
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cuckolded by black neighbours

After college, my fiance (Emma) and I (Carl) happened to find a good 2-year lease on a house rental. We had been in an apartment since school and were tired of sharing walls with other people. It was in a decent little neighborhood without too many kids running around. Our wedding happened 3 months after we moved in. Yeah, it was a busy time, but we had planned a small wedding and had made all of the wedding decisions early on.


We were on a cul-de-sac that backed up to a few acres of trees. We only had 2 neighbors: one was a married couple in their late 50s. The other couple was a bit more peculiar. Well, the wife was pretty nice, but we rarely saw her. Her husband, Lamar, we saw a bit too often. He was a strange guy. He was in his early 50s and had been in the Army. He was about 6'4, muscular but lean, and still in pretty good shape. He was often out in his backyard, which was separated from ours along that stretch with a 6' wood privacy fence. The back part of our fence was only 4' tall. That's relevant in that he often appeared at it whenever my wife was laying out working on her tan. The best spot in the yard for the unblocked sun was near the fence, and he seemed to never miss an opportunity to say hi to her when she barely had anything on.


In college, we'd broken up for a bit for some of the usual reasons, but also because of my insecurities. Emma never gave me a reason to be suspicious - it was just my jealousy issues. When we were apart, of course, I'd often masturbate thinking about her. Ironically, I'd picture her fucking or sucking off random dudes that had picked her up: frat boys, middle-aged townies, basketball players. While it didn't make sense to me at the time, I just knew it always made me super horny (beyond the normal hornyness of a 21-year-old, if that's possible).


We got back together 5 months later and her return, as well as a lot of introspection, caused me to feel much less anxious about her. She had dated a few guys and I'd gone out with a couple of girls, but she had done what she wanted to do and we were as happy as we'd ever been. She was ready to spend the rest of her life with me and I felt, for once, very secure.


All this to say that our black neighbor chatting up and flirting with her whenever she was out in a bikini didn't upset me. Emma is a bit plain but pretty girl, lean but soft in the right areas, with a nice set of hips, a bubble ass, and full C-cup breasts that had just a perfect bit of hang to them. Where I once got uptight about stuff she wore that might be too tight, too short, or showed off her tits too much, post-breakup Carl enjoyed the small thrill of catching a man ogle her. One day I was on the outside of the fence and came around the corner. I'd heard them talking so I wasn't surprised that he was there. What did surprise me was that he was rubbing his hard dick through his shorts as he talked to her. He didn't hear me coming, so he got very flustered and walked off with his erection bouncing against the leg of his shorts pretty quickly after that. Emma was unaware of what he'd been doing but was very interested when I told her about it. We had often joked about her and Lamar because of his persistence but hands-off interest in her. Though the forced conversations with him at the fence annoyed her, she appreciates how much he liked her mid 20s body.


Anyway, it turned me on to think of them together, even though he was a bit creepy, and it intrigued her, too. She'd never been with a black guy before but had always been curious. Since he seemed harmless, she started to tease him a bit, especially after I caught him playing with himself behind the fence. If she was laying with her head closer to the fence, and her bikini top untied, she’d lean up to speak with him, which sometimes would expose her nipples just a little. Or if she was on her back, she'd rest her hand on her inner thigh when he was there. We even once picked a spot to fuck in the backyard at night that was in view of a window we assumed to be his bedroom window. She's sure he watched because we'd been around the fire ring earlier, so he knew we were out there.


Maybe it was all this teasing and hypothetical dalliances that got us open to kinky things. One night, about a month before the story that I'm setting up, after a bit too much pot and booze, joking and flirting led to her flashing my best friend, Ron (with my encouragement). Then he was feeling her breasts. Then sucking on them. Then she was rubbing his erection through his jeans. Finally, she pushed him off as he continued to fondle and kiss her breasts. She told me after he left that she wanted to suck his dick, too, but wasn't sure how I'd react. The fact that I fucked her as hard as I could after that confession let her know that I wouldn't have a problem with it then or in the future. But that all is a different story for another time...


So it was with that ice broken that I finally accepted one of Lamar’s invitations to come shoot pool in his basement. We had just had an offer accepted on a house, so we'd be moving within a week. But it wasn't about giving up 2 hours to his ramblings. I had an ulterior motive. One that would either earn me husband of the year or a reservation on the couch.


“Yeah, this Saturday evening would be fine, Lamar. Can I bring Emma?”


Lamar was speechless for once. He'd never invited her to come, too. Just me.


“Yeah, that’ll be fine. Uh, my wife will be on the evening shift that night.”


“That's not a problem. Emma doesn't mind hanging out with guys.”


Her eyes got huge when I told her.


“We’ve made a lot of jokes about that, but I don't know if I could go through with it.”


“Sweetie, it's your call. Odds are, it won't happen because he’ll be acting strangely or one of us will not want it to happen. And if it does and it's weird or a disaster, we won't ever see him again because we’ve moved.”


“Ok, we’ll see how I feel on Saturday.” 

She must have felt pretty excited about it because she wore these shorts that sat on her hips and emphasized her ass perfectly. Her top was clingy, thin, and low cut. It became apparent that she forewent her padded bras for a thinner cupped one, as her nipples were often on display in his cool basement.


I’ll summarize the fun but a boring part: we drank and shot pool. Lamar was somewhat cool, though he was eye-fucking my wife the whole time. Not in an obnoxious way - he couldn't seem to help it. I couldn't blame him. Emma even subtly encouraged it with how she'd bend over or stretch. As we got a little drunk, the comments and jokes got more risqué. Emma would “accidentally” brush her ass against his groin as she passed him. I'd reach over and squeeze a tit as Lamar looked at her. He offered us some weed, which always makes Emma horny and multi-orgasmic.


After we toked, she suggested an old billiard game we made up in college that was mostly just an excuse to play around with each other. It was essentially a strip pool where whoever scratched had to remove an article of clothing. Lamar readily agreed and told me to not scratch.


The first to scratch was Emma, so she removed her top. My underwear got tighter because the bra that she had on pushed her breasts up as if offering them up. When she walked, they bounced a bit. Her nipples strained against the fabric.


“Your wife has spectacular boobs, Carl.”


“He'll be seeing them soon which how I'm playing!”


She proved herself right on her next turn. She walked up to him, sitting on the arm of his couch, and asked him to unclasp her bra for her.


“It's in the front,” she said, offering her breasts to him.


“Oh, I'd be happy to do that,” he replied. As he reached for the clasp, his hands brushed across her breasts and lingered for a second. Unhooked, the bra popped open to reveal the inner swells of her breasts. She just stood there, giggling at him. He pulled the cups apart and exposed her gorgeous breasts to us. Her nipples were rock hard, her areolas two dark pink quarters on her untanned boobs, themselves white islands on the tanned skin. I have no idea how he registered the urge to grab them. She finally stepped back and let the bra fall to the floor. “Your shot, Lamar.”


Flustered, he scratched and remove his shirt. I did the same.


Emma tried a too difficult shot, stretched out over the edge of the table. Still, it looked to me like she shot the cue ball directly into the pocket. Lamar might have noticed had he not been staring at her ass, which was pointed directly at him. I looked at the front of his basketball shorts. My wife’s antics were having the same effect on him as they were on me, only to a much larger degree.


Remaining bent over, Emma pushed her ass at him as she backed away from the table. She reached under and undid the button and zipper. She eased her shorts down, revealing her lovely round white ass. She'd worn her sheer panties - holy fucking shit. The right leg hole had ridden into her crack and a lovely swell of ass cheek was hanging out.


“Goddamn, girl,” he sighed as his hand unconsciously started to hold his cock. She turned around to face him. Her brown bush displayed prominently under the sheer.


“There's another rule I forgot to mention. If you scratch three times in a row, you have to remove a piece of clothing from the opponent of your choosing.” She did put even bother to pretend to decide; she strode to the couch arm where he sat.


“I choose your shorts. Please, allow me.”


As he had done, her hands ran up the clothing that was to be removed, lingering on what was behind it. They rubbed against the bulge in his shorts. “Oooooh,” she cooed. He lifted off the couch arm and she pulled down his blue basketball shorts and exposed his equipment. "Oh my god," she said and glanced at me. His cock hung 6 inches with a head even wider than its impressive girth. Behind it, his ballsack held two objects that could have been golf balls. She reached behind his member and lifted it with her cupped palm as if to examine it and prove that it was real.


"It's heavy, ain't it? Hahaha," Lamar laughed.


Her eyes wide, her mouth gaped, from shock or desire, I don't know which. My dick immediately started swelling at the sight of my wife rubbing his expanding cock. I once had driven her away with my jealousy and insecurity, but now I felt a fevered desire to see her give herself to someone else. She placed her mouth on the end of his dark purple head and worked it past her lips. It now looked to be about 9 inches. Her lips worked their way down his meat. I knew well her excellent oral skills but was still amazed that she got not only the head but another 3 inches into her mouth. She moved her head back and forth, inhaling and exposing that length of his manhood. I straightened out my erection in my shorts and rubbed my palm against it.


She gave her jaw a break and started licking his cock and balls. She'd flick the underside of his bell end and then lap at his scrotum. She'd tell me later that his musk was strong but it only made her hornier. She'd lock eyes with me as she took his cock deeper into her mouth.


"That's right. Suck that dick. You know that's what you came hereafter." When she responded with an enthusiastic "mm hmm" as she was bobbing on his cock, I knew that he was going to talk dirty to her. And I knew we both would enjoy it more if he did.


After a few minutes of wet, determined sucking, she tapped his cock against her face. "I want this inside me. Please."


"Ha. Well, pardon me, Mr. Carl, but I'm going to have to fuck your hot little wife. Hope you don't mind."


"She's all yours, man. You can do whatever she wants you to do."


"Yes I can," he confirmed. "Lay back on that couch, girl."


