"Oh, hell yes!"
Since then we've discussed fantasies while we're in bed and plan on bringing some of the elements through to fruition. Rory told me that it took over six months of planning on this last venture, so patience and security are a prerequisite.
He clearly did this with my pleasure in mind as well as his. I understand that not many would be okay with this, but I'm more than good with it, and the end of constant reassurance. We prove that to each other every day.
(For the record, Bud offered me a glass of wine six times during the telling of this event. Maybe I'll include him in the future.)



        Let the Game Begin

        Engaged couple discover new needs and fantasies.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/let-the-game-begin-1

Title: Let the Game Begin

Author: buderica

Category: BDSM

Description: Engaged couple discover new needs and fantasies.

Tags: sharing, wife, big cock, deep throat, bdsm, vacation, gang bang, anal, exhibitionism




I was out West to attend an annual conference and my fiancée, Susan, and I decided to take a week for ourselves and just drive around and stop when we felt like it. Well, we stopped after only three hours driving one day, checked into a hotel suite and walked across the street to a steak house for lunch.
Susan is pretty with blonde hair past her shoulders. She's 5'5" at 115 pounds. Her tits are a 34B and she has a great bubble butt, accented by her 21" waist which was now tightly wrapped in a summer dress. She'd asked me earlier if I could see through her dress, so I lied and told her no. Her nipples stood out clearly as did the tiny panties, and with the sun behind her, there was no guess work as to how little she wore.
I'm a shade less than six feet tall and weigh 175. I keep in shape by running nearly every day, and when you have someone like Susan in your life, it makes you want to be as sexually appealing to her as she is to you.
They had all kinds of liquor for sale on shelves inside and even gave prices for drinks on the menu. There was a good size dance floor, but apparently it was too early for dancing or music.
"Are we here for the night?" I asked her.
"Yeah, if it's okay with you," she said, looking rather hopefully at me. "I'm really tired of being in the car."
"Well, let's have some cocktails then since I won't be driving."
My fiancée's face lit up as she agreed. We had three each before finally ordering a light lunch and copping a decent buzz in the process. After eating we decided to have a few more drinks and go sit by the pool at the motel. We never made it to the pool.
Someone played the juke box and it ran non-stop from that point on. You had to talk above it a little bit to hear, but it really filled our afternoon as we had a good time just bull-shittin and dancing. As the night wore on, Susan became more amorous and soon we were talking about sex.
"You seem to have captured the attention of several locals," I said to Susan as the place began to fill up with people.
"Oh really? I bet you're enjoying that! Are you thinking one of them might want to do more than look?" she asked me with a knowing smile.
"Actually, I was thinking that there's probably quite a few that would love to get between those gorgeous thighs of yours. Do you see any that you might like to help me fuck you?"
"Stop it, Rob. I don't know why you're always talking about someone else fucking me. Why does that excite you so much?"
"I don't know. Maybe I just like the thought of watching you acting like a slut and the thought of seeing another cock sliding into that hot hole of yours."
"Yeah, well, you might not like it so much if it actually happened."
"You might be right, but what harm is there in fantasizing about it. Besides, every time we're in bed your pussy starts leaking when we talk about a strange cock violently fucking that gorgeous cunt of yours. I'll tell you what; why don't we just play a little game instead."
Sue looked at me with a smirk. I could see her wondering what I might want to do. "Oh, and what kind of game are you talking about?"
"Why don't you look around the place, find someone appealing to you and innocently give him a look up your dress while you tell me what you'd like him to do to you."
Her eyes shut very slowly as an unmistakable look of lust came over her. "I don't know if I've had enough to drink for something like that," she said to me very dreamily.
I discreetly slid my hand up the inside of her thigh and touched the gusset of her panties. As I guessed, they were soaking wet. Her eyes closed again as I slipped my finger beneath the leg band of her panties and pushed it deep into her sloppy hole. She grabbed the arm that was toying with her cunt but didn't stop my ministrations.
"Oh, God, Rob. You'd better take me back to our suite soon and fuck me."
Normally, I would have done just that, but the heat building up in me and the booze we'd had all afternoon had me wanting to carry on with our game. "I'll do that after we play our little game," I countered.
"I don't want to wait, Rob. I need your cock inside me. I'm so fucking horny right now!"
"Why are you so horny, Susan?
"It might have something to do with what your finger is doing to me," she replied.
"Susan, your pussy was soaking wet long before my finger ever made it there. I think maybe you were turned on by my suggestion of a game." She looked at me with bloodshot eyes and open mouth, but didn't say anything. "Come on, baby. You know you want to do it and no one here will ever see us again."
She looked into my eyes and said, "You'd better get us another drink first."
My cock was instantly hard when she said that and I quickly ordered another round before she changed her mind. We slammed the two drinks and I ordered another round. "Well, Susan!" I said as she then started to look around the large room.
