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Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    There’s only so much of giving gifts to a loving wife before you find out it’s some good home-town fucking she needs. Get this wrong, and there’s a good chance she’ll head off with someone else’s tail between her legs. 
 
    I loved my wife, I’d been through the whole gift-giving shit and tried pretty much everything, but I just wasn’t doing it between the sheets for her.  We’d been married a few years, tried all the kinky stuff couples do, and it was fun like it lasted, but I knew deep down she wasn’t happy. Unfortunately, it wasn’t me that could put the beautiful smile back on her face.  
 
    We’d dabbled in a few medicinal smoking habits to see if that helped, and I’d introduced my wife (Nancy) to my guy who sorted me out on the occasions I needed something. It was close to the weekend and a busy work week was behind us both. So, it would all start again, and I would need to focus my attention on trying to pleasure my wife.  
 
    “What have we got planned for the weekend?” I asked. 
 
    “I dunno, same old…same old I suppose.” 
 
    I could see Nancy wasn’t happy. It grieved me. 
 
    She sat at her makeup mirror, I walked up behind her and slipped my hands over her shoulder. I ran then down over her jutting collarbone and inside her sheer negligee. Nancy had a great pair of tits. I cupped them and started to tweak her nipples. I hear her tut under her breath, but she budded between my thumbs and forefingers. 
 
    “You fancy a quickie?”  
 
    She pulled my hand away and said she wasn’t in the mood. She’d had a hell of a day and just looked forward to dinner. We finished getting dressed and made our way to the sidewalk. 
 
    “Jeez, it’s a bit chilly,” Nancy remarked. 
 
    She crossed her legs, and I guessed she was in the mood to go out with no panties on again. Most guys at that point would feel a little warm in the groin department. At that moment, I didn’t. 
 
    “Where do you want to go?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    “How about that Irish bar across town?” Nancy said. 
 
    I creased my brow and looked at her. Are you meaning the one where Clay hangs out? 
 
    “Sure…Okay, we’ll go there.” 
 
    I hailed a cab, Nancy slid inside, and I made my way onto the back seat next to her. 
 
    Clay was my guy, he was six..two ad Gods knows how heavy. He was a monster of a guy. And he was black. I’d only taken Nancy there a couple of times, and that was way back. How she remembered it… 
 
    The cab pulled up outside the bar, it had a large green and white sign. O’Coglans. The sound of Gaelic music pushed its way through the door every time it was opened. We walked inside and as we approached the bar. The bartender nodded. Adan was 100% Irish and moved to the states a couple of years earlier. He must’ve thought I was there to see Clay because he nodded to the back of the bar where a large plume of smoke was billowing out from the side of the archway. 
 
    We got closer, and I could see Clay through another billowing puff of smoke from his cigar, as we rounded the post, he grinned, the light glinting off his gold tooth. It wasn't often you’d find the local drug dealer holing up in an Irish bar, but as he’d told me. Who the fuck would check in here for a drug dealer? He was right, most of the clientele were either in their golden years and had come for a quiet evening, or they were sports addicts who had their heads fixed on the overhead TV screens watching the latest game. 
 
    He dropped his Cuban into the ashtray and stood. I held out my hand, he took hold of it and almost crushed it when clasped his other around the back. His shake was hard enough to grind nuts, my hand stood no chance. With the size of him, I sure was glad to be in his good books. 
 
    “Billy, what’s up?” He said. Nancy slid on the bench seat next to him. ”And, as beautiful as ever. Nancy.” he took her hand all gentleman like and kissed the back of it. She giggled and had a smile on her face. That was the first one…or the first natural one she’d had on her face all evening. 
 
    “We’ve just come for a good time,” Nancy replied. I thought it was just for dinner. 
 
    “You know, you’ll always have a good time when Clay’s around,” he said. “You want hooking up with anything?” 
 
    “No, we’re fine. Your company’s good enough.” Clay snapped his fingers and Adan ran over with a new bottle of the bars best whiskey and some fresh glasses. 
 
    “You want soda in yours?” Clay asked Nancy. 
 
    “I’m good; I’ll take it straight and hard. I’ll just get it to the back of my throat and swallow.” 
 
    “Billy boy, you never told me your beautiful wife was so…well. You know what I mean.” 
 
    I did know what he meant, but just lately, she’d gone off the boil, or she had with me. All thought of food went straight to the backs of our heads, as the glasses were emptied and refilled. There was a good bit of humor flying around, and I could see Nancy was enjoying herself. It got to the point where the little boy's room was calling. I needed to pee. 
 
    I walked down the corridor toward the bathroom when the office door opened. Brandi walked from the office and cut off the hallway before I managed to get to the bathroom. 
 
    “Hey there, Billy isn’t it?” 
 
    “Hi! Brandi, it’s been a while. How’re you doing?” 
 
    I couldn’t help but notice Brandi’s huge cleavage. We were standing under one of the overhead lights, and the light shone directly down her top. There was something about black skin; it really stirred up something inside me. My cock twitched. I smiled and diverted my eyes from her huge tits, but rather than looking up toward her face, I glanced down at her skin-tight leggings. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and the stretchy fabric pulled right into her cunt. My cock twitched again. 
 
    “Hey Billy, the conversations up here,” she quipped. I apologized and looked at her face. She was nibbling on her plump bottom lip. I gulped. Brandi had the best-looking pair of cock sucking lips I’d ever seen in my life. She licked her lips. “You here alone?” 
 
    “Nah! My wife’s out front with Clay. We came out for dinner, but you know, the whiskey here’s just so freakin good.” I hiccupped. “I gotta pee.” 
 