She stood and let his cock slide out of her hand. It bobbed in the air. My smaller, average-sized dick could point mostly upward when hard, but his thick meat was too heavy to support that weight. My wife tip-toed and then hopped once to the couch excitedly, causing her breasts to bounce so beautifully. She leaned over to me and gave me a deep kiss made sloppy by the saliva she'd created sucking his dick. I always loved a wet kiss after a blowjob and this was no different.


He reached around her and cupped her breasts, pulling her away and back against him. His cock pressed against her ass crack. His massive hands clinched her tits, fingers digging into her flesh. I knew that as she got more turned on that she liked forceful actions like that. Lamar then reached down and pressed his fingers against her pussy through the cloth of her panties. My wife moaned and leaned her head back against him. I couldn't see what his other hand was doing, but she later told me that it was between her ass cheeks and a finger was massaging her anus through her underwear.


Her breathing deepened. Now his hand dipped into the front of her panties, over her pubic hair. She flinched as his fingers found her clit. She began moaning and leaned her head back against my neighbor. After a minute, I saw his hand slide down further through the sheer fabric. It looked like the knuckle on the edge of his palm kept the pressure on her clit as one or possibly two of his fingers began to explore her pussy opening. She responded with a low, guttural "ooooh" and squeezed her tits, taking her nipples between her index fingers and thumbs.


Having both of her holes stimulated by his strong, unfamiliar hands brought her quickly to her first orgasm. His arm tightened against her to hold her in place as her body bucked with pleasure. "Oh! Oh fuck fuck God. OH YES!" She exclaimed as a series of three orgasms exploded through her. As he withdrew from her pussy, his fingers left wet streaks of her juices up her belly. His hold on her loosened, she turned and fell backward onto the couch.


"You might want to try that one sometime," he said to me with a hint of condescension.


He reached down and pulled her panties down her legs, fully revealing her bush. The hair closest to her slit was wet. She was staring at his still mostly engorged cock and obediently open her legs wide, exposing her pussy to him. I felt a thrill go through my body. I pulled down my shorts and underwear and gripped my hard-on.


"Heh, I miss hairy pussies like this. That pussy ready for my cock?" he asked as he got down on his knees, stroking it to its full size.


"Yes! Stuff that monster in me. Carl, get the lube from my shorts."


Yeah, you're going to need it, I thought.


When I returned to the couch, he'd moved between her legs. His cock lay against her cunt, but of course, stuck up six inches over her belly. As I was wondering how much of that thing she would be able to accommodate, she told me to lube his cock.


"What?" I'd heard the words but I was a bit shocked by her command.


"Do it," she said.


I looked at Lamar, thinking he'd veto the idea.


"You heard your wife. I may be in charge of her right now, but she's in charge of you."


I obediently poured a bit of lube into my right hand and tentatively grasped the head of his cock. It was warm and felt solid. I started applying the lube over it and down his shaft a bit. I had to admit that it was a magnificent piece of meat. And I have to admit that it was arousing to hold it and ready it for my waiting wife. Emma smiled at me as I stroked it and said, "Nice."


"All right, that's enough. She didn't say to Carl me off."


I released it and sat on the couch, less than a foot from my wife. Lamar grabbed the base of his cock and down over her. He ran the glistening head of his cock over her clit and pressed it against her labia. They have pushed apart and he began to enter her.


Emma inhaled through her teeth as his large head disappeared into her. "Holy shit that's a big cock. Start slow, please."


When he reached halfway inside her, she made a little squeak from pleasure and pain. She put her hands on his hips as if to stop him from going any farther. He slowly withdrew until his head started to emerge from her hole and then he pushed back in. He stopped after introducing another inch or so into her pussy. Her eyes were closed and her breathing deepened. I knew she loved our sex life, but he was taking her someplace I never could. That's exactly what we both wanted.


“Is this what … you thought about doing to me … when you saw me in my … bikini” she said, struggling to get the words out as he stretched her cunt.


“Yeah, girl. I wanted to rip it off of you, bend you over that chair, and fuck you.”


As he said that, the tempo of his thrusting increased. He reached up and held her in place with his left hand. His right hand grabbed a tit and squeezed.


“Uggh,” my wife moaned. “You've splitting me … Oh … In half. God your cock! I wanted to look up … And see you stoking it … As I was laying there. Oh!”


“You should have just come on over. I'd have given you what you needed.”


She looked down and watched his manhood impale her. By now he'd buried his cock almost in my wife. A sheen of perspiration appeared on her chest and forehead. When he pulled back, her inner lips were pulled out with it. He took his hand off her tit - it was red from his grasp - and placed it over her bush. His thumb started making circles on her swollen clit.


“OH OH GOD YES KEEP DOING THAT!” she screamed and came hard right away. Their fucking got sloppy-sounding. My dick ached for release. To see the love of my life getting fucked like a porn star was incredibly hot.


After her orgasm passed, Lamar pulled his cock out of her. As it pulsed, I thought he was about to unload on her, but he didn't. He leaned down, took her left nipple and part of her breast into his mouth, and started sucking. Emma grabbed the back of his head and drew in down further on her tit. I looked at her abused cunt: her hole was still open but I could see her muscle contracting. A stain of wetness had spread below her.


Lamar leaned on his elbows, which freed his hands to squeeze her boobs and caused her areolas to pop out a bit. He took turns licking and sucked on them, to my wife’s pleasure. Soon, his cock head pushed against her opening. He eased the head in, while still tonguing her titties, and with short strokes worked that bell in and out of her. She loved it when I did that with my average-sized dick. Such a big dumb head teasing her pussy had to be transcendental.


It certainly got her ready for more fucking, Emma raised her pelvis and wrapped her legs around his waist, hooking a heel over her other foot, exposing her pussy fully to his cock. His ass arched back and thrust forward fully into her with a steady insistent rhythm. Each one elicited a primal grunt from my wife. Her gorgeous tits bounced to his thrusts.


I leaned out and looked at them from behind. His heavy balls thumped against her spread ass cheeks. I knew if she could ignore the massive cock plunging her that she could feel his scrotum slapping against her asshole. Occasionally he'd pause when fully inside her, which caused his sack to tighten around his balls. Shit, they looked like a set you'd see on a prize hog. My erection tightened as I thought about the amount of cum he could spew in her cunt, or across her face, or into her open mouth.


After he brought one leg upward for more leverage, she slipped one long arm past her ass. Her fingers reached his left nut and she stroked it. "Haha. Oh, that better not be your hand, Mr. Carl," Lamar joked.


"That cock filling you up, baby?" He asked.


"Yesss," she exhaled. "God it feels so good!"


He pulled out and drove it right back. She gasped and now put both hands on his ass. He grabbed her right tit and pinched her nipple between two fingers and repeated his exaggerated thrusts. On the third, her whole body flinched and she came against him. "Mmph!" He exclaimed as her tight pussy gripped his rod harder. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" she squealed on his next thrusts until her orgasm passed. I could see her juices running from her hole and down her buttocks.


As she relaxed from exhaustion, Lamar leaned forward, which pressed his cock downward and into her.


"Where do you want it," he asked. She didn't answer. I saw his balls draw up. "Where?" He said again through gritted teeth. Though she was in the pill, I said, "On her tits and face!", wanting to see him blast his initial load all over her. He can cum in her pussy on his second go-around if she's able to take more.


He pulled out with a wet pop, which brought her back to what was happening. He grabbed his cock and after two strokes, shot a thick rope of white sperm that stretched from her right tit, still red from his grip, down her belly, almost to her bush. I could see the amazement on her face at the shiny stream. He moved over her more and stroked his prick three times like he was cocking a shotgun. Apt description and the second squirt exploded a ridiculous blast from his dick, it reached her lips and trailed down her chin to her upper chest.


At this point, I lost control and came all over my hand and belly. But I didn't take my eyes off of them. He continued to yank himself though more gently. A third gush pored on tits and then a smaller fourth followed. Fuckin A, I thought. Emma stared at his spitting prick as she scooped up a load of it from her chest and smeared it across her face and into her mouth.


"Carl, there should be a couple of towels in that bathroom," he said without looking at me. "I made a mess all over your pretty wife." He moved his cock to her face and asked her, "did you wanna taste your pussy?" She wordlessly grasped it and rubbed it on her cheek. The last drop emerged from his still-swollen head and was mixed with his other cum. She licked the underside of his shaft and then sucked in his head. I quickly fetched the towels, started cleaning myself off, and threw the other one onto the couch next to them. When she finished sucking him, he picked up the towel and ran it down the length of his shaft, like the master cocksman he turned out to be. Then he carefully wiped her off.


After I wiped myself dry, but before I could sit down next to my used wife, he plopped down. His dick still looked half swollen as it bounced against his thigh. I looked at my wife in time to see her duck under his raised arm. She laid her head on his chest, winked at me, pressing her breasts against his side. Her right leg settled on his, her bush on his thigh. Her hand came to rest on his meat, which she casually petted and rubbed.


“Heh heh,” Lamar laughed. “You're not ready to call it a night, are you, baby? Just climb up on me when you're ready.” 

The three of us sat on the couch in Lamar's basement, me to my neighbor's left and Emma, my wife, draped on his right side. His arm was around her, with his hand cupping her ass. Emma's skin was lightly tanned but it was still in contrast with his medium brown complexion. Her breasts, untouched by the sun, were very white and pressed against his side. I loved the difference in color between their bodies.


Emma and I both watched at her right hand, which was touching his meat: his thick post-fucking cock, which still seemed partially swollen, and his massive balls, semi-sparsely covered with short curly-q pubes. He'd had his thighs pressed together so that his gifts were presented well and she had easy access to whatever she wanted to touch. Or lick.


She drew her fingers back and forth along his cock, lightly along its veins and over his bell end. Her fingernails then combed through the denser pubic mat of velcro-like hair above his shaft. Lamar was her first black man and she wanted to explore everything she could. She reached down and held his ballsack. As her fingers manipulated it, both our cocks responded. I looked up at my wife and my black neighbor: she was licking his nipple and he had reached up and was squeezing her big round right tit. Her nipple was hard, as was the pebbled skin of her aureola. He pinched it between his fingers and she flinched.