"See the young guy in the blue cowboy shirt sitting across the dance floor from us? He's been giving me the eye every time you go to the men's room. I guess that if I was going to pick someone, it would probably be him."
Susan was facing me as I continued to finger fuck her running pussy. I acted as if I was just scoping out the floor and easily located the young man she was talking about. He was a nice looking guy and was constantly glancing Susan's way. "Why don't you turn your chair toward the dance floor like we're watching the dancers and then give him a shot up your dress," I suggested.
"He might not be the only one that sees me, Rob!"
"What does it matter? He's the only one you'll be paying attention to."
"My God, Rob! Do you want me to let him know that I'm showing him my pussy on purpose?"
"What can it hurt? I'm here with you! Just imagine the hot sex we'll have after we go back to the suite!" Susan just looked at me with lust filled eyes as her chest and cleavage took on a darker shade of red. The waiter dropped our drinks off and Susan drank hers right down before turning her chair toward her cowboy. She pulled her dress up more when she sat back down with her back to me. I leaned forward and kissed her neck while sneaking a look at her cowboy, and sure enough, he was staring hard her way.
I rested one hand on Susan's thigh and subtly pulled her hem higher. I heard her breath catch when I did that. She turned toward the table to pick up her refreshed drink and said, "He's looking right at me, Rob! What do I do now?"
"While you're looking my way, spread your legs and give him a look at your hot pussy," I told her before adding, "then turn back around toward him and see if he's looking at you while keeping your legs separated."
She said, "Oh. God," took a drink from her glass and moved her right leg away from her left. I was mostly hidden from the cowboy's view by my fiancé's head, but I could see him staring intently between Susan's legs, as were half a dozen others.
"Are you looking at him?" I whispered into her ear.
"He's looking at me like he wants to fuck me right here. Other guys are looking at me the same way. What do I do?" She sounded almost desperate.
"What do you want to do, baby?"
"I want you to take me back to our room and stick your cock in me!"
I was hard as a rock, but I also needed to take a piss. Her idea sounded good to me as I had taken nearly all the self-abuse I could and looked forward to some fantasy-laden fucking. I figured we'd taken this ride as far as we could when I saw her cowboy head for the front door.
I took the last of my frequent trips to the john and came back to find an empty table. Assuming she was gone for the same reason as me, I ordered us each another drink and waited for her. I wasn't sure if there was a line at the lady's room, but 15 minutes and four songs later I thought I should go check on her until she walked up to the table, from the dance floor. I wasn't expecting that.
"Hi," I said with a half-smile.
She was looking a little sheepish as she sat down. "I'm sorry," she said right off the bat.
"Sorry about what?" I asked her innocently.
"About dancing with someone without you knowing it first," she said as her chest and face visibly reddened again.
"You don't need my permission to dance, Susan. Did you enjoy yourself?"
"For the most part," she said, looking for some reaction in me. I said nothing and waited for her to go on as I watched the redness in her chest and the top of her cleavage deepen even more.
"I was sitting here and just swaying to the music when I heard this young guy next to me ask for a dance. It was the guy that I gave the free show to. It startled me and I started to nervously giggle. I told him I was waiting on my fiancé, and it even sounded lame to me. He said we wouldn't be 10 feet from the table so I began thinking about our earlier game and accepted."
"Was it not good for you?" I asked her. "Why did you say, 'For the most part,'?"
"Well, the first dance was a slow one and he was holding me kind of tight. I looked up at him to tell him to keep a little more space between us, but he kissed me as soon as I opened my mouth." Seeing me raise my eyebrows and smiling she said, "He also slipped me the tongue," before averting her eyes from me.
As soon as she said that, my cock was almost immediately hard. She is very demure and shy, normally, so for her to have been so far in such a short amount of time just added to my excitement. I guess it showed.
When she finally looked up at me and saw me smiling, she was caught off guard and her expression changed to one of disbelief. "You actually enjoyed hearing this, didn't you?"
"Maybe, but I guess the big question is, did you slip him the tongue?" That's when she leaned over and whispered "Yes," in my ear. I was beyond excited and knew what fantasies would be explored when I fucked her that night, but I was curious about the rest of her story.
"You were gone for a while, so what else happened?"
"After the dance ended, he said he wanted to introduce me to his friends who were sitting at a table we just happened to end up next to. Lee then introduced me to Andy and Carlos. After shaking hands with them, another slow song started up and Carlos asked me to dance while standing and taking my hand without waiting for an answer. He, too, was holding me a little close, but I let it slide figuring that's just the way they dance here. A couple of times he grabbed my ass. When I voiced concern to him, just like Lee, he kissed me."
"Wow! That's pretty adventurous for you, isn't it?"
"Yes, it is. I actually let the kiss go on for about half a minute. I think it's all the booze that seemed to make it all so innocuous to me. Anyway, the dance ended and as you might have guessed, Andy wanted a dance. I swear we weren't out there one minute and Andy was already trying to kiss me. He was pretty aggressive so I figured if I kissed him, too, everything would be fine. Next thing I knew, he was squeezing my left tit and pinching my nipple while still kissing me. I tried to pull away but he was much too powerful for me to budge."