    Brandi squeezed passed me. Her tits pushed hard against my chest. While my cock twitched, I watched her ass wiggle while she walked to the end of the corridor. She took one last look over her shoulder; she stopped walking and bent over. Damn, what a great ass. She winked and then rounded the corner. 
 
    I stood in the bathroom. There was no way I could pee with my cock half solid. I stood there and splashed water on my face while I waited for the urges to subside. 
 
    Billy, why the fuck don’t you get this excited with Nancy. One flash of a black pair of tits and the outline of a pussy and you are gagging for it. 
 
    Gagging for it, I was. If I felt this way at home, I’d be fucking Nancy every moment I could. I did fuck her, but something was missing, that bit of excitement that raised the animal like an instinct inside me. The instinct I’d just felt looking at Brandi. If she had followed me in here, I’d have fucked her right here in one of the cubicles. I pictured it. My white cock sliding inside her juicy black cunt. 
 
    “Crap,” I mumbled. Those images took me way passed a semi-erection, and I was well on my way to being fully hard. There was no way I could pee. 
 
    I walked back to the table. I saw a flash of Nancy’s hands on her lap, and her face was flushed red. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah! I think the whiskey has got the better of me.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    Her skirt was all ruffled up. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Nancy headed off to the bathroom. She wobbled a bit and giggled. Brandi stood and went with her to make sure she was okay. 
 
    “She’s one hot minx,” Clay said. 
 
    “I’m glad you noticed,” I replied.  
 
    He had a massive grin on his face as if he wanted to tell, or to ask me something. 
 
    “Wassup Billy?” 
 
    It was man talk; I didn’t see Clay on a regular basis so whatever I said now would be forgotten. In addition, it wasn’t that often he saw Nancy, once in a blue moon. 
 
    “I’m just not exciting to her at home…If you know what I mean?” 
 
    “Sure as hell do,” he replied. “But, fuck Billy, why have you got a problem with that piece of fine white ass?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t really know what the answer was, and I sure as hell didn’t know the solution. 
 
    “You need to give Nancy a good time,” he remarked putting his hand on my shoulder. I was a little embarrassed, so I bowed my head. I noticed his cock was pushing down his pants and was halfway to reaching his knee. Somewhere along the line, he’d become as turned on as me. Nancy? “You want me to help you put a smile on her face?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure how he could do that. We’d decided not to go the weed route, and neither of us felt like hitting a club. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    I was intrigued how Clay could please my wife when I couldn’t. 
 
    The girls returned from the bathroom. I went to slide on the seat and Nancy made me move so she could sit next to clay. Brandi slipped on the bench at her side, so I stepped to the far side of the table and sat on my own. Clay draped his arm around Nancy’s shoulder. She leaned into his large barreled chest, and her hand fell under the table. 
 
    I sensed something wasn’t as it should be. 
 
    “Billy, he says you two is after some marriage guidance?” 
 
    Nancy smiled up at Clay. He pulled back his dark lips, and his gold tooth shone as if he was a pirate. Ho…ho…ho and a bottle of rum. 
 
    “Something along those lines.” 
 
    “Billy also says he wants my help in putting a smile back on your face.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything of the sort. 
 
    “Billy?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Nancy giggled. Brandi crossed her leg and twisted in the seat to face Nancy. Her hand raised, and she pulled her fingers against the side of my wife’s face. Nancy skewed in her seat, and then they locked their lips together. Brandi’s dark hands caressed my wife’s pale skin and pushed her hair over her shoulder. I glanced over my shoulder and noticed there was no one left in the bar and Adan was messing around with his cell. His eyes never looked over once. 
 
    “Should you be…?” Clay raised his hand. 
 
    “Sit there little man and keep out of it.” 
 
    I might be having problems, but there’s no reason to… 
 
    Nancy pulled her head away from Brandi. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up Billy.” 
 
    Well, I’ll be. 
 
    I sat quietly and watched. Brandi pushed her tongue to Nancy’s mouth. She sucked her tongue and pulled her back to her. I was feeling a little pissed my wife was being used like a cheap slut, but there was no doubt I was feeling turned on by it. I spread my legs and adjusted my pants because my cock was filling and I was slowly reaching a semi-erection. Clay’s large hand wrapped around Nancy’s chest. He was large enough to cup her entire tit in one hand. Mine barely cupped half of one.  
 
    The strap of her top fell from her shoulder; he tugged at the fabric and bared her breast. Her nipple was already hard; her back was arching and pushing her tits further toward Brandi. Her head dropped, and Nancy’s nipple vanished inside Brandi’s mouth. I swallowed and licked my lips. My mouth was dry as hell. There was no way I could stop them, so I did what any man would do in my position. I stroked the side of my cock with the tips of my fingers. 
 
    “Oh, fuck this feels good.” 
 
    I hadn’t heard those words from my wife’s lips in a while. I put it all down the amount of whiskey she’d drank, but, she appeared to be in full control of her senses, and knew exactly what she was doing. Nancy lifted her hand and eased it inside Brandi’s low cut top. Her pale skin contrasted against the dark skin of Brandi. Jesus, I’ll come in my pants if I’m not careful. 
 
    Brandi leaned back, yanked at her top, and brazenly exposed her tits. 
 
    Nancy raised her hand and started to tease Brandi’s left nipple. I picked up my glass and took a huge gulp. Brandi had nipples that were…well, they were huge. Even with Nancy pinching them, they protruded passed her finger, which must mean they were close on an inch. 
 
    Holy fuck! 
 
    I wasn’t sure what to do, or what to say. But, from what I could see, my wife was having a hell of a time. 
 
    What a freakin way to make her happy. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “Enough.” Clay barked. 
 