Her hand was now wrapped around his expanding dick. It was intoxicating to watch it growing in her grasp. She stroked it for a minute as it was pointed down his thigh. I could see his head swelling. She then lifted that monster to meet her mouth as she bent down. Emma has a mouth that is a bit bigger than average and she needed it. Her tongue met the fleshy top of his cockhead and gave it an exaggerated lick before her lips inhaled it. She started sucking, only taking about an inch in beyond the bell. Her hand ran up and down the rest of it. When the end of his cock pressed her cheek outward at me, I started rubbing my hard-on.


"Oh yeah suck on that dick, girl," Lamar said, but I was thinking it. I was watching my wife, a woman I love so much, and for whom I have so much desire, starring in a live interracial porn movie right next to me. I always loved watching clips of a white woman take on the challenge of a huge cock - especially a black one. Here was my wife working it like a pro. I was so proud.


After a few minutes of working his cock head in and out of her mouth, she got off of the couch and got between his legs. She rubbed his girth around her face, just savoring its size and presence. She held it up gazed at the impressive hunk of cock, her eyes taking in every detail. She was worshipping Lamar's instrument, its size and blackness inflaming her lust. She bumped it against her lips and kissed it. She then started lapping at the underside with her tongue, working her way down to the thick base. I moved off the couch to get a better view of the action.


She then turned her attention to his balls, cradling them in her left hand. She kissed and licked them. She sucked one into her mouth and then did the same to the other. I knew when she was worked up because she was making soft moaning sounds as she did this. Then she lifted them and licked the underside of his scrotum. Lamar moaned loudly. He parted his legs wider and moved lower on the couch. Emma then started licking him at the junction between his ball sack and thigh. "Damn, she's turned on if she's licking him there, " I thought. Now she licked his super sensitive perineum, which was bulged out because of his erection while holding his balls up with her left and also slowly stroking his cock with her right hand. She would later say that his scent was musky but turned her on.


"Fuck girl, you know what you are doing! Goddamn."


After a minute, she got on her feet, bent over his cock, and took it into her mouth. She reached under herself and started to rub her clit and pussy, while working more and more of his huge dick in and out of her mouth. When she felt her pussy was wet and ready, she let saliva drool from her mouth onto his cockhead, which she delicately spread around. She wasn't going to use lube this time as she was stretched still from the last plunging. She climbed on top of him, said "I need more of this bad boy", and eased herself down on his dick.


"OHHH!" she exclaimed as his head cleared her outer lips. She rocked on it, easing his cock into her stretched pussy little by little. She steadied herself by placing her hands on his pecs.


"Ain't no hurry," Lamar said. "But let me help you out a bit."


He reached down and began rubbing her clit. With his other hand, he reached around and alternated kneading her ass and running his fingers up and down her crack to her pink star.


It might not have gotten her any wetter, but his hands gave her even more motivation. Now she was beyond halfway and started moving up and down.


'"How's it feel, baby?" I asked.


"Oohhhh. Fuck me it's so thick. Uhh!"


"You look so fucking hot, Emma."


With her eyes still closed, she smiled a bit before she felt her orgasm building. Then her mouth opened into an O and she started panting. Lamar was still fingering her clit and anus as she picked up her riding pace. She had now gotten his whole manhood into her pussy and was now raising 4 or 5 inches and slamming her ass back down on his thighs. Her dense tits were bouncing beautifully. She told me later that it felt like it was poking her intestines. It hurt but that didn't compare to the pleasure that she'd never felt before.


"OHMYGOD YES! AH AH AH!" she screamed as the orgasm ripped through her body. The wave caused her to pause while lifted off of Lamar. He grabbed her hips to hold her and began thrusting up into her. "YES! YES!" she yelled. "FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG DICK!"


I got down on the floor in front of them and watched him slam it into her pussy with such force that his nuts slapped the curves of her ass. Her cum ran down his wide shaft. Her legs were opened as wide as they could go. Her pretty anus was flexing as she came two more times before her body relaxed against him; his cock still stuffed into her cunt.


I looked up at them and she had her open mouth smashed against his, and his hands were full of her tits. Their kisses were sloppy and loud. I felt a twinge of jealousy for some reason at the sight of this even more intimate passion. Never mind that she'd sucked his cock twice and had multiple orgasms on a dick that I couldn't pretend to have, all of which just made me rock hard with lust. I guess it was one thing for her to use his cock for her, and my, pleasure, but the deep kisses were another, though given what she'd just experienced, there was no way I could hold it against her. She was lost in ecstasy.


He broke the kiss, leaving a chain of saliva between them.


"Now it's my turn, little lady. Is it cool to cum inside you?" He began to move her up and down on his still-ready dick.


"Yes. I'm on the pill," she said, dreamily. "I want to feel it squirt in me."


"You ever take two men at a time?"


"Not yet," she giggled. I'd buttfucked her before a few times. We both enjoyed it, but it wasn't something we did often because she felt self-conscious about it, and required warning so she can make sure she's fresh.


"Well, Mr. Carl over there is about to cum all over my carpet by the looks of it. I know I ain't gonna fit up there, but he might."


She looked around at me and smiled with her eyes at half-mast still. "Fuck my ass, baby," Emma asked, "While Lamar empties his balls into my pussy."


I quickly grabbed the lube as they repositioned a bit so that her asshole was more easily available to me. His legs were far off the end of the couch, with her straddling him. I slicked up my throbbing cock and lubed her ass with first one finger and then two, which caused her to moan.


"I'm going to hold her in place. We'll do the work."


"Ok", I said, "Ready, honey?"


"Mm-hmm," she answered, steeling herself against what was about to happen.


I pushed my slickened head against her star. I couldn't get in until I felt her relax and pucker her anus out. My bell cleared her outer ring and I started to ease my way in. Fuck, after all of the visual stimulation, and upon hearing her take in a deep breath as I pushed, I only hoped to be able to get all the way in and thrust a few times before exploding. I tried to not notice how incredible it felt.


"Go," she sighed and Lamar began fucking her in a slow rhythm. It took a few tries to fall in line with his rhythm, as his strokes were, uh, a bit longer than mine. I could feel his cock pressing against mine, separated by only a centimeter of her flesh I suppose.


"Fuck...." she moaned as we shared my wife, a dick in her pussy and a dick up her ass. "I'm going to cum again." Based on the body positions, her clit must have been rubbing against the area covered by his pubic hair.


"Cum for your men, baby, like a good little girl," Lamar said.


"Harder, Lamar!"


He picked up the pace as she came hard. I tried to not have my dick broken off or expelled by her orgasm. But it was Lamar that slipped out as he was pulling back.


"Oh!" she said. "Get him back in!"


Nobody moved to do it, so I guess it was up to me. I withdrew from her ass and looked down at his big dumb cock. It was too heavy to stand straight up or out like mine and glistened with her juices. It flexed. I grabbed its slimy shaft and held it for a second, mesmerized by its weight and heat. I tapped it against her thigh to remind her just what her pussy was accommodating. I rubbed the head up and down her slit to both of their pleasures and pointed its tip in her gaping hole. He pushed in rather easily.


"Hurry up. I ain't waiting for you for too long" he said and he began making mini thrusts into Emma.


Thankfully, my wife's ass was still open and lubed, and I was able to enter her, pushing until my pubic puff tickled her above her stuffed anus. I held her buttocks apart and began actively fucking my wife's ass.


"Next time ... I'm laying out ... come over and .... fuck .... my brains out," she panted. She wanted him to finish soon as she was getting tired. She told me later that the dirty talk was to make him cum, but it was going to have the same effect on me.


"I want you to slap your big dick ... against my face and... I want to suck it ... for everyone to see! I want them to ... watch you pound my PUSSY ... yes! And then cum ... all over my face. And rub your hairy balls ... on my face."


"Oh, they'll see how much you love black dick, girl!!"


The last thing I felt before I shot 4 squirts of cum up my wife's ass was even more pressure against my dick from the cock in her pussy.


"Ugh!" he yelled as he exploded in her. She told me that she felt his entire cock harden and pulse as he came. She compared his blasts to a fire hose as they coated her womb.


"I need to lie down," Emma sighed after we'd finished. I withdrew and looked down at their interlocked genitals. She eased off of him and I handed her a towel, which she stuffed between her legs to catch our cum. She tucked it under her ass and sat on the couch. Lamar stood over her, his cock still leaking. She quickly sat up and took it in her mouth to clean off their juices and to swallow the last drops of his orgasm. Such a dirty girl!


I helped her get dressed as Lamar lit another joint while standing there naked like he was flaunting his superiority. He reached out and shook my hand, but it was just an insincere excuse to then embrace and grope my wife's ass. When she turned towards the patio door, he got one last lingering squeeze of her breasts.


"Y'all are welcomed back any time. Haha." I looked back and he was just casually yanking his responding cock.


So we left the neighborhood a few weeks later, never having visited Lamar again. We fucked like crazy talking about that night, though, and it inspired us to try a few other things. We hope to find another hung black man someday ... 


Couples cuckold experiment

I suppose that we were like any other couple, in that we enjoyed browsing the porno sites on the net. What makes us different, is where it led us to.


It was when my husband Tom began to look at the various bondage sites that the "trouble" began. He was turned on by all of the pictures of girls tied in their various positions, and very soon we were experimenting ourselves with this new form of sex fun.
This was something that I'd never dreamt of doing, but I must admit that I too found it very sexy and stimulating. Naked and tied, I felt so exposed, vulnerable, and defenceless, and as Tom so crudely put it, "just something to be fucked."