"Did that excite you?" I asked her, trying to conceal my level of excitement.
"It scared and excited me to be honest. As he kept it up, I saw you sitting at our table and hoped you wouldn't see him touching me. Finally, the song ended and I almost felt rescued when Lee pulled me to the floor again. That's when I told him that my fiancé was waiting for me. He looked over and saw you and said he understood and really had enjoyed my company. When he reached down and kissed me, I let it go on for a while. That's when I returned."
"You never cease to amaze me, baby," I said as I took her hand and guided it to my cock.
"Oh my God! You're hard as a rock! I can't believe it! You probably want him to come back to the room with us, don't you, Rob?"
"Maybe."
"I was kidding! Would you actually want someone to fuck me for real?"
"What the hell. It would just be this once and we'd never see him again!"
"I don't believe you, Rob!"
"Tell me the truth. Wouldn't you love me kissing you and playing with your tits while young Lee was driving his cock into you?" She gasped when I said that, unable to conceal her growing lust at our talking. She was quiet except for the rapid breathing.
"Answer me, baby."
"Oh God, Rob. I could never do that, except in our fantasies."
"Until now, I believed that." I returned to talking dirty, knowing it would excite her even more. "Right now, I believe that you would fuck the shit out of both of us. I see one cock in your mouth and one in your cunt. You would love it and we would have real memories to fuck by later."
She was really breathing heavy by now and it was hard for her to even speak. She glared into my eyes as she tried to determine how serious I was about this. I reached over to her and ran my hand up her thigh. I started rubbing her pussy through her panties again. As I began rubbing her clit, I leaned over and asked her, "Why is your cunt even wetter now?"
"All this talk has got me burning up! You'd better take me back to our room soon, and fuck my brains out."
As she looked up she saw her friends from earlier getting ready to leave. Carlos and Andy headed to the exit while Lee went to the men's room. She pointed his two friends out to me as they were leaving. She looked at me with questioning eyes.
"When Lee comes out of the men's room, why don't you ask him to dance. While you're dancing, allow him to kiss and touch you before asking him if he'd like to come back to our room so he and I can fuck your brains out."
"Oh, Rob! I don't think I can." She looked close to tears, and yet, there was a look of lust on her face.
"Before now, I wouldn't have thought so either. But I believe you can and that you really want to."
She sat there for a little bit before saying, "I can't believe I'm doing this," as she rose to her feet and walked toward the men's room. I saw the two of them across the room, walking to the dance floor. I saw them dance closely before he started to feel her ass through her dress and pulled her chin up with his other hand and kissed her deeply. I could see her responding eagerly and it was incredibly hot to watch. As her back came into view, I could see a large wet spot on the back of her dress. I almost shot my load right there as I watched Susan turn into a wanton slut. When the dance ended, she kissed him deeply again and came walking back to the table.
"Did you ask him?"
"Oh God, yes! He said he'd love nothing more than to help you fuck me into oblivion! What are we doing, Rob?"
"Having fun, baby, that's all. Here's the room card. Why don't you take him over to the room while I settle up the tab and get us a bottle for the room."
"I'm scared," she told me.
"When you get to the room, start kissing him right away. That'll take care of the nerves part, then I'll come over and join in."
I watched as she walked over to Lee before leaving and walking back to our room. You could see our room from the steak house because of the open hallway and I watched as they entered and closed the door. I decided to give them some space for a bit before going over myself. I sat there wondering how far they had gone as each minute passed by. Finally, after making myself wait for half an hour, I went to the room before remembering I had no pass. I went down to the office to get another which ended up taking another ten minutes.
I entered the room quietly and instantly heard and smelled the unmistakable signs of active sex. I'll never forget the sight I saw as I entered the bedroom. Susan was naked, except for a blindfold consisting of one of my ties, and she was on her back kissing Lee with unbridled passion as he fucked her hard. They were both covered in sweat and didn't even hear me enter. Finally, Lee looked over and saw me before giving me a sign to be quiet.
"Do you like the way my big cock fucks you?" Lee asked her as he leisurely stroked his massive cock in and out of her squishing cunt.
"Oh God yes!" she replied.
"Would you like to come to my room tomorrow and fuck me without Rob being there."
"Oh fuck, Lee. Please don't ask me that. I love Rob."
"Look, if he didn't want me fucking you, he'd be here now instead of giving you to me." He looked over to me and winked, as I gave silent approval for him to try to talk her into a cheating rendezvous."
"I can't, Lee!" she said before kissing him again and continuing to raise her hips to meet the thrusts of his cock into her.
"I'm in room 216 on the second floor. Come up tomorrow morning about eight o'clock and me and my big cock will be waiting for you."
"Lee, please don't ask me to do that. I can't cheat on Rob!"