    Thank fuck for that, I wasn’t sure where it was going to end up. 
 
    “Let’s take this out the back.” 
 
    I’d never seen ‘out the back’ of the bar, so I didn’t know what was there. I guessed it would be another room; maybe a…I didn’t have a fucking clue. 
 
    Nancy stood; she never even tried to push her tit back inside her top. Neither did Brandi. Her tits hung much lower than Nancy’s did because they were almost twice the size. Whoever said ‘more than a handful was a waste’ obviously hadn’t laid their eyes on Brandi’s. They were a good three to four hands to cover all of them, so there was plenty there to have some fun with. I wanted some fun. 
 
    I expected Nancy to walk up to me and sound shocked. Instead, she linked her arm around Clay’s. He had his hand on her ass. Inside her skirt, and as they walked in front of me, I could see her cheeks swing up and down…up and down. 
 
    I didn’t expect the next thing. It went dark, and I felt my arms being grabbed. I was dragged for a while; it was hard to tell how far because my feet didn’t touch the floor. I felt cold air hit me, and then the creak of a door, then it went warmer again.  
 
    Hands pulled at my shirt and dragged it up my body. I was made to raise my arms, and I was stripped from the waist up. Fingers then tugged at my belt, popped the button on my slacks and pulled down my zipper. Now, my pants were dragged to the floor, my feet were raised, and my shoes pulled off. I knew I was butt naked apart from my socks.  
 
    I felt the hard wood of the chair hit my bare ass. I was forced down; my hands were pulled behind my back and lashed together. I muffled screams, but from the hood that was over my head, I didn’t think anyone would hear me. Inside, it was warm from my breath, and I could feel perspiration filling up on my brow. The hood was then whipped off my head. 
 
    I blinked a few times until my eyes adjusted to the light. 
 
    Nancy leaned against a bench, she smiled at me, Clay did the same, and it appeared they were in this together. 
 
    “What the fuck’s all this?” I yelled. 
 
    “Billy,” Nancy said. “You know I love you right, but you just aren’t doing it for me in bed.” 
 
    “Yeah! I know, but…” 
 
    “Shush.” she walked closer to me. “It isn’t only you who knows Clay. All those times I said I was working late, you didn’t think I was working late, did you? Fuck me…you did.” 
 
    “You mean you’ve been coming here behind my back?” 
 
    She nodded.  
 
    It hit me like a ton of bricks. She’d been cheating on me, and it was no wonder Clay said she was a fine piece of ass, he’d already had a taste of her. 
 
    “Clay, you’re a cunt.” 
 
    His head cocked to the side. Someone calling him a cunt wasn’t going to scare him. He could probably crush my head with one hand. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    Nancy leaned toward me and planted her lips on mine. Her tongue pushed inside my mouth and her hand caressed my shaft. I was really fucking confused. 
 
    She pulled away. 
 
    “Unfasten him,” she said to someone who was stood behind me. “You stay there and don’t move.” I pulled my arms back in front of me and rubbed my wrists where the rope had dug in. Nancy walked back over toward Clay. She pushed her hands against his chest; he pulled at her skit to bare her ass in my direction. Nancy spread her legs; I could see the mound of her pussy…her plundered pussy that Clay had been enjoying for days…months…ye… 
 
    “How long has this been going on?” I yelled still fixated by my wife’s cunt. 
 
    “Long enough,” she replied. I saw her finger between her legs. She pushed it into her pussy and dragged her other hand down Clay’s chest until she reached his belt. She tugged one-handed. She popped his button and then tugged his zipper down. His large hands eased his pants over his hips. 
 
    Fuck me, his cocks huge. 
 
    Nancy wrapped her fingers around his shaft and pushed her hand back to the base of his cock. I was close enough to see the shiny head of his cock and the veins bulging underneath his black skin. 
 
    Once you go black, you’ll never go back. 
 
    How fucking true was that?   
 
    Clay pulled his shirt up to bare his swollen belly. He swept Nancy’s blonde hair over her shoulder. I watched her lick her lips and then ease them over the rim of his cockhead. She started to bob up and down his shaft while she finger fucked herself with her other hand. Clay dragged her skirt high up her waist and then slapped her on the ass. 
 
    I looked down, and my cock was bouncing on my thigh as it started to harden. There was no doubt; I was enjoying what I saw, even if it was for the wrong reasons. Something caught my eye at the side of me. I’d forgotten about whoever carried me into the back part of the bar. I looked up, and another massive gorilla of a guy stood there. He was already stripped, and he was slowly stroking his cock. 
 
    “I don’t fucking believe this,” I hissed. “My wife cheats on me by not one, but two guys.” I heard a cough from my other side. 
 
    Now, this is fucking ridiculous, three of them.    
 
    My natural reaction was to stand. The two hands that fell on my shoulders had another idea and pushed me back in my seat. The hands weren’t rough, they were silky smooth, and glided over me as if they were floating.  
 
     A head appeared over my shoulder, the hot breath fell on my neck, and then the hands pushed down toward my chest. Fingers and thumbs teased my nipples. They pinched and twisted as hard as they could. 
 
    “Motherfucker,” I yelped. I craned my head. 
 
    “Brandi?” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Nancy pulled her head from Clay’s cock and licked her lips. She shimmied from her skirt and removed her top. She turned to me and grinned while Clay pulled his shirt over his head. The two guys either side of me walked forward. Now, I wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but Brandi made sure I wasn’t going anywhere near my wife.  
 
    Clay lifted Nancy onto the bench which so happened to be hip height for all three of the guys. I didn’t want to ask if it was custom built, but none of them needed to stoop or stand on tiptoes to reach any part of Nancy’s body with their cocks. 
 