It was one sunny Sunday morning that Tom took it into his head to tie me up stark naked, helpless, and spread-eagled on the bed, and to then open the curtains wide to tease me with the idea that if someone came to the house, they couldn't but fail to see me in my nakedness.
Of course, after a little teasing, Tom laughingly said that while it would be fun if we were away from home and unknown, it wasn't something that could be done in our own house.
I didn't realize at the time, but this little bit of fun sowed a wicked thought into my husband's mind.


Nothing more was said of that sort of thing, until when, about two weeks later, Tom came home and announced that he'd booked a motel room, way over the other side of the city, for the coming Friday night, for us to "have some sexy fun."
I immediately knew exactly what he meant by sexy fun, and I gasped in amazement.


"You haven't," I said wide-eyed, but he grinned and assured me that he had.
I was dumbfounded. I felt feelings of excitement, but tinged with feelings of apprehension, although I knew that with Tom looking after me, I wouldn't be at any risk.


Well, as I say, I was dumbfounded and didn't know what to say, although Tom's excited talk more than made up for my shyness on the matter.
One other reason that I didn't know what to say, was, like any other girl, I didn't want to be seen to be a slut by being too enthusiastic.


You can't imagine the thoughts that ran through my mind over the next couple of days, and especially on Friday when this outrageous thing was planned for that very night. I was ashamed to realize that I felt incredibly excited rather than having any feelings of modesty and chastity that I should have had.


We had an early dinner, and I then showered and made myself ready, not that there was much involved in being ready.
"Fuck! This is going to be so good!" my husband exclaimed several times over.
We were soon ready to leave, having packed a change of clothes and toiletries. The only thing that Tom stipulated that I should take, was my little, pink baby-doll nightie.


About an hour's drive saw us arriving at the motel that Tom had chosen.
Having checked in and taken possession of our room, I surveyed the layout; the door being on one side of the room, with a large window, some six or more feet across and reaching from the floor almost to ceiling, being in the centre of the remaining wall space. This window looked out to a large concreted area where the cars angle parked on the far side, opposite to their appropriate units. The layout of the actual building was such that it was built with a slightly concave facade that curved around the courtyard parking area. This layout allowed if one looked from the very side of the window, to look along all of the unit fronts to see who was coming and going. Tom told me that he'd looked at quite a several motels and that he'd chosen this one for that very feature of being able to see if anyone was coming, and of course for the wide, expansive window.


It was still quite light at this stage, and Tom pulled the curtains wide open, then, unzipping our bag, he said with a grin, "there you are, strip off and put your sexy little nightie on."


"Oh God," I giggled, "this is so very, very wrong."
"And so very, very sexy,' Tom laughed as he went. to the window and glanced, either way, to see if anyone was about.
My husband was so right that it was so sexy, and although I said that it was so wrong, I had no qualms about going ahead with our plan.


My hands were trembling so much that I could hardly undo the tiny buttons of my blouse. I nevertheless got them undone with some difficulty, and I slipped my blouse off then reached back and in a moment had my bra-free, leaving my small breasts naked to the world.
"Mmm, beautiful," Tom sighed, then added as he peered out of the window, "if only someone would come and see you."


I picked up my nightie and went to put it on, but Tom stopped me and told me to strip completely naked first.
I did as I was told, undoing the catch and zipper of my skirt to let it fall to the floor, then slipping my panties down over my legs to leave myself stark naked. I looked at the wide-open window and the view out across the parking area outside. "Oh darling," I sighed sensually to my husband, "I think I'd die of shame if someone suddenly looked in.
"Oh fuck! This is going to be so good!" Tom moaned lustfully for the umpteenth time as I slipped my arms into the flimsy, little, pink nightie, and then pulled up the tiny little matching pair of thong panties. This particular nightie, that my husband loves to see me wear, is a sexy and flimsy little thing; it is open at the front with just a little thin ribbon tie just below the level of my breasts. The front plunges to the pink ribbon tie and is then cut away sharply so that my small breasts are largely on display, along with my belly and legs being more or less naked other than for the tiny triangle of the matching pink thong pantie that comes as a part of the set. The little semi-opaque garment simply falls from my shoulders to the ruffled hemline that comes to a level with my hips.


Tom had casually asked when we'd checked in, whether they were booked out for the night. We'd been told that they were. At the time of our arrival, however, there were only six or seven cars parked there, and we saw no sign of anyone for quite some time.
Eventually, a car drove in and an older couple got out further along from our unit. Soon after, two more cars arrived; a young couple like ourselves in one, and a single, older guy in another, both of them parking further along also.
It was beginning to get dark by then, so Tom turned on the bed lamps at the head of the bed, along with a reading light that was positioned next to the small, round table. This latter light he repositioned so that it shone onto the bed. With this lighting, the unit was suffused with light without it being glaringly bright.


More cars arrived over the next half hour, but we were disappointed that no one came near enough that I might be seen in my flimsy attire.
Tom checked on each arrival, determining just who was at all likely to be what we wanted. Of significance was another lone male, along with two men together.


We were getting a little frustrated that there had been no chance of myself being seen when a guy walked right past the window but didn't glance in.
"Damn!" my husband exclaimed as he jumped to the window and peered at the guy disappearing towards the street. His annoyance then turned to triumph as he saw the guy disappear into the office.
"He'll be coming back in a minute," he exclaimed with urgency as he shoved the bed more in front of the window and repositioned the light. He then thrust a brochure into my hand. "Just stand here and pretend to be reading this," he excitedly told me as he led me to within a few feet of the window, and on the side that the guy would have to be blind not to see me.
"Loosen the tie on your nightie so that you show more tit," he suggested as he stood back to see how I looked.
I quickly undid and redid the little string lie that kept the front of my nightie together. My small breasts now being half visible, Tom gave his approval as he positioned himself to peer from the side of the window to see if the guy was returning.


"Here he comes," Tom said excitedly, and he quickly ran to the bathroom at the back of the motel room, and concealed himself behind the door which he left open just the tiniest crack so that he could view both myself and the window.
I stood there almost trembling but exactly as Tom had told me to. I must have been blushing profusely and I could feel my heart racing wildly.
Suddenly I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the movement of the guy past the window. It all happened so quickly, but immediately my husband appeared from the bathroom, exclaiming "great! great! he got such an eyeful."


Tom, straight away, was back at the side of the window peering along. "He's stopped," he reported to me. "He's looking about."
My heart was racing as I looked at Tom and waited for his reports on what was happening.
"Yes!" Tom exclaimed. "He's coming back for another look."


My husband was back behind the bathroom door in a moment, leaving me on full display for the guy to view.
I tried to keep the brochure from shaking in my hand as I stood pretending to read.
I saw the movement of the guy passing by the window ever so slowly this time, then returning taking a good look.
I longed to glance up to see what he looked like, although I knew that if I did, I would be filled with shame and must flee out of sight.


It seemed like a minute or two that he stood perving over my near nakedness. I slowly turned the pages of the pamphlet that I was gazing at without seeing.
I considered how this unknown guy was looking at my breasts more than half showing from the tenuous cover of my nightie - how he was looking at my body, virtually naked from my waist down, other than the tiny triangle covering my panties. I teased myself with thoughts of how I'd originally bought this sexy little nightie to please my husband, and how I was now wearing it to please a stranger in a way that I'd never dreamt of.


I don't know what would have happened had not a sudden light shone outside with the sound of a car driving into the motel park. The guy was gone in a flash and I now looked up at the empty window and then immediately down at myself, admiring what I'd shown.


My husband burst from his hiding place thrilled with what had transpired. "He'll be back for more, I know," he enthused as he peered out of the window.
I thought that Tom had enough of this game as I watched him draw the blinds, but he only drew them partly, leaving a gap of some six inches and then turning to me and telling me, "come on sweetheart, he's going to see everything you've got, and he undid the tie of my nightie and slid it off over my arms. My thong panties were next to go.
"Walk around when he comes, and let him see everything," my husband told me as he looked out of the door, "I'll be hiding behind the cars opposite," he added as he grabbed his phone and was then gone, closing the door behind him.


My heart was racing and I felt so lustfully sexy in my total nakedness.
The phone rang. It was Tom. "He's at his door looking up and down," he excitedly whispered. "Here he comes. He's at the window now," then after a pause, "what are you doing at the moment?"
We kept up a whispered conversation on the phone, with me telling Tom everything that I was doing.


"Lay on the bed and spread your legs for him, sweetheart," Tom suggested.
I did as my husband wanted, and kept up a description of my every move.
"He's jerking off for you," Tom lustfully reported.
A moment later I heard my husband exclaiming "damn, he's going."


A minute later and Tom re-entered the room. "He jerked off for your love," my husband grinned with satisfaction, "I could see his cum running down the window."
I was thrilled, some men have told me that they've masturbated over the stories that I've written, and the idea of it always makes me feel so sexy.
We were both so fantastically excited and we kissed passionately.
We couldn't stop talking about what had happened, and the more that we spoke, the more worked up we both became.


The next hour or so was very disappointing and very frustrating with nothing at all happening. I'd donned my sexy nightie again, and Tom had the curtains half-open for anyone to see me if they happened to look, but no one came.
We were beginning to despair of any more excitement for the night when a car drove in and parked further down. Tom looked out and determined that it was a man by himself.
Quickly, my husband's brain came up with a scheme. "The guy's left his car door open, he must be going back for something," Tom told me. "I'll go to our car on the pretense of getting something. I'll call out to you to ask you some question, and you'll step out into the open when I call," Tom quickly laid his plan out for me. "Surely he'll see you and get an eyeful," he added with a grin.


I had no time to agree or even to comment on this scheme before Tom disappeared out to the car, leaving the door wide open. I peeped out and saw the man walk across to his car. I heard them exchange a brief hello, then I heard Tom, in a slightly louder voice call out, "Yvonne, did you get the toothbrushes?"
I, scantily dressed as I was, took a deep breath and stepped out of the motel room door into the night air. "I thought you were bringing them," I answered.
My voice had been soft, but it was enough to attract the attention of the guy who then looked up and gazed at me. I pretended that I didn't see him there, although the interior light of his car was on, and I could hardly help but notice in the darkness of the night.
The guy stood gazing across, no doubt admiring my sexy attire and semi-nakedness.
"I'll have to go and get some," I heard my husband telling me as I then turned, trembling with excitement, and went back into the motel room.