"You want to though, don't you?" he asked her while still fucking her hard.
She didn't answer right away before saying, "You know I do."
"Is my cock bigger than your fiancé's?" She didn't answer. "Well, is it cunt?"
She was a little taken back when Lee called her a cunt. Apparently, calling her a cunt seemed to spur her on even more as she quietly responded, "Yes, much bigger!"
"What if he doesn't come back? Should I stay here all night fucking your juicy cunt?
"If he doesn't come back, I'll know he wanted me to fuck you all night, so, yes. God, I love fucking you, Lee!"
"Are you going to come fuck me tomorrow without Rob knowing?" She didn't answer him. "Well, are you?" he asked more firmly.
I was so hard I could barely stand it. I was turned on by the fact that she was unaware of me being there, and seeing this big-cocked young man try to take Susan to the dark side.
"What if Rob finds out?" I came in my pants when she asked him that, but I remained hard.
"He can only find out if you tell him. Are you going to tell him, Susan?"
"No! I don't want to take a chance on losing him!" Lee really started fucking her very hard as she built toward a huge climax. Just as she was getting ready to cum, Lee pulled out of her dripping pussy and told her to get on her hands and knees. She followed his order immediately and pushed her ass toward Lee, anxious to feel his huge cock again.
Lee fingered her cunt a few moments before replacing his digits with his cock and attempting to slide those fingers into her tightly puckered asshole. She laid her head down on the bed and moved her arms and hands back to try to stop the anal probe. Lee then grabbed her wrists and held them behind her back with one hand as his anal assault continued.
"No, Lee! Not in my ass! You're way too big for me! Please!"
"It's just my fingers," he replied. "Besides, it'll feel great as long as you're rubbing your clit. Go ahead, try it," as he released her hands.
She began rubbing her clit while Lee fucked her juicy slit. After a short time, Susan was pushing her ass back toward his cock and fingers. Lee looked at me and smiled as I jerked my cock, not realizing how long I'd had it out. He removed his fingers and began trying to stuff that huge cock of his in her ass, telling her to relax and to trust him.
Susan began whimpering as his cock began to enter her asshole. "Oh God, Lee. Your cock is too big! Please don't fuck my ass! Please!"
Lee went slowly, but he didn't quit. As each inch of his cock disappeared into her ass, she began to struggle harder. He turned her head toward the pillow to muffle the objections coming from her. Once he was finally all the way in, he held still and told her to rub her clit. She noticed how the pain was dissipating even as Lee began stroking in and out of her. She started trembling as the biggest orgasm of her life overtook her.
Lee grabbed her hips and started plowing her ass as hard as he could. She looked like a ragdoll wiggling around on a monster cock. Susan continued to rub her clit and came again as Lee emptied his sack into her bowels. She had never been fucked like this before.



As they were lying there, Susan heard me open and shut the door, knowing that I was now there. All of a sudden, reality must have hit her as she tore off the blindfold and looked at me. I was in the process off taking off my clothes as the sight of her overwhelmed me sexually. As Lee got off of her, I turned her on her back and spread her legs before pushing my cock into her stretched pussy. Lee moved around the bed and told Susan to clean him off with her mouth while I fucked her. She knew where his cock had been, but probably didn't want me to know that she'd given Lee her anal virginity, so she dutifully cleaned his cock, tasting her ass mixed with Lee's cum. Watching her clean his cock after it had been in her ass made me even harder.
I fucked her for a long time, having cum once already and Lee started to get dressed. I came in Susan's cunt just before Lee left. "Your lady is a great piece of ass, Rob. You're a lucky man!" Susan was flattered by Lee's comment. You could see it in her face, almost proud to have serviced his cock. He took charge in a way that had never happened to her and it fed an unknown need. Turns out, she could find absolutely no faults in him. A pang of jealousy hit me at that point, but eroticism ruled my world as I watched her give up her very dignity to feel worthy of his cock.
Susan and I lay there holding each other, then touching each other before kissing passionately on and off for minutes at a time for the next two hours. I found I loved her even more after this; that I had somehow witnessed a side of my lady that few men ever get to see. Now I had to sit by and wonder where this would end up going with the choice facing Susan. We finally stopped kissing and got up to drain a few bottled waters due to recent dehydration activities.
Finally, it was me that broke the silence. "So, how are you feeling?"
She looked downward with a very mischievous smile. "Very, very different!"
"Different how?"
"I never thought I could click that fast with a guy and basically become his slut! It was an unforgettable event." She paused and then continued. "By the way, where were you when Lee was fucking my mouth and cunt?" She paused again before saying, "Jesus, that man had me naked and was eating my pussy within thirty seconds of coming in the door." She looked up at me and asked, "Where were you while that boy ravaged me and made me want more?"
"I thought I was doing you a favor by letting you get comfortable alone. I wanted you to be free from wondering about what I was thinking of your behavior."