    She lay on her back and pushed her feet flat against the top of the bench. I quickly found out the other two guys names were Trey and Carmel, which was which, I didn’t know, and it made no difference what their freaking names were. The both stood up by Nancy…my wife's head. She rested it on the edge of the bench and reached for one of the person’s hard cocks. She stroked his shaft a couple of times and then swallowed the head of his cock. He pushed her head to the bench and started thrusting his hips forward and driving the length of his shaft to the back of her throat. 
 
    Hum! Didn’t she say, she’d take it hard and strong, and then swallow?  
 
    I knew what she meant, now. 
 
    Her eyes rolled, she slobbered against his cock. It was covered in thick strands of saliva that started to drip to the bench. The sound of her sucking boomed in my ears. The second guy was stood at the side of the bench on the far side. He climbed up and straddled her. His dark hands fell on her tits; he kneaded and fondled her and then pushed his cock between them and began thrusting back and forward. 
 
    I’d imagined doing that to Brandi, and now it was payback, but the big cunt was doing it for real. The head of his shaft almost rammed into Nancy’s chin when his hip thrust forward. I couldn’t picture him shooting his load up the side of her neck, where was the fun in that. 
 
    My eyes fell back to Clay. He’d positioned himself between Nancy’s legs. He gave one last look at me and then buried his head against her pussy. Nancy raised her back from the bench, the guy on top rode her arch like a rodeo rider and carried on shoving his cock between her ample tips. 
 
    Nancy crooked her one leg to the side. I could see she’d done that so I could watch Clay running his tongue up her slit. He lapped at her cunt…The lucky bastard. I knew Nancy was a real gusher; her juices would be flowing, especially when her clit was being rub… 
 
    “Don’t fucking move,” Brandi snapped in my ear. She walked forward. She was as naked as the day she was born…apart from the little nest of short curled pubic hairs that were in a narrow strip from the top of her delicious looking cunt. 
 
    A landing strip for heaven. 
 
    I quickly imagined spreading the lips of her pussy, running my tongue against the pink walls and sucking her large black lips. My cock was rock hard and waving back and forth. 
 
    Brandi leaned over Nancy; she licked her middle finger and started to shake against Nancy’s clit. Nancy’s body responded. She bucked and writhed around on the bench, Brandi pushed hard on her belly and Clay pushed against her thighs to keep her legs spread. 
 
    I was turned on to fuck watching. I wanted to grab my cock and jerk myself off, but if I got chance to fuck either Nancy or if I was super lucky Brandi, then I wanted to save my come. 
 
    “Suck the shit out of it you God damned slut,” Carmel screamed. I knew his name was Carmel because the guy who was titty fuckin her shouted ‘go for it Carmel,’ that rather gave the game away. 
 
    Nancy had tears streaming down her cheek as he thrust deeper to the back of her throat. I heard her gag, then with a pop, he whipped his cock from her mouth, and the end of his shaft spat another two streams of silky white come over her face. Nancy squealed with delight, and the first lot of cum started seeping from the corners of her mouth. She looked up and winked, and then her tongue curled from between her lips, scooped up the stream of white seed, and dragged it into her mouth. 
 
    She turned her attention to Trey; he was pumping away like crazy. I guessed he was going to splatter Nancy’s face with his seed. He stopped and climbed off her body. Clay raised his head from between Nancy’s quivering legs, all around his mouth glistened from the juices she’d spewed all over his face. 
 
    Nancy panted and said she’d wanted to scream she was coming, but Carmel’s cock was huge, and it stopped from breathing, never mind screaming. 
 
    I sat puzzled. I knew it wasn’t over…or was it. 
 
    I was so transfixed on the three guys who’d plundered my wife. I never noticed Brandi get to her knees in front of me. 
 
    “Hey! Skinny white boy,” she yelled. I glanced down. Brandi wrapped her tits around my cock and started tittie fucking me. My shaft pushed in and out of her vast hot swells. She bowed her head and spat saliva on the end of my cock. 
 
    “Yeah! Baby, that’s it. Make daddy come.” 
 
    Brandi stopped in a fit of laughter. She pulled her tits from my cock and stood to wipe tears from her eyes. 
 
    “Jeez, Nancy, this husband of yours is so funny.” 
 
    Hum! It appeared Brandi knew Nancy rather well. I wonder if she knows her well enough to have a threesome. 
 
    Nancy spun off the bench.  
 
    Trey climbed up in her place and lay on his back.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Clay helped Nancy on the bench. She threw her leg over Trey she grabbed hold of his cock and rubbed it against her pussy. 
 
    “Mmm, this feels good. I’ve missed this,” she cooed. 
 
    She’s fucked him before as well. 
 
     Her pleasure filled cries filled the room; she lowered her hips, inch by inch his cock slid deeper into her sopping cunt. She fell forward, her tits landing on his chest. Clay stepped closer to the bench. Brandi pulled a small jar from the side table and popped off the lid. Her fingers dipped inside, and she scooped out a large dollop of clear gel. Nancy spread her legs. Brandi pushed her fingers between the cheeks of my wife's ass and smeared lube against her tight hole. Nancy sighed as Brandi popped the tip of her finger in her ass and gyrated it. 
 
    “Come on Brandi, don’t be shy. Shove it all the way in.” 
 
    Is there anyone here who hasn’t pillaged my wife? 
 
    Brandi was busy ass fucking Nancy. Clay took the jar, pulled out a dollop of gel, and smeared it against the end of his massive cock. His hand stroked up and down, and then he stepped closer to the bench. 
 