"Excellent!" my husband exclaimed when he moments later came back into the room. "I asked that guy if he knew of a nearby store, so he knows that I'll be gone briefly. Hopefully, he might come and take a look while I'm gone.
Tom accordingly drove off a minute or two later, leaving me hopefully on display.


It turned out even better than we had hoped for, because, a minute after Tom had driven away, there was a light knock on the door.
I nearly went into shock when I heard it. "Oh my God," I thought to myself in a panic, "what should I do?"
The events of the evening, along with our mutual excitement, had left me feeling so lustful, and it was that feeling that determined my course. I, blushing profusely, opened the door.
The guy knew that Tom was away, and he had no qualms in looking me up and down with a lecherous grin on his face, all of which made me blush even more.
Eventually, after having had a really good look, he proffered a new toothbrush in a packet.
I stammered as I thanked him for the offer, but told him that "my husband has gone to get some."
"Yes I know," he said, looking at my half-exposed breasts rather than at my face.
He finally looked me directly in my face, which made me ashamedly lower my gaze.
"You're so sexy," he said, stopping all pretense, and in such a tone as to engender great sensual feeling.
I looked up to his face embarrassed, and murmured, "thank you."


The guy seemed torn on whether to take things further, but after a pause, he muttered, "I wouldn't be leaving you alone if I had a slut like you," and he turned and went back to his unit.
I stood there trembling with nervous excitement, thrilled with what had happened, and knowing that my husband would be thrilled when I related the events to him.


Tom indeed was thrilled when he returned some minutes later. "Fuck," he exclaimed, "how can we exploit this situation?" his brain going into overdrive. "I'll just play it by ear and see what happens," he said after a moment's thought.
He took out his phone and dialed mine. "You can listen in," he told me.


Tom went out the door and I excitedly listened to the phone.
I heard the knock on the door, then, after a moment's delay, I heard Tom saying hello and thanking the guy for the offer of the toothbrush.
The guy sounded to me to be very hesitant at first, no doubt thinking that Tom might have been wild at what had happened. Tom made some frivolous comment though, and his friendly manner seemed to chase the guy's suspicions away.
".... damn nuisance having gone for the toothbrushes,' I heard Tom saying, "I've got to go out again and I could have got them then."
Tom thanked the guy again, and then returned to our room. "Well did you hear all of that," he grinned.


It didn't take us long before I was naked and tied spread-eagled to the bed, with several pillows positioned beneath my bottom so that my pussy was thrust upwards...
Tom had pushed the bed more central to the window and shone the lamp directly onto me like a spotlight.
"I'll just go and see what you look like from outside," he laughed as he went out of the door.
"Perfect," his report was upon returning.


"OK," my husband told me, "I'll drive out but just park the car in the street and slip back in and hide behind the cars opposite." He prepared to go, and as he was going out of the door he grinned and said, "you never know, you might end up getting fucked," and the door closed behind him.
A minute later I heard the car start up and drive away. Silence settled.


It was only a couple of minutes later that I heard a soft knock at the door. The guy certainly didn't waste any time, he must have been listening for Tom's departure and had come straight away on some new excuse to lustingly look me over again.
"Oh God, what is going to happen now," I thought to myself. I felt and indeed was, so helpless and vulnerable with my wrists and ankles securely bound and tied so that my body was available to anyone who wanted to do whatever they liked to me. This condition, rather than making me feel scared, had the opposite effect of making me feel so incredibly sexy and lustful.


I held my breath, everything was so quiet. There was a pause and then a slightly louder knock on the door.
"Oh my God, he only needs to turn the handle," the thought ran through my mind. Tom had indeed made a point of telling me that he was leaving the door unlocked.
"Yvonne ...... are you there?" I heard him softly call through the door. He remembered my name from when Tom called me out earlier. Oh God, what should I do, should I call back or remain silent.
I chose the latter.


Tom, later on, told me that he'd only just come back from parking the car in the street when he saw the guy already cautiously moving along to our door. He'd watched him softly knocking on the door and then calling, then, having got no reply, had seen him go and peer through the window. Tom had been over the moon knowing just what the guy was seeing through our window.


Anyhow, at the time, I had no idea of what was going on outside.
Hearing no further sound after the guy had tried knocking and calling, I assumed that he'd gone away, perhaps thinking that we'd both gone out.
It was only a minute later that I heard the door handle turning, and I twisted my head around expecting to see my husband entering.
The door seemed to open slowly and cautiously, and then I gasped in shock; it wasn't my husband but the stranger, eyes gleaming as he stared at my nakedness and situation.
"Fucking in-cred-ib-le," he muttered, stretching out the last word into its syllable parts to stress just how incredible he did indeed find the situation.
He just stood there taking it all in and feasting his eyes on my naked body. "Unbelievable," he muttered lecherously.
The guy turned and looked back outside, listening and looking. It was getting later in the night by then, and save for the sound of the odd car on the road out the front, everything was still and quiet.
He turned back towards me, grinning wickedly, and took the few steps to be standing over me. His hands went to my shoulders and then slid lightly down over my breasts, my belly, and to my wet, gaping pussy. A couple of fingers entered and explored my oh so slippery vagina.


I was trembling, not with fear but with sensual excitement. I was wide-eyed as I gazed at him. I gave a little whimper as thrilling sensations ran through my body at his touch.
The guy, still grinning broadly, and no doubt still marveling at the unexpected situation, reiterated the words he'd earlier said: "if I had a slut like you, I wouldn't be leaving you alone," and he chuckled out loud.


I was panting with excitement as his hands ran over and over my body. "You are a slut aren't you, and your husband treats you like a slut," the guy sneered.
I felt a little trickle run from my pussy and make its way down the inside of my thigh.
"How long will hubby be away?" the guy sneeringly asked.
I didn't answer immediately, thinking of how my husband would be outside and wondering what was happening.
The guy must have thought that I was reticent because of being scared. He laughed, not expecting any answer, or perhaps expecting an untruthful answer that my husband would be back at any minute. I surprised him by saying, in a tiny voice that came out in a whisper, "he'll be away quite a while I think."
"You slut, you love this!" he exclaimed. "Long enough for me to fuck you, and for you to suck my cock eh?" he grinned. "You do suck cock I suppose?" he asked.
My lust overcame my shame and embarrassment, and I answered in a soft but distinct voice, "yes."


The guy took his pants off and I was thrilled with his gorgeous big cock. It was big in that it was both long and thick; it was so hard and rigid, and it looked so beautiful.
In a second he was astride my head, and my mouth was eagerly taking the wonderful cock in while I used my tongue to good effect working on its length.
I'd completely forgotten about my husband and what he might be doing, all I wanted was this stranger's delicious cock.


Tom and I had talked much about what might happen on this venture, but at no stage did we ever think of my being fucked by some unknown stranger.
I sucked and sucked eagerly on the guy's huge, thick cock, using my lips and my tongue to such effect that he was soon moaning lustfully in such a way that men did when about to fill my mouth with sperm.
The guy didn't let himself reach orgasm though, he pulled away, calling me a filthy, cock sucking harlot, and telling me that he wanted to fuck me. Of course, I had no say in the matter, bound hand and foot as I was, but in truth, there was nothing I desired more.
He mounted me up, sliding his gorgeous cock easily into my pussy which was so wet and slippery that his cock made little squelching noises as he lustily fucked me.


Soon it was my turn to be moaning and groaning, but no more nor less than what this stranger was as he fucked me with great lust and vigor.
"Oh God, oh God," I moaned with the ever-increasing feelings of lust at my approaching orgasm.
The guy was more crude and explicit, groaning and moaning "fucking whore, fucking dirty slut."
Oh my God, it was so wonderful, so beautiful, so delicious to be fucked in this way by a total stranger whose name I didn't even know.
He started to thrust his cock into my pussy with such energy, and with much groaning, that I knew he was about to cum. I likewise bucked my hips, as much as I could under my restraints, and let myself go.
His body stiffened and he groaned and moaned with uncontrolled lust as his sperm gushed into my vagina.
My body was wracked with delicious but excruciating feelings of fantastic delight and I moaned and groaned also uncontrollably as I gave myself totally to him.
"Oh fuck," I gasped, using an expletive that I didn't usually.


The guy slumped on top of me in total exhaustion, then, after a moment, slowly withdrew his now half-hard cock, all glistening with my pussy juices along with his cum.
We were both panting as if we'd run a mile.
"What are you going to tell your husband when he finds you like this?" the guy laughed.
"I won't need to tell him anything," I smiled up happily.
"He doesn't mind you fucking about?" the guy questioned.
"He likes it," I replied, for the first time wondering what my husband was doing.
"If he likes it, tell him to send you along to my room in the morning, and I'll fuck you again," he laughed, I think not knowing whether to believe me or not.


Now that he'd had his fuck, the guy pulled up his pants and was gone. Tom then appeared, grinning from ear to ear. "Wasn't that so absolutely fabulous," he raved in sheer exhilaration. "Look at your cunt," he said, using that so obscene word, "what a fucking cum bucket. "


Tom untied my bonds, and I winced as I stretched my arms and legs which had gone numb from their long time in the one position...
"Now then you unfaithful little slut," my husband grinned lustfully, "tell me all about your filthy infidelity," and we excitedly talked about every aspect of what had taken place, Tom had seen the most of it through the window. No detail was left untold and never had we felt so wonderfully sexy.
Soon we were fucking, my husband marveling at how "sloppy" my pussy was.


That night we were both so ecstatically happy, our night had been perfect and we couldn't have wished for any more.