She turned toward me as I saw her look soften. "That's actually very sweet and thoughtful. It's the reason that I know we'll always be us." She then had this devious smile engaging me next. "Lee wanted me to meet him in his room in the morning behind your back. Why would he want that when, in all probability, you'd give me permission?"
"It's a power trip. He gets off by pressing other people's buttons and he's pretty adept at it, considering his age. It makes you think this isn't his first rodeo, pardon the pun." I looked into her eyes. "I have to say, it was an immense pleasure sharing you like this. You are the hottest woman I've ever known and I don't want to ever lose you."
"Understand this, Rob. I absolutely treasure your love for me. After one of the most exciting nights of my life, it all pales compared to what you mean to me."
Making love to her was the only response I had to that statement. It was slow and sloppy especially after she stopped, turned around, put her ass in my groin and asked me if I'd like being the second cock in her ass tonight. I was in balls-deep before she finished asking.
After we both had cum, we lay there as my cock softened and slipped from her ass. "Rob?"
"Yes?"
"What are your thoughts on Lee's invitation? Should we ignore it, or should we use him for our pleasure by making him think, that I think, he's indispensable?"
"I love the way your mind works," I told her. "I leave it up to you, my lovely. It sounded like you really enjoyed his brand of domination, not to mention the size of his cock."
"Yes," she admitted grudgingly, "there is that." She thought for a moment. "I think I'll do it. I'll tell him I told you I was going shopping and would be back around noon. Then I'll come back with the stink of us on me and we'll go have a few drinks while I start telling about my morning. We'll do that until you can't stand anymore and are overwhelmed by the need to fuck me all night."
"I like it!" I said. "I'm going to try to sleep in so that time passes faster, but I'll probably wake up and wonder what's happening to you and with you. When I get up, I'll go reserve the room for another night."
Susan left a wake-up call for seven a.m. so that she could clean up for her morning tryst with Lee before we spooned in the center of the bed, on top of a couple of bath towels, and got some much needed sleep.
Early the next morning, I woke up to the delicious feeling of Susan's soft, warm mouth sucking on my cock as if it were a soda straw. She gently fingered my balls before sliding a finger up my ass as her mouth started to suck harder and faster. I was getting ready to drop a load in her throat when she quit sucking, got up, and started heading to the bathroom.
"Shit, what are you doing?" I asked in desperation.
"I just gave you a preview of what I'm going to be doing to Lee in about ninety minutes," she replied with an evil looking smirk.
"Wait, I want you to show me how it ends, too!" I said as my super hard cock lay on my belly, pointing at my chin, thanks to her.
"Oh, I will, after it ends later," she said before giggling and running off to her shower.
There was a nasty side to my soon-to-be-bride. While leaving me high and dry, she had also built me up for the period she'd be tending to another, and more ominous, cock. All I could do was moan with disappointment and stroke my cock while envisioning the nasty sex she was going to be having with an almost complete stranger. She had found a weakness in me and was exploiting it with a master's touch.
I finished myself off before heading to the bathroom for a badly needed piss. I sat on the toilet listening to her in the shower when the curtain opened. There was a copious amount of shaving cream covering her pussy as she shaved herself in front of me, looking from the job at hand to my saucer sized eyes. She wasn't smiling, but her look displayed one of a woman knowing she was the complete personification of desire. Then, just like that, she closed the curtain, ending my show and enhancing my need for her. I started to pull the shower curtain open when she grabbed my hand, stopping my progress.
"Ah,ah,ah," she admonished me as if I were a child reaching for the last cookie. "Your desert comes later," she said before pulling the curtain closed again. She had me getting hard, as was undoubtedly her intention. She had become expert in driving me crazy with my own desires. She was now more desirable to me than I can ever remember her being, and she was keenly aware of that fact and enjoyed playing with me as a form of foreplay.
When she came out of the bathroom, hair and makeup were perfect, accentuating the simpleness of her attire consisting of a button-up-the-front summer dress that was unbuttoned to below her navel. She looked so slutty and satisfied with my expression. I was speechless as I stared at her barely hidden nipples. She lifted the bottom of her short dress to show me her bare and smooth-shaven cunt.
"I'm off to fuck and suck my new young cowboy!" she said before winking at me with that impish smile and donning her sunglasses for the short walk to Lee's room which was out of my line-of-sight from our room.
The next three hours were torture for me in a highly erotic sense. The two empty hours after that made me even more anxious about what Lee could be doing to Susan over a five-hour span of time. Finally, at 1:45 p.m., the room phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Hey, Rob," Lee answered me. "I wanted you to know that Susan provided a great morning. You'll find her waiting for you in room 231. We enjoyed her in a major way." Then he hung up.
I was stunned by two things immediately. First, it was the, "We," that gave me my worst feeling of dread. Next it was the room number. He had said yesterday that it would be 216. Why the lie?