    “Billy,” he said. “This is what you do to a slutty wife. You fuck here real good so she won’t stray.” Brandi’s finger popped out of Nancy’s ass. She parted her cheeks and Clay eased the head of his cock against the starred hole of Nancy’s ass. 
 
    “Clay, come on, shove that huge donkey dick of yours in my ass.” 
 
    Clay jolted forward. His belly slapped against the cheeks of Nancy’s ass. She screamed and began rocking between the two monster cocks that impaled both of her fuck holes. Clay rammed against her, her hair fell over Trey's face while she kissed him, her mouth pushing hard against him and her tongue licking all around his lips. Her back arched, her ass pushed back to accommodate the full length of Clay’s massive erection. 
 
    Brandi walked back to me. 
 
    “You like this lover boy…you like watchin your wife in the middle of some real chocolate double penetration? Do you...her cunt’s being spread wide, those cocks are rubbin all around inside her.” She laughed. 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    “Don’t worry little white boy.” I looked at my cock. It was no comparison. “We’ve got a special something for you, it won’t be long.” 
 
    She reached down, wrapped her fingers around my cock, and started jerking me off. 
 
    “Shiite, that’s good,” I murmured. 
 
    “Just to keep your mind on the job, we don’t want you losing interest now do we?” 
 
    “Fuck no.” Everything was all out there; I had nothing to lose. “You fancy a threesome?” 
 
    Brandi giggled. “I’m flattered, but if you ain’t pleasin her, you aren’t gonna please me.” She grabbed my wrist and pushed my hand between her legs. The rough pubic hair brushing against my wrist. “That’s one hot cunt don’t you think?” 
 
    I pushed my finger inside her. She tensed herself, her cunt clenched against my finger. 
 
    “Shove another in…hell, make it three.” 
 
    I married three fingers together and pushed them deep in her black cunt. I thrust up and down. Her cunt was soaking wet, and her juices were running down my fingers. Brand let go of my cock and flicked the head. 
 
    “Bitch.” 
 
    She stepped back and left my fingers hanging, all wet and in mid-air. 
 
    I watched the two hulking bodies ramming their sword-like cocks into my wife's cunt and ass. She screamed with pleasure…she cried she was going to come. Her body started to convulse. Clay dug his fingers into the cheeks of her ass and slammed himself as hard as he could. 
 
    His head tilted back. “Holy shit.” His body fell into spasm, and he jerked violently against her ass. Trey yelled from under Nancy’s damp strands of hair he was coming. The two guys rocked together. Nancy screamed with delight and then slumped. She pulled in ragged breaths as Clay popped his spent cock from her ass. Nancy raised her hips and rolled from on top of Trey’s shaft. 
 
    He stepped from the bench. Nancy sat with her legs crossed, and a massive ‘I’ve just had a fantastic fuck’ grin on her face. Clay hooked his finger and called me over to the bench. 
 
    “Looks like party time,” Brandi whispered in my ear. 
 
    I guessed I was going to fuck my wife, while all the others watched. I was laid on the table, and Nancy was helped up. She slowly started to straddle me but spun and faced away from me. 
 
    “What’s this 69?” 
 
    She giggled and lowered her hips against my face. 
 
    Drops of warm come began dripping against my chin. 
 
    “Come on Billy, I know you want this, I’ve known it for a long time,” Nancy said. “You wanna taste of my cream pie.” 
 
    The come seeping from her cunt and her ass looked somewhat disgusting, but on the other hand, she was right. I think it was what had been missing in our sex life. 
 
    “As long as you suck my cock.” 
 
    She turned her head. “Would I have it any other way?” 
 
    I felt her hot lips wrap around my shaft. Her head bobbed. I pushed my hands against the insides of her thigh and spread her cunt. I hesitated then the tip of my tongue pushed against the sticky mess. Her juices mixed with two lots of come.   
 
    “Come on bitch, get needle-dick to suck that come out of your pussy,” Clay’s deep voice boomed. 
 
    Nancy lowered her hips. 
 
    “Mmmph. I dipped my tongue arrow-like and pushed it as far as I could in her cream filled cunt. Trey’s come seeped from the gap and ran down my tongue to the back of my throat. It was still warm when I swallowed. I started to lap at her cunt; Clay’s thick seed ran from the cheeks of her ass. I savored the musky smelling seed of the two guys who’d pleasured my wife. 
 
    Fuck, this is heaven. Sucking her cunt dry while she’s swallowing my cock. 
 
    A deep voice bellowed in my ear. 
 
    “You like the taste of your wife’s ass and cunt?” 
 
    “You better fucking believe it.” 
 
    I humped my hips upward. I could feel my loins were ready to burst. 
 
    “I’m gonna…gonna co…” 
 
    Nancy pulled my shaft from her mouth and raised her hips. 
 
    “Come on then hubby, let’s get you home,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, but, I didn’t come.” 
 
    “I know, but you’re gonna be a lot more fucking eager to please me.” 
 
    “Can I please you when we get home?” I asked. 
 
    Nancy kissed me; the faint taste of Carmel’s come still on her lips. 
 
    “We’ll see, my little cuckold…we’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Bonus Story 
 
      
 
    The Yard 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1: Cover for Me 
 
      
 
    I sat at the desk like always, first to arrive at the office, when the phone rang. It was the governor. 
 
    "Alexis, I've got a bad case of the sh..." he started to say before I pulled the phone away from my ear. That was the last thing I needed to hear on a Monday morning. "Charge." 
 
    I missed something at the tail end of his sentence, and if it was what I thought it was...Oh boy, what a day. 
 
    "Can you repeat yourself again sir, the phone crackled? Just the last bit." 
 