The next morning, after a lovely sound, blissful sleep, Tom reminded me of what I had told him of the guy's words about fucking me in the morning.
I needed no reminding, as I'd been thinking of it myself.
Accordingly, I dressed in no more than my bathTome and prepared to go the few doors along to the guy's room.
"Just a moment," my husband said, grabbing up pen and paper. He scribbled briefly and then handed the paper to me with a grin.
I read what he'd written:
"Good morning.
Here's my wife for you to fuck as you requested.
Enjoy her."
I giggled happily and went on my mission, barefoot and clutching my Tome about me.


The motel manager, just happening to be walking towards his office, looked at me askance as I knocked on the guy's door and let my Tome fall open at the front.
"You fucking whore," the guy declared in some amazement when he opened his door, but his face immediately breaking into a grin.
I said nothing but handed him the note. He read it and grinned even more. "Unbelievable!" he gasped, pulling me inside the room.


A half-hour later, I stumbled, disheveled, from the guy's room and returned to where my husband was waiting.


"Fabulous," Tom lustfully moaned as he once more sunk his hard cock into my sloppy, sperm-filled pussy.


Later, as we were preparing to leave the motel, I giggled and asked my husband, "are you going to make a booking for another night?"
"Slut," Tom laughed, then added, "I already have. 








Cuckolded on vacation

It had been a hot day. Even now in the evening, the temperature had dropped only a little.
A slight breeze ruffled the curtains at the open window as Jenny and James prepared for bed.


Jenny, just out of the shower, had the slightest hint of lightly perfumed soap about her fresh, smooth skin.
She slipped her tiny nightie over her shoulders, letting the delicate, pale pink, semi-see through garment fall lightly over her body.
Making a bow of the ribbon tie at the front of the nightie, she next pulled a pair of very brief, matching pink panties up over her slender legs.


James looked at his wife, the beautiful little nightie showing a good amount of Jenny's small, white breasts temptingly visible courtesy of the way that she'd only loosely tied the front of the nightie together.
His eye roamed down to the tiny panties that his wife wore, then down her so sexy legs.
His cock swelled and swung out before him.
He glanced at the window with the curtains still wide open. He thrilled at the thought that anyone looking from the outside would be able to see his lovely, sexy wife as she moved about the room.


A notion came to his mind and giving Jenny a cuddle and a kiss, he suggested that they go outside for a while.
James slipped on a shirt and pulled on his pants but when his wife looked to put something more modest on, he told her to go as she was.


Opening the door, they stepped from their holiday apartment.
Glancing at the neighbouring units, James noted many open windows and doors as the occupants tried to find some cooling air. Some windows were lit by the lights inside. The sound of a TV in one house competing with soft musical strains from another. Now and then the sound of voices and laughter could be heard from one of the many lit windows nearby.


Immediately in front of the apartment, James and Jenny were in shadow. It would be unlikely that they could be seen if anyone should be outside and looking about. Once away from that protective shadow though, they would be in the open with just a few bushes dotted about the small patch of lawn, and a nearby streetlamp throwing its light on the general area.


James took his wife's hand and went to lead her forward.
Jenny pulled back and giggled as she exclaimed that she couldn't go out dressed as she was.
James persisted in his attempt to lead her out into the open, telling her that she looked beautiful and sexy.


"But what would anyone think if I should be seen," she exclaimed.
"They'd think that you were a fabulous little sex pot," her husband laughed. "Besides," he added, "no one here knows us anyway."
Jenny laughed happily, enjoying the thought that she should be described as a fabulous little sex pot.


It was true for both of them that they always felt more inclined to be sexually adventurous when away from home on holidays. At such times any immoral act would be unlikely to find its way back home to be a subject for gossip.


James pulled gently on his wife's hand, and this time Jenny let herself be led out of the shadow and onto the lawn at the front of the unit.
"Oh my God," she giggled, "I hope that no one is going to see me dressed like this."


Jenny allowed herself to be led right to the front of the lawn, adjacent to the pavement.
"Oh, what would anyone think of me," she again exclaimed in her excitement.
This time her husband answered much more explicitly. "They'd think that you were a dirty little slut," he said.
Jenny giggled and agreed that they really would think that of her.


James held his wife and kissed her lovingly, letting his hands roam over her breasts and down onto her cunt.
His hand slipped down the front of her panties, over the closely cropped pubic hair. He found the wet slipperiness of her cunt, and, knowing that his wife's cunt always became so wet and slippery whenever she was sexually excited, he knew that she was now ready to be led further in this sexy game.


Jenny nervously glanced about her, ready to flee back indoors should anyone appear.
Her husband too glanced about and then tugged the ribbon tie of his wife's sexy little garment so that it came undone and the front of the little nightie fell open, fully revealing Jenny's breasts.
Jenny gave a little squeal of surprise as she clutched at her nightie. James took her hands and moved them to her sides, letting the nightie fall open showing her nakedness underneath.


Jenny pretended to be flustered and embarrassed, but in truth, she was greatly excited at being even more exposed in this public place.
"Who's this dirty little whore showing herself off in public," her husband teasingly laughed as he led her onto the actual pavement and walked her up and down.
Jenny giggled and felt a trickle of the juice run down the inside of her thigh.


"What a dirty little harlot," her husband continued mockingly. "Perhaps she'll take her panties off next, and show her cunt to everyone."
With this, James hooked his fingers in the waistband of his wife's panties and made to slide them down over her hips.


"Oh, darling! I can't!" Jenny exclaimed, giggling merrily and clutching at her panties.
"C'mon, you know you want to be a dirty little whore," her husband urged.


Jenny held onto her panties for just a moment, then, her body filled with surging lust, she let her hands fall away and her husband quickly slid her tiny, pink panties down over her legs.


The very short hemline of the nightie, trimmed with delicate lace depicting little pink hearts in a white lace surround, came to just on a line with Jenny's hips. Now the lower half of her ass cheeks could be seen, while at the front she was naked from her feet to her exposed cunt, up over her firm belly, right up between the gaping front of her nightie to her exposed breasts.


"What a filthy little slut you are," her husband said in such an admiring and appreciative tone.


Jenny had long ago found out that males were not all of the romantic types that she'd read of in trashy novels while still a schoolgirl.
Her explorations on the internet had soon opened her eyes to the fact that many men had great admiration for women who flirted with immorality and perverted sexual games.


She'd been amazed at and had taken quite some time to understand the fact that some men had a great desire to degrade and defile the one that they loved so dearly.
Jenny had come to realize that her husband was one of that latter type, and she had rapidly come to realize that it suited her sexuality to be exactly the sort of woman that he desired her to be.


For James's part, if he had loved his wife so dearly when they had first married, he now loved her so much more that she played the game and let him defile her purity and chastity. The fact too, that Jenny outwardly appeared so modest and decent, added delicious wickedness to the times when he pushed her towards acting like a whore and a slut.


The sounds from the surrounding houses and holiday apartments continued to drift on the still night air.
Their holiday unit was just fifty yards or so from the beach road, where an occasional car cruised by.
The sound of waves on the wide, sandy beach made a pleasantly relaxing background just audible when one listened for it.


Another car could be heard slowly driving on the beach road. Suddenly, unexpectedly, the car slowed at the corner and began to swing into the road in which our two lovers stood.
Jenny gasped and could do nothing more than clutch at her husband and try to conceal herself behind him.
The car came by them and began to accelerate along the road, the driver not having noticed them as he'd followed the beam of the car's headlights which had illuminated the far side of the road.


Jenny laughed and relaxed once more, the nervous panic that had suddenly gripped her dissipating as rapidly as it had come.
James was filled with very different emotions - emotions of increasing lust and excitement. He now had his eyes firmly studying a semi-darkened doorway at the front of one of the houses opposite.
The reason for this great interest is that as the passing car had turned the corner, its headlights had briefly swept across the far side of the street. In that brief glow of brilliance which had lit the buildings, James had noticed two men standing in a doorway, and very definitely looking directly across the road to where he and Jenny were standing.


James, taking his wife's hand, led her from the pavement out onto the road.
Jenny, still believing they were unobserved, sexily and laughingly allowed herself to be led.
Across the road to the far gutter, they progressed. You could say that Jenny was not only physically heading towards the gutter, but figuratively speaking, was morally heading towards the gutter as well.


The couple stepped from the road to the far pavement. Jenny was so busy nervously glancing to left and right, that she still had not seen the shadowy figures watching from their dark vantage point.
Now Jenny was no more than fifteen yards from the two men.
James stood slightly behind his wife and eased the sides of her unfastened nightie will open to fully display her naked body to the men. He cupped his wife's small breasts to highlight them, then slid his hands down his wife's body and stroked the insides of her thighs before fondling her cunt.


The two men had been watching James and Jenny from the very first moment that they had appeared outside their unit. The men had been sitting on their doorstep enjoying the night air rather than the warm stuffiness inside the house. They had seen the couple appear and had looked admiringly at Jenny in her very brief and sexy little nightie.
The men had seen Jenny's slight reluctance to venture out into the open. They'd thrilled when they saw the man undo the front of the woman's nightie and expose her breasts, and when they saw the man take the woman's panties down, they'd both immediately risen to their feet to obtain the very best view and to stroke their hardening cocks.


The men had thought to conceal themselves when they'd seen the couple approaching across the road towards them. They'd been certain that if their presence was detected by either of the couples, then the woman at least would flee back across the street, and that would be the end to this very sexy display that the men were so enjoying.
It was incredible that the couple, rather than go straight across the street, were moving at a slight angle as if they were intent on ending up right before where the men stood. It slowly came upon the men's understanding that, in fact, the guy who was intent on leading the woman in their direction, seemed to be looking at them. Had he seen them? Was he showing the woman off to them? It became more and more apparent that he was.
Once the couple stood out on the pavement before the men's house, and the man began fully displaying the slut's body to them, there could be no further doubt. The thing was though, that the woman still appeared to be completely oblivious to the fact that she was being exhibited.
  