I grabbed the room key and started off for my lady. When I got to the room I found the door to be blocked open by the dead bolt. I wasn't ready for what I saw. Susan was tied spread-eagle on a king-size bed, each limb tied off to their respective corners. She was gagged with a clear rubber gag that covered her lips completely. After I removed the gag, I could see what looked like a very short cock-shaped insert for her mouth that was very big around. It was designed to keep the mouth wide open while silencing its wearer completely.
The first thing she said was, "Water." Until I got up to get her some water I hadn't noticed the sign on her belly scrawled in magic marker that said, "Please fuck me raw!" I got her some water and developed a massive hard on that Susan noticed on my walk back to the bed.
"Go ahead, baby. Fuck my sloppy cunt with my fourth different cock of the day."
The only thing I was capable of hearing at that time was "Fuck my sloppy cunt!" I was light headed as I took off my clothes and climbed atop her gorgeous tied-up body, cumming in less than a minute. Her cunt was extremely sloppy and stretched out beyond belief but felt like heaven. Susan was surprised at how quickly I came and it showed on her face. It suddenly dawned on me that I hadn't said a word since I entered the room. I looked at her and said, "Are you all right, baby?"
She started laughing uncontrollably before announcing that my concern for her well-being seemed to have been trumped by my need to dump a load in her. She was right, of course. There was no suitable comeback for her comment.
I began untying her and asked, "Well, do you still want to tell me over drinks across the street about your morning? And also, what did you mean by me being your fourth different cock?"
"I was wondering when you might remember me saying that. I guess you'll have to buy me a drink so I can tell you what happened. I'm hoping you won't be mad, but I'm pretty sure you're going to be turned on for the most part."
Susan grabbed a bunch of tissues and wiped the juices from her cunt and ass and donned her only piece of clothing before we walked over to the steak house. I ordered us a couple of drinks and looked at her expectantly after they came. She looked at me and gave me a smile before diving into her story.
"I was walking toward room 216 when I spotted Lee having a smoke and leaning on the railing. He smiled at me and just grabbed my elbow and pulled me into his room. When I told him he'd said to come to room 216, he told me that he intended to finish with me before any interruptions could take place. He said that in case I'd told him about our meeting, he wanted to make sure that you didn't have a change of heart and decide to come and get me before he had a chance to properly use me. So he changed rooms."
"So, did he properly use you?"
"Did he ever! He unbuttoned the last three buttons on my dress and threw it across the room. He pushed me by my shoulders onto the bed. He leaned over me and kissed me deeply. Then he put his face right in front of mine and told me, 'You're meat, and I'm a carnivore!'" That's when he blindfolded me and tied me to the bed."
"Were you scared?"
"Yes, but I was even more excited. This guy has something that overwhelms me. I don't think there's anything I wouldn't do for him on a sexual level. He asked me what I was, and I said, "Meat'. The next thing I felt was his huge cock wiping its pre-cum all over my face before forcing its way inside my mouth. As he was fucking my mouth, he told me that I had to learn how take a cock down my throat."
"He began pushing his cock deeper as he told me to relax my throat. I started to gag as he went deeper but he didn't stop. I started to panic when my air was cut off. He didn't seem to care though as he continued to push deeper until I could actually feel him in my throat. He'd just hold it there as I wriggled around before pulling out for a bit so I could take a breath, then he was right back at it. He got to a point to where he was fucking my throat as if it were my pussy. I could feel his pubic hair on my face as he finally got the whole thing in my mouth."
I was hard as a rock. He'd already done more to her in less than 24 hours than I had done in three years. I sat there just looking at her, waiting for her to continue as I imagined the new feelings I was going to experience with her mouth full of my cock.
"He told me I was a fast learner and that I must really enjoy it since my cunt looked like an open faucet. Whenever I would gag or spit up, he would just start chuckling to himself. 'You're turning into a proper whore,' he said to me. For some reason, I became even more turned on. He must have fucked my face for 15 minutes when he suddenly stopped, took my blindfold off and climbed between my legs."
"He was using one of his hands to rub his cock up and down my pussy lips and clit as he asked me what I was. I told him I was meat, and he smiled at me before jamming his huge cock all the way inside me. I screamed until his other hand clasped itself over my mouth and he said, 'That will never do.' He pulled out of me, got up and took a gag out of his bag and fastened it to me. He jumped back on me and pushed his cock all the way in again as I screamed into the gag."
"As he began fucking me in earnest, I started enjoying the feelings, both physically and mentally. As I was getting ready to cum, there was a knock on the door. I was scared shitless that a maid was going to walk in on us, but it turned out to be Andy and Carlos. He looked at me and said 'There are a couple of carnivores out there that can smell meat.' I shook my head 'no,' but he just laughed at me, got up and let his two friends in."
She smiled at the expression I was wearing and said, "It really turns you on that your fiancé was used as a slut, doesn't it?"
"We need to go back to our room so I can hear this while my cock is in you."
"You're a bad boy, Rob."