    The governor explained I was in charge for the day. Me of all people.  
 
    "You know the ropes, do exactly like I do, and don't take any crap from anyone, you hear me?" 
 
    "Yes! I heard you, loud and clear." 
 
    The governor yelled he needed to go and dropped the phone. It was silent apart from his groaning which faded while I listened. I heard him slam the door and guessed he'd made it to the bathroom safely. I put the phone back in the cradle and pulled out a piece of notepaper to write down what I needed to do for the day. The governor followed a regimented routine. Walk around in the morning, make a few calls, have an extended lunch break and walk around the yard while the inmates are exercising. 
 
    Easy, do as he does. That's what he said. 
 
    I called the guard station. "Scott, the governor's ready for the morning rounds." 
 
    "Okay Alexis, I'll get the detail ready." 
 
    It took the guards about ten-fifteen to reach the office on average, so I started to get ready. Blazer on and fastened up all prim and proper. Me being a stand-in governor would give the guards a hell of a shock, and I wasn't sure what the inmates would think. 
 
    I stood ready and waited for the knock at the door. It came, and I shouted for the detail to enter. Scott looked at me with a puzzled look because there was no sign of the governor. 
 
    "Where is he?" he asked. 
 
    "He's taking a sick day," I replied. 
 
    "Is there a stand-in?" 
 
    I smiled and answered without saying a word. Scott shook his head in disbelief and led the way out of the office. We headed toward the block where the biker gang members were being held. They'd been caught and were on remand until their trial, but going into the central prison population was a no go. There’d be bloodshed everywhere with the Latin gang-bangers and the skinheads facing off against each other. Restricted access for the MC club was the safest for everyone. 
 
    It was pretty ironic with the bikers, they came across polite and respectful, but they were really mean fuckers when up against anyone else.  
 
    "Morning Alexis," Zak said pushing his brow against the bars of his cell, and peering up and down the hallway. "Where's the big guy?" 
 
    With his comment, I stood and spotted the other bikers hold out small mirrors or polished metal belongings to get a better view up the hallway to where I stood. It was a rare occasion for the governor to take a day off, and me being left in charge was as rare as monkey's flying out of your butt. 
 
    "Good morning Drake," I said walking past the second cell. I smiled to myself because Drake possessed the sexiest blue eyes which would make any woman drool. The next cell was Clark, he was the gang leader and was huge. I stepped sideways while I approached because he wasn't so keen to be locked up like the others. One whiff of freedom and he'd take his chances. 
 
    "Where is the bloated fuck?" he asked. His arms hung from his cell door, and I spotted the tattoo on his arm of a sexy woman. The fifties style with an hourglass figure, and it showed he was fond of women. 
 
    "He's feeling under the weather," I replied. 
 
    "Lucky for some people who can take a day off," he quipped. I had to agree with him, and if I took a sick day like that, the governor would be right down my throat. 
 
    Boyd and Elvin were next and were pretty sullen. They were the newest members of the gang, and it was the first time they'd been locked up. MJ was in the last cell and sat reading while I peered through the bars. 
 
    "How's it going MJ?" 
 
    "Sweet Alexis, have you seen this gown in my magazine?" he asked. MJ was short for Mary Jane and was the gay one in the club. This left five hunks who were keen to get out, and one who was more than happy to be banged up with another couple of hundred men. 
 
    I walked back down the hallway, and now the guys knew there wasn't a governor I was tailed by a few wolf-whistles and the odd comment about joining them in the cell for a while. As if I'd do anything so stupid. If I stepped in their cell, they'd take me hostage, and I'd be held responsible for a jailbreak. 
 
    I paused at the end of the hallway while Scott unlocked the large barred door. I turned and yelled back down the corridor. 
 
    "I'll see you lot later in the yard." 
 
    The central population was off limits while the inmates were roaming around. I did stand in the observation window and scour around the block. Inmates stood huddled up corners and were obviously busy selling contraband or handing over a newly crafted shank to one of their crew, and busy looking back up at the window where I stood. 
 
    "I've seen enough now Scott. I'll head back to the office." 
 
    "Right you are ma'am," he replied. 
 
    Now I needed to go back, and slip into my clerical cap and do some real work. Then it’d be lunch time and back around to make the afternoon visit in the yard. 
 
    I reached the office and headed into the governor's office for his diary. He had some meetings which I'd need to re-schedule. I pulled open the desk drawer, and my eyes fell on two small tightly rolled joints. One half smoked. 
 
    The governor smokes weed, or he's confiscated them?  
 
    I lifted the diary and spotted a silver lighter sitting in the bottom of the drawer. 
 
    Hum! He did say do exactly like I do. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2: Smoked 
 
      
 
    The smoke rose up to the exhaust fan in the governor’s office while I sucked on the end of the full joint, and the harsh bite of the weed hit the back of my throat. I coughed and spluttered, and a massive waft of smoke flew from my lungs. 
 
    I sucked again but a little smaller and held the smoke back as hard as I could. I started to giggle while I watched the one block of inmates in the yard because they looked tiny. If they could see me now puffing away on a joint, and I'm free as a bird while they’re doing time. I pulled a chair by the window and rested my arms on the back and puffed away. I wondered what all the fuss was with cannabis, and all that, because it hadn't affected me in the slightest. 
 
    I opened the top button on my blouse when I started to feel a bit warm. The sun was up, and it was the hottest part of the day, but I couldn't see the sun. Hum! 
 
    I looked at the clock, and it was almost time to make the afternoon yard round. I felt stuffy walking around in my skirt and blouse, so I decided to change into something a little more comfortable. I stepped from the office making sure none of the smoke escaped and grabbed my backpack. Monday was gym day thank God, and I'd got stuff in my bag. 
 