Both men now had their substantial cocks out and were slowly stroking them as they lustfully viewed the lovely slut who was being so lewdly and wonderfully displayed.


James now grasped his wife's arms just a little more firmly as he stood behind her.
"Look straight ahead darling," he whispered.
Jenny, smiling and thinking that this was some further game, let her gaze look dreamily forward.
"Look at the doorway," her husband was telling her at the very moment that her gaze encountered the two men standing there.
Jenny gave a little shriek and her automatic reaction was to flee back to their apartment. This action was thwarted by her husband's firm grip.
Jenny half struggled, her eyes fastened upon the two men.
A part of her mind told her to flee, this was the part conditioned by her chaste upbringing - but the other part of her mind was taking in the gorgeous, big, hard cocks that the men were stroking. This part of her mind told her that she would soon be touching and licking and sucking those wonderful cocks, that they would soon be filling her body as they fucked her. She stopped struggling and stood looking, shamefully aware that her nakedness was fully exposed to the men's view.


Jenny felt her husband's gentle forward pressure behind her. She took a step forward. Then another as her husband, still holding her firmly, pressed forth.
Closer to the men - just a matter of nine or ten yards.
Jenny felt her husband easing her nightie, which was concealing very little anyway, off her shoulders. It fell to the ground. She was naked.


Jenny lowered her gaze in shameful embarrassment as her husband led her right up to the men.
Her gaze, while unable to look into the men's faces, was now directed towards their magnificent hard cocks. She lusted for them. She wanted them. She couldn't wait to be fucked and to suck those gorgeous, gorgeous cocks.
Her mind was in a whirl. She heard her husband offering her to the men. She was now being mauled, touched, fondled, her most intimate places being explored.


Jenny's head was still lowered in embarrassment. Those gorgeous, hard cocks kept brushing against her thighs. She longed for them. She couldn't wait any longer. Should she touch them? Should she fondle them as the men were fondling her? Would she look a slut if she touched them? She didn't care, her hands lightly took a cock in each. They felt so good, so hard, so lovely. She squatted down and moved her mouth to the hard, round, swollen head of one of the cocks. She pressed her slightly parted lips onto the end, then pressing forward, eased her mouth slowly over its superbly solid length.


"Fuck! The slut's ready for it," she heard one of the guys say.
She felt her head being firmly held and her mouth being fucked by that wonderful, hard cock slipping between her lips and sliding right to the back of her throat.


"Let's get the slut into the bedroom," a different voice said, and she was pulled off the cock and taken into the darkened house.
The men led the way to the bedroom.
Jenny now felt a fresh bout of embarrassment as the electric light came on and she was thoroughly surveyed by the men.


"Fuck! You're lovely," one of the men told her.
Jenny raised her eyes to his face and smiled sweetly. 

Around and around, turned this way and that. Jenny was studied, touched explored. Her legs, thighs, belly, breasts, arms, neck and head - nothing escaped attention. She was turned, bent over, made to squat, stood up again with legs apart, then with one leg up on the bed, her pussy felt and fingered, her breasts pushed this way and that. She felt like an animal at the livestock market being inspected before sale, all of which made Jenny more and more embarrassed but more and more lustfully excited.


In reality, the inspection lasted no more than a minute before Jenny was made to kneel on all fours and she felt hands gripping her hips and a cock gliding easily up into her slippery pussy.
"Ah! What a fabulous cunt," she heard the guy groan lustfully as his cock sunk its full length into her pussy.
At the same time the other guy had positioned himself before her, and taking a firm grip of her head, his cock slipped into her eager mouth.


Pushing her tongue just slightly forward so that it covered her lower teeth, and keeping her mouth just slightly opened so that her upper lip was pressed back over her upper teeth, Jenny worked with tongue and lips, sucking her cheeks in to form a soft, fuckable pout with her mouth.
She sucked and sucked, pressing her head forward each time the guy pressed his cock forward so that the cock slid in right to the back of her throat.
Regulating her breath so that she held it each time the cock pJamesed the entrance to her throat, Jenny was able to stay from gagging and soon had the guy moaning and panting as his cock and balls came to the point of pouring forth his semen into her mouth.


"Oooorrrrr fuuuuuuck," the guy groaned in an absolute ecstasy of lust as he pulled his cock from Jenny's mouth so as not to cum too soon.
"Fuck! What a fabulous fucking cock sucker," he groaned. "I've never known anything like it before."
He rested a moment to regain his composure, and then once more began to fuck Jenny's mouth.
It only took a minute and once more he was moaning and groaning as his balls felt about to pump his cum out with such velocity that it would have surely drowned the slut.
Again he pulled away before he reached the point of pumping his cum forth.


Jenny looked up at him during each of these pauses. She was panting with lust as she thrilled to the gorgeous, big, hard cock that was plunging in and out of her now sloppy pussy. The cock slurped in and out making obscene sounds as it slid through the slippery mucus which was dribbling from Jenny's vagina.
She panted and made soft moaning noises of delight at the fabulous treatment she was receiving.
She held her mouth open, licking her lips and wanting the cock to come back to continue her mouth fucking.
"Are you ready," she asked in a soft, sweet, and sexy voice as she looked up at the guy before her.


"Fuck! You're a real fucking nympho aren't you," the guy exclaimed as he slowly regained enough composure to once more enter her eagerly awaiting mouth.
Jenny sucked his cock into her mouth, sucking and using her tongue to full effect on the underside of the fabulous thick penis.
Surely I'm not a nympho, she thought to herself as she lovingly sucked at the cock.
She considered how sometimes, on rare occasions, her husband and she went for two or three days without fucking - that's not like being a nympho she thought to herself.
Admittedly she did masturbate a lot, usually not more than once or twice a day though. She quickly let these thoughts drift from her mind as she lusted and fucked with the two men. 

What delight Jenny felt as the big, hard cock slid relentlessly in and out, in and out of her pussy. It was longer and thicker than her husband's and she appreciated the extra size, feeling it stretching her so that she felt wonderfully filled by the cock, and with the head of that cock that she so adored, just now and again pressing lightly against the wall of her uterus deep, deep within her as it all but bottomed out in her lusting, dribbling, and so receptive pussy. At the same time, she had the lustful delight of being continually face fucked by the second of those two magnificent cocks that were so beautifully abusing her body.


Jenny rocked back and forth, continually shoved this way and that by the huge, hard cocks that continued on and on fucking and fucking her pussy and mouth. The men's hands kept mauling her naked body, feeling her breasts, feeling her pussy, sliding over her soft, smooth skin to explore every part of her.
Lust filled her mind and her body. She listened to the men panting and grunting as they lusted over and in her. This was no more than crude, debauched, lustful, sex with the two men satisfying their animal desires to dominate and to fuck. Jenny herself was in a delirium of corrupt, wanton indulgence of her excessive sexual appetite.


Just half an hour earlier, Jenny had never laid eyes on these men. She knew not their names nor anything about them. She had barely even glimpsed their faces and yet here they were fucking and fucking and fucking her - and she wanted it, she cared not what or who they were, she just craved for their gorgeous cocks to keep fucking and abusing her forever.


The two guys swapped position and Jenny next had the guy's cock all covered with her pussy slime entering her mouth. She sucked it lovingly.


"Wait until Charlie and Ziggy hear about this'" the guy mounting into Jenny's pussy laughed to his mate.
Jenny's husband immediately took interest and asked about these two men that had been mentioned.
Being told that they were two guys staying in the next-door apartments, James asked if he should go and bring them to join in fucking his wife.
The two guys agreed that he should, and so James, excitedly eager to have his wife fucked and degraded to the fullest extent possible, hurried off leaving his wife being fucked cunt and mouth.


Finding the apartment that he'd been directed to, James told the guys that their friends in the house next door, had a dirty slut who was turning it on and that they'd asked James to let them know that they could join in if they wished.
It turned out that the only hesitation the guys had, was caused by the fact that they had a couple of their mates with them at the time.
"That's not a worry," James exclaimed, excitedly solving the problem for them, "bring them along too. The slut that they've got in there is such a dirty fucking whore that she'll take on any number of you.
Moments later James was eagerly and lustfully leading the group of four men into the house where his wife Jenny was being so thoroughly abused.


Jenny was stunned when the chatter of these four new guys suddenly filled the room as they entered. That made six men - seven counting her husband James!
The newcomers quickly stripped naked to reveal their hard, lust-filled cocks all ready to fuck this slut's every body opening. They eagerly gathered around her and six pairs of hands where soon mauling her all over.
Soon, Jenny, had two new cocks entering her mouth and pussy, then two more as the men constantly swapped position first fucking her sloppy cunt, then her so delightful mouth, then mauling her breasts, her belly, her thighs, her ass.
Soon her ass was being fingered by man after man as she continued to be cunt and mouth fucked.
The natural progression then, was for her to have her ass fucked as well as pussy and mouth.
She laughingly squatted down onto one guy's cock as he held it erect and ready for her ass to slide down over its hard, lust gorged length. Leaning back onto her elbows and forearms, Jenny then brought her knees up and apart so that the next guy could get in and continue fucking her pussy.
Having those two cocks wonderfully penetrating her two lower holes, Jenny tipped her head back in preparation for a cock to plunge her gullet.


Jenny was gagging and choking, tears coming to her eyes as a cock plunged vigorously in and out of her mouth and right down into her actual throat.
She could feel the cocks rampant in her pussy and ass. She could feel them stretching her, especially the one in her bottom. She could feel them both deep within her body, pushing up each canal and almost rubbing together with only the thin membrane wall separating her two fuck tubes.