"I know," I said while standing up to leave. I don't know how many people might have seen the pronounced tent in my pants, but none of that mattered. Her story made my cock ache to be in her, and nothing was going to matter beyond that. I watched as Susan walked toward the door as I paid the tab. The sun was shining through her dress showing anyone in there that she was only wearing one piece of clothing. She was so fucking hot!
We got back to the room and as soon as the door closed, I ripped her dress off and pushed her onto the bed. She looked at me with surprise and lust as I acted out of character, jacked up by her story. I tore off my clothes and entered her straight away. "Now, where were we?" I asked her. She started right back into her tale.
"The three of them started talking about me as if I wasn't there. Lee told them that he had trained my throat and that all of them will get to experience that before it ends. Carlos told him that it doesn't mean Andy's cock would fit and they all laughed. It dawned on me that Andy's cock was even bigger than Lee's and I started to get scared. They agreed that, for now, it would probably be best to leave the gag in. Andy said, 'This cunt is going to get one hell of a workout.' He sat next to me on the bed before driving at least 3 fingers into my pussy. He had a predatory look to him that both scared and excited me."
"Lee said that they should each fuck my three holes before making me air-tight. I didn't know what they meant by that until later. I looked over and saw that Carlos was nearly undressed by then. When finished, he walked straight to the bed, slapped my wet pussy a couple of times with his hand before sticking his cock inside me. He extended his arms under my shoulders before grabbing them and fucking me as hard as he could. He wasn't as big as Lee, but it was still bigger than you."
Her last statement sent me over the edge as I dumped a load into her well-worn pussy. Much to my surprise, I remained hard as Susan smiled up at me.
"Do you want me to continue or wait until later?"
"Go on," was all I could say.
She smiled again before kissing me full on the mouth. "That was to let you know how much I love you."
"I love you, too," I replied with a salty taste in my mouth.
"Carlos fucked me for about ten or fifteen minutes before cumming in me. As he rolled off me, there stood Andy, naked; stroking the biggest cock I'd ever seen. He looked down at me with a maniacal smile and said, 'I'm going to enjoy tearing you up with this.' Now I was scared to death as their earlier comments about each of them using my three holes began to sink in."
"Andy did the same thing as Carlos. As he rammed that monster cock into me, I screamed into my gag as he smiled and just kept driving that cock all the way to my cervix. I was shaking my head 'No' but he just smiled and drove it in even harder. As I slowly adjusted to his size, my body started to push back against him. His cock was rubbing my clit every time he drove it into me. I saw Lee and Carlos standing on each side of the bed, staring down at me while Andy fucked me senseless."
I was never more turned on in my life as Susan described the way these men used her. My hips were on auto-pilot as she continued.
"I'll bet Andy fucked me for nearly half an hour before dumping his load into me. Lee hadn't cum yet, so he jumped in after Andy finished and fucked me until he came. I probably had three or four orgasms while Andy fucked me, and once more while Lee fucked me. That's when they decided to take a break and left me tied to the bed and gagged. Again, they were talking about me as if I wasn't there."
"Andy said, 'I've been thinking about fucking that cunt since I saw her last night, showing us all her pussy from across the dance floor.' Can you believe it, Rob? How many guys saw my pussy last night when you made me spread my legs?"
"I'm not sure, but you should be happy he didn't invite all of them over to fuck you, my little slut." I pumped her pussy slowly as she continued.
"You're right. I never would have believed that I could ever be a willing participant in my own gang bang. Do you like the fact that three strangers used me like a common tart and filled me with cum?"
"Fuck yes, I do." I began sucking her nipples as she moaned.
"When they finished their break, they all approached the bed. They untied me, flipped me onto my stomach and retied me. I knew what was coming next. Carlos reached down and scooped up cum from my pussy and started rubbing it into my asshole. He began to finger fuck my asshole with one finger before increasing it to three fingers as he stretched me out. Then he just climbed on my back and jammed his cock up my ass. The pain made me scream and I almost passed out. Somebody reached under me and started to rub my clit. The pain began to subside as I became more turned on by the whole scene. When he was through with me, he climbed off as Lee climbed on. He, too, jammed his cock all the way in me, but I actually was starting to get turned on by the pain of his cock stretching me even wider than before. He wasn't in me long before he came."
"Andy got down in front of my face and started telling me how much he was looking forward to putting his huge cock in my ass. He told me it would probably be stretched out for a week. 'You probably won't even make noise when you fart,' he told me while looking at the fear that must have registered in my eyes."



"After Lee finally came in my ass, I looked over my shoulder to see Andy crawling over my back, still wearing that maniacal smile. He didn't jam his cock in all at once like the other two, though. He took the cum and pussy juice from my leaking holes in his hand and began greasing up his massive cock, getting ready to violate my asshole."
"Weren't you scared, baby?" I asked her.
"I was in a full-grown panic, Rob! This guy must have been at least 10 inches long and 4 inches in diameter. I've never even seen a dildo that big!"