    I kicked off my shoes and slipped my skirt to the floor while I puffed wildly to finish the joint. Damn, I feel hungry. I stood and looked at myself in the mirror. Damn you look hot. 
 
    I called Scott and told him it was time for the afternoon yard rounds and to come and fetch me. I munched on an energy bar while I waited, and then washed my face. I looked presentable apart from sweatshirt and jogging bottoms, but that didn't mind because I was in charge. 
 
    I sprayed my perfume to get rid of the smoke and waited. Scott knocked on the office door and entered looking at me. 
 
    His nose lifted in the air and he sniffed. "Can you smell burning?" 
 
    "I can't smell diddly," I replied 
 
    "Why have you changed clothes?" I looked down at myself. Why had I changed clothes? 
 
    "I spilled my lunch, can you believe it?" 
 
    Scott commented it wouldn't happen if the governor were here, and he wouldn't say anything if I didn't. I wasn't going to say anything at all. 
 
    I followed Scott down to the cells where the bikers were held ready for their afternoon session in the yard. Although they were locked up, they put all their effort into keeping in shape, and on many occasions, I'd felt knobbly kneed watching the tight skin of their bodies perspire while they pumped weights.  
 
    "We're here." 
 
    "Scuse me?" 
 
    Scott looked at me while I stood wide-eyed. "Are you okay?" 
 
    "Sure, why wouldn't I be?" 
 
    "You seem a little different." 
 
    The large barred door started to open. I stepped through and yelled. "Hi guys, are you ready for some exercise?" 
 
    I ambled down the hallway peering into the cells while the bikers stared at me. I wanted to high-five them, but that was too much. Scott unlocked the door, and I stepped into the empty yard. I headed over to the spot I stood with the governor when we watched the inmates. The yellow line lay between me and the gym equipment the inmates used, and if they crossed it, they were in big trouble. 
 
    MJ exited the door and paraded around like the queen he was. He waved, and I waved back like a schoolgirl seeing her BFF. 
 
    Clark was next and was followed by Drake who turned to me and stared with his blue eyes. Damn, he's sexy. Zak and the other two exited last and headed directly to the gym equipment. I felt sporty while I watched them begin lifting weights and jumped up and down a couple of times. I stopped and pulled at the neckline of my sweatshirt. 
 
    "Crap, when did I remove my bra?" I looked up and wondered if anyone noticed my boobs jiggling. Scott never mentioned anything or did he keep it to himself to enjoy the view. I stood back and lifted my foot and placed it on the wall while I leaned back watching. Zak slowly walked in my direction and stood on the other side of the yellow line. 
 
    "We can smell your perfume from over there. It's a bit strong don't you think?" 
 
    "What's wrong with it Zaky boy?" I quipped. Oops. 
 
    "Nothin at all. I was only saying." he stepped forward and his toe went over the yellow line. 
 
    "Zak, watch your feet," I said while he stepped back and pushed his toe right to the edge of the line. 
 
    "Why are you in gym gear anyway?" 
 
    I explained I like to keep fit, and a few times a week after work helped me to stay trim. If I hadn't spilled my lunch, I'd still be dressed correctly now. 
 
    "I never took you to be a sporty person, you seem all prudish in your tight skirt and blouse." 
 
    "Work clothes that's all."  
 
    He pointed back over to the others and said he should be getting back. He didn't want to be seen fraternizing with the prison staff. 
 
    "Hey! What’s wrong with me?" 
 
    "There's nothing wrong with you, it's just you’re one of them, and we are us," he replied and started to turn his back on me. He stepped forward, and I followed. 
 
    "Zak." He kept walking. I walked from the box and neared the yellow line. "Stop there Zak." 
 
    He turned and spotted my feet were halfway over the yellow line. 
 
    "Stop or what?" 
 
    I felt angry. The prison was only a job and taking sides well, it just pissed me off. "Us and Them, I hate that." 
 
    "What’re you trying to say?" 
 
    "You lot are still people even if you did something wrong." 
 
    "If you feel so strongly come and join us, then you can show us how fit you really are." Zak laughed, and I noticed the other guys were stood watching. 
 
    "If I cross this line, Scott and the other guards will stop me." I looked up and glanced around the yard. "Where is Scott and the other guards?" 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3: Recreation Time 
 
      
 
    Clark sat on the end of the bench press and smiled up at me. I stood quaking with my arms folded in front of me. 
 
    "It appears you're all alone?"  
 
    It looked that way. Scott and the other guards of the detail mysteriously vanished, and I hoped it was worth their while to leave me alone with six guys, or five guys and one who wanted to be a woman. Drake stood curling the dumbbells with his eyes fixed on me. I gulped while I watched his biceps bulge. Holy smoke. My knee's weakened and I felt like I was about to fall over. Zak stepped behind me and slipped his arms under me to catch me, and his fingers brushing against the sides of my breasts. Ooh! 
 
    I leaned back and let my body relax against him while I gathered the strength in my legs. Zak raised his hands and cupped my breasts. I stood up straight and grabbed his wrist and spun. His arm was held tight behind his back. 
 
    "Watch what your fucking doing will you?" I snapped. "And that goes for all of you." 
 
    I pushed him forward, and he rubbed his shoulder. I said I kept fit, but never mentioned I was a black belt, and I did work in a prison after all. 
 
    "What if we rushed you?" Clark asked. 
 
    "I'd take you on," I snapped. 
 
    Clark stood and towered above me while his sizeable broad chest heaved. "A little girl like you thinks you could take all us guys?" 
 