"Did he get it into your asshole?"
"All the way in. He went slowly, but I think he was more concerned for any pain he might feel. I was thrashing around on the bed, screaming into that gag. Somebody put a pillow over my head until I began to quiet down. Once he got all the way in, he began fucking me hard. Having already cum once, he must have fucked my ass for at least half an hour. The other two started twisting my nipples while Andy did his best to destroy my asshole. In spite of all this, Lee began fingering my clit until I had a monstrous orgasm right before Andy came. I was worn out and could hardly move. This time they took a longer break, but at least they removed the gag and gave me some water. They just sat around after that, discussing how great a fuck I was and how they wished I lived around here so they could use me more often. Lee was right. I was meat for them, nothing more."
I was on fire. I could see everything she described and it made me so hard I thought I'd explode. I lifted myself up from her while continuing to fuck her. I saw the writing on her belly, reminding me that she was nothing more than a cum dump to them. I watched her tits bounce as I fucked her harder. I told her to finger her clit and she did. Feeling her hand between us as I fucked her sent me over the edge again. I heard and felt Susan cum as she looked into my eyes, seeing the excitement I had.
"Come with me," I said as I pulled her to her feet and led her to the shower. We washed and caressed each other until the skin on our feet and hands began to wrinkle. Her ass and cunt were still gaping open from her ordeal and she walked very gingerly.
I placed her on her stomach on the bed, got some lotion from her bag and gave her back and legs a tender massage. I think she moaned more from that than her fucking had provided. We both fell asleep while spooning on the bed and slept for several hours.
I woke up first to find my rock-hard cock sliding between her ass cheeks. I spit on my fingers and began rubbing it on her asshole. Going as slow as I could, I inched my cock into her ass. As soon as she realized what I was doing, she began pushing back into me until I was fully seated in her.
"What else happened?" I whispered to her.
"Are you sure you want to hear more?" she asked me.
"I've never been surer of anything in my life!"
"Well, they took another break. I told them I had to pee, so they untied me and I went to the bathroom. When I came back out, Lee instructed me to lie on the bed with my knees pulled up so they could look at my cunt and ass while they relaxed. After a while, each of them began rubbing their cocks while looking at me."
"About fifteen minutes later, all three got up and approached the bed. They spun me around so that my head was lying over the edge of the bed. They put a couple of pillows on the floor to kneel on right below my down-turned head. Lee and Andy each took an arm and a leg and held me in place as Carlos began pushing his cock into my mouth. He was fully hard after a couple of minutes and started pushing his cock to the back of my throat and into it. They all started laughing at me as I gagged and spit up, but that didn't do anything but make them harder. Carlos fucked my throat for a long time before finally dumping his cum in my mouth."
"Lee and Carlos then switched positions and Lee fucked my throat the same way he had earlier. One of the two, probably Carlos, began rubbing my clit while Lee fucked my face. I was really enjoying being used by these men. Something in me craved the usage, and lying there while three strangers used me as a fuck toy excited me on a level I never imagined."
"Lee and I came pretty close to one another. Luckily for me, Andy couldn't get hard again. Lee said he would have liked to have seen me with a cock in each hole at once. I realized the reference to air-tight from earlier.
They gave me something to wash down the cum before retying me to the bed. Andy took a magic marker from his pocket before they left and wrote on my stomach and that's how you found me. I hoped they were going to call you. There was no way I could get a message to you and I wasn't even in the room you thought I'd be in. And if that wasn't enough, they had blocked the door open so anyone could have come in here and I was helpless to stop anyone from doing anything that they wanted!"
"That could have been interesting!" I said with a bit too much enthusiasm.
"Men really are fucking pigs, aren't they?" She paused for a moment. "I guess that really isn't fair to pigs, but men are so gluttonous. They never seem to be satisfied with what they have."
"Oh, wait a minute," I said. "I was just being a smart-ass. No way am I the least bit disappointed in our day. I'm not sure I could ever do it again as intense as it was, but I have no regrets as long as you're okay with it, and judging by the smile you've been sporting since then, I assume you are. Don't put up a defense here. No one is going to attack you. This was a venture we took together and I'm glad we did."
Susan was trying to set herself up for the blame game, so I gave her all the ammo she'd ever need to be able to blame it all on me. Once I disarmed the land mines, she was back to her old frisky self again.
"You just might get yourself a blow-job tonight you silver-tongued pervert! By the way, how are you really with all that's happened?"
"I felt strong pangs of jealousy at times, guilt at times, hurt at times and hard almost all of the time."
She chuckled at my candor. "You are something else, baby. I love that we shared something that will only belong to you and I." A little later that day, we got together on a wedding date. Our fucking became more intense as time rolled on as we remembered our two-day awakening with Lee and company.
Neither of us has said anything about a honeymoon, time to take, where to go or anything about what we'll do. We'll figure it out, but knowing us, the theme will be erotic.



        