    "I know I could." I held my hand's karate kid style in front of me. "You want to test me?" 
 
    "Sure, there's no one here," Clark replied. He stepped forward and started to untie the arms of his overalls which were tied around his waist. He dropped them to the floor and stood in white shorts. 
 
    "What’re you doing?" 
 
    "You said you wanted to take us on." His hand cupped his groin, and he shook his package. Stepped backward and bumped into Elvin. Obviously, he’d want to put on a good show to impress Clark. I swallowed and noticed all the guys apart from MJ were in shorts, and MJ sat doing his nails and couldn't be bothered to watch. 
 
    "There's five of you and one of me?" 
 
    "Club member like to share." 
 
    Clark stepped closer and took hold of my sweatshirt forcing it over my head. I lifted my arms and covered my breasts. 
 
    "Scott...Scott," I whimpered. 
 
    Clark glanced down at my jogging bottoms and ordered me to remove them. I didn't know how I could be more in the shit than I already was, but I did as I was told. I slipped my thumbs in the waistband and started to lower them. At least I'll have panti... I couldn't feel the elastic of my panties and must’ve removed them with my bra without realizing. Oh Crap! 
 
    Clark's hand grabbed both sides of my cheeks, and he kissed me. For a huge guy, he’d a tender kiss which felt kind of…nice. I melted slightly and felt hands caressing the cheeks of my ass. I wriggled slightly and spread my legs. A large hand pushed against my pussy, and a finger slid inside me. 
 
    "Mmph," I mumbled. 
 
    "So, you want to take us all on?" Clark whispered. 
 
    "I, er, erm. Hum!" 
 
    He stepped back to the bench-press and lowered himself. He ordered me to straddle him. I lifted my leg and stepped over his body. I glanced down and saw Clark's hand stroking his cock, he looked huge, and I wasn't sure I could it all inside me. I looked over my shoulder, and Drakes blue eyes melted me. I slumped and rested on Clark while Drake pushed himself between my legs.  
 
    "Are you ready Drake?" he nodded back, and I felt the tip of Clark's cock rubbing against my clit. Fuck, I never noticed it throbbing so much. I lowered my hips and felt my pussy stretch while I lowered myself onto Clark. I bobbed up and down and felt the full length of his cock filling my pussy. Hands pulled at the cheeks of my ass and Drake pushed the end of his cock closer. I gasped when the head of his cock gingerly inched itself in my ass. My head bowed, and damp strands of hair fell over Clark's chest. I'd hardly ever seen it in movies, but to feel double penetration...Fuck, it felt good. 
 
    Drake dug his fingers in the cheeks of my ass and rammed himself harder inside me. I squirmed and bucked while Clark thrust upward and his blistering erection filling the wet depths of my cunt. 
 
    "Oh, God!" I yelped with excitement. 
 
    Fingers curled in my hair, and Zak stood at the side of the bench. His cock in his hand he moved closer to my head.  
 
    "Suck it, take it to the back of your throat," he barked. 
 
    Tears streamed from my eyes when Zak rammed the full length of his cock to the back of my throat. I gagged for breath while he rocked his hips back and forth pulling tightly on my hair. I managed to suck in shallow panting breaths when the head of his cock pulled from my lips. He plunged his shaft back down my throat and held my head until my throat quivered and convulsed around the head of his cock. I rolled my eyes left and right when Elvin and Boyd grabbed my wrists and pushed my hands to their cocks.  
 
    I started to massage their shafts and felt the veins pulse inside my fingers. 
 
    The governor had one day off, and now look what happens? Five Inmates, and I've got five in me. 
 
    A sharp pain shot through the cheek of my ass. Drake whacked me again with the palm of his hand. I squirmed and bucked wildly under the sting pain which filled my body. Clark rammed his huge cock deeper inside my cunt, and a thought flashed in my head. I'm so glad I smoked some of the governors joint. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and pushed my pussy down the length of Clark's shaft while he thrust upward. My pussy felt on fire, and I could feel him and Drake rubbing against each other deep inside me. Zak pulled his hard shaft from my mouth, and I gasped I was close to cumming. He pulled my hair back and stood stroking his hard cock. My belly filled with fire and I quivered uncontrollably like I'd never done before. My juices flowed, and Drake jolted when his body let go. He screamed in blissful agony when his hot cum filled my ass. I peered down, and Clark's face was contorted. He shook and thrust wildly while I gyrated my hips. His hips seized and he pushed a second and third time, and his hot seed spilling over into my wet pussy. 
 
    "I'm cumming," I screamed. Zak plunged his cock back in my mouth and rocked back and force face fucking me while Boyd and Elvin stepped back. Zak's cock bulged, and he finally released himself into the back of my throat. His hand tugging on my hair and I swallowed his seed before he pulled his spent body from me. I rested on Clark's chest. I looked up while Boyd and Elvin readied themselves to fuck me. They frantically stroked their cocks to a full erection. 
 
    "Oh Boy!" I mumbled. 
 
    I stepped from over Clark's body, and he moved so I could lay back against the black and red vinyl. 
 
    "Fill your boots, boys," Clark said. "Do this right, and you’re in the club for good." 
 
    I peered across at Clark while he slipped his shorts back up to his waist. 
 
    "What about me, am I in the club?" 
 
    "Nah!" Clark said. "You can fill in for the governor when he's not here." 
 
    "How often's this gonna happen?" 
 
    "Well, from now on it's gonna be every Monday." 
 
    "How the fuck do you know that?" 
 
    Clark laughed while I rested on my elbows staring at him. 
 
    "I know,” he replied. “Because that's what I'm paying him to do." 
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