Jenny's body was surging with lustful sensations as she hovered so desperately close to orgasm.
Suddenly, unexpectedly, her mouth was filled with gooey cum as the cock began to pump spurt after spurt of its cum forth.
Jenny lustfully slid her tongue around and around in the mucky stuff. Licking it about and tasting it as she swallowed it down.
The cock, still quite hard, slid slowly from between her lips. The guy's cock then slapped heavily across her cheeks a few times before wiping the last remaining globs of white cum over her face.
Jenny smiled up at the man, lightly moving her lips in a sexy kissing motion towards him.
No time for more of that though. Another cock was immediately filling her mouth. Jenny sucked the new cock and licked lovingly, lustfully, sluttishly.


Jenny loved this attention. She was the centre of the men's world at that moment.
Vaguely she thought that she heard her husband asking the guy's if they knew of any others who might want to use her. In her lust, she would have taken any number of men who might come to fuck and use her.


Pussy and ass were both cummed in, making them sloppy and messy for the next cocks to enter, and enter they did. Once more, Jenny, had three cocks fucking her mouth, pussy and bottom.
She was deliriously happy with this treatment. She responded to every shove of every cock, all the time wanting to satisfy every lustful move of the men.


Her brain was not consciously thinking of anything other than the wonderful cocks which were fucking her, yet somehow she slowly became aware that her husband was no longer there. She didn't care. She had everything she could ever want.


She'd no sooner made this discovery about her husband than he entered the room with another four men, all looking eagerly and expectantly into the room at the scene of such absolute debauchery.
This new group of men quickly began to strip to get their share of this depraved, perverted harlot.


The incredible orgy of moral corruption went on and on with Jenny being fucked and fucked and fucked, continually, degradingly, used as no more than a living thing to satisfy the men's lustful desires.


Mouthful after mouthful of gooey semen she consumed.
Cuntload after cuntload of adulterous sperm filled her pussy and her bottom until every cock had satisfied themselves, some even using her more than once.


Jenny lay there naked, fucked, hair dishevelled with cum matting it into a tacky mess. Her face with white cum dribbling down over it. Her pussy and ass oozing cum along with her juices.
She was panting, exhausted, so wonderfully happy. She heard talk of tomorrow when there would be even more men to fuck her. She dreamily looked forward to more of the men's lecherous treatment. 

















Cuckolding Business Liaisons


I left a business seminar early with my co-worker Rob because the weather looked like it was taking a turn for the worst. It was only a 3-hour drive back to Hartford so we thought we’d have plenty of time to head off the incoming storm. Driving south through New Hampshire is picturesque any time of the year but during a fierce snowstorm, it has an almost eerie beauty to it. We talked shop to take our minds off the ferocity of the storm, but we had been driving for an hour and only made it about 15 miles.


We were somewhere in the Lakes region where there isn’t a soul to be found this time of year. Rob was driving fairly slow because the view was pure white, he couldn’t see the road and he could barely see beyond the hood of the car. The car came to a halt as we heard a thump, Rob got out to look and realized that he had driven off the road, the two right tires were stuck deep off the pavement and the snow was almost ten inches deep. The roads weren’t plowed and at this point, we knew we were in trouble.


The light was quickly disappearing as dusk began to settle in. We decided our best option was to walk and look for a house, hopefully, somebody would let us in to ride out the storm. Dredging through the snow was miserable, it was deep, wet, and cold. The houses were sparse, so while arriving at the first house we saw we hoped that we wouldn’t have to go any further.


The house was dark, it became apparent that it was some kind of a summer home that was closed up for the winter. We decided to find a way in because the danger of looking for another house with somebody's home was too high. Rob started checking windows and doors to see if something was left unlocked. As a joke, I said maybe there’s a key under the mat, we both let out a roaring laugh as Rob lifted the mat and found a key.


The house was dark and the electricity wasn’t working. I had a small flashlight on my key ring and Rob used it to find his way around. There was a fireplace, dry firewood outside the back door, and candles. It was comforting knowing that we’d be able to dry off and warm up. While Rob got wood and worked on the fire, I played with our cell phones to try and contact the outside world. I finally got one bar on the phone and called my husband. He was glad to hear that we were okay and safe, he said he would call Rob‘s wife and let her know, just in case we lost our cell phone connection. I then called the local police, they said that as long as we weren’t in danger then we would have to wait out the storm where we were, they notified the owners of the house in New York and they replied through the police that it was okay as long as we respected their house.


Rob got a nice fire going. We searched for some kind of clothing because we had to get our wet clothes off to keep from freezing and hopefully find a way to dry them. There was not one stitch of clothing in the entire house. We decided to wrap in blankets while our clothes dried by the fire. It was awkward being stranded alone with him, although we have worked together for five years we never really knew each other. No after-hours stuff like cook-outs or family gatherings, nothing other than work. There we were wrapped naked in blankets staring at the fire. At one point we both looked at each other and cracked up laughing.


Rob said that he saw a bottle of brandy in the kitchen when he was searching around. I told him that I don’t drink brandy but I sure wish we had something to bring on a quick buzz. He said that scavengers can’t be beggars and he went off to the kitchen to get the bottle. He came out with two paper cups and the bottle, At this point, I figured I didn‘t have any reason not to have a shot. We had a toast to our predicament and not before long we were toasting space travel and President Lincoln. We got wasted, we laughed a lot and were having a lot of fun, considering a short time ago we were in fear for our lives.


It seemed we had managed to forget our imminent problems and also forget the world outside. Now and then one of us would open the front of our blanket near the fire to let the heat warm our skin, at first we were being modest and positioning so the other person couldn’t see flesh. But after a half dozen shots of booze, the modesty disappeared and turned into flirting and teasing. I was getting turned on by the oddity of our situation, of course, the brandy played a big part in me getting loose and getting turned on.


At one point when Rob opened his blanket in front of the fire, I could see that his cock was getting a little bigger, my husband calls it chubby. At that point, I knew that I would be having a wild night of sex with Rob. The only problem I had was finding a subtle way of letting him know it too, making sure I left an opening as an excuse to say I was joking in case he didn’t have it in him to cheat on his wife.


I asked him to pour another shot, we toasted naked strangers stranded a hundred miles from home. As I tipped my head back to down the shot I let the blanket fall completely to the floor. I acted like I was scrambling to pick it up, pretending to be embarrassed, I then stumbled down to the floor, naked with everything exposed and visible only by the firelight. As I struggled to get the blanket back over me I apologized for my exposure. Like a true guy, he bought it hook, line and sinker.


“Don’t worry about it” he said, “for five years I wondered what you looked like under there and now I know” he continued with a chuckle.
“Well?” I asked, “After five years, was it worth the wait?”
“It sure was” he answered, “I only hope it won’t be another five years before I get to satisfy my other wonder about you”, “I’ve also wondered what it would be like having sex with you”
“Another five years?” I asked, “I’m thinking there’s a chance it will be less than five minutes”


He didn’t know how to reply, he poured a shot and we toasted to us crossing the line of awkwardness and knowing we would be having crazy sex tonight. Downing the shot I dropped my blanket, standing there stark naked with only the light from the fire. Rob stared for a moment as if he was in shock, not from the sight of my nude body but the realization of the moment.


He didn’t waste any time moving in for a kiss. We embraced our nude bodies together, I could feel my tits press against his chest and I could feel his cock against my thigh. His kiss was so much better than I think I might have expected. His hands wrapped around me and rubbed my ass cheeks. We were both breathing heavily while we kissed. I never even thought about doing this guy and now I was thinking that he’s one of the hottest guys I made out with. Now I only hoped that he was going to be one of the best guys that I ever fucked.


My head was spinning a little from the booze, I’m not sure how I ended up laying on my back with Rob’s head buried in my crotch. His mouth was working my clit, as if my clit were another set of lips and he was making out with it. One of his hands was caressing my tits and the other was probing for my G-spot. I was melting as this guy worked my pussy with such knowledge of where to make it feel good. The feeling of him licking and fingering me is indescribable. I couldn’t reach his cock so I used my hands to massage his head and neck as he ate me out, my fingernails gently scratched at him, I could tell it was giving him goosebumps. My legs tightened around his head as I came, I came almost violently on his face. The orgasm was intensified when he continued to keep his lips planted on my clit and his fingers in my cunt. It seemed to last for a long time, it was wild until I couldn’t take it anymore and broke away in near exhaustion.


I rolled him on his back, It seemed like I couldn’t get his cock in my mouth fast enough. I love the feeling of a wanting cock in my mouth, I love knowing that I’m driving a man insane when I give him head. His cock was rock hard, It seems like it’s been quite some time since I felt a cock this hard. It was warm to feel but as hard as it was, the skin seemed so soft. I teased his head for a moment before I took it deep in my mouth, I buried the tip in my throat while I clamped my lips around his shaft. My lips moved up and down as I used my face to fuck his cock. He moaned and withered as I gave him head, my hands playing with his balls and my fingers teasing his ass. Whenever I needed a momentary break from sucking him I would lick his balls while I stroked his cock. That hot, hard cock with the warm soft skin felt so good. I know that I was enjoying giving him the head as much as he enjoyed receiving it.


He moved me into a doggie-style position and knelt behind me. I felt his head spread my soaking lips apart as his rod drove into me. My swollen pussy lips massaged his cock on its way in. That cock felt so good, it was certainly one of the best I’ve had. He gripped my hips and began fucking me, at first he moved slowly but it didn’t take long before he was pounding away with hammering thrusts. I felt my tits swaying back and forth as he fucked me. I lost track of how many times I came while he drilled back and forth. I could feel my fluids running down my leg, I was so fired up that I don’t think I ever got this wet before. It was great fucking by a great guy, he certainly knew how to please me.


I didn’t want him to cum yet because I wanted the sex to last. We were repositioning ourselves when he poured another shot of brandy. I laughed and toasted that I think never had brandy before but it is probably my new favorite drink. We downed the shot and lay back down on the floor. We were side by side in a sixty-nine position. I couldn’t wait to suck that cock again. His lips were franticly making out with my clit and his cock was slowly thrusting deep in my throat. We both had our arms wrapped around each other as we locked into an unbelievable mutual sucking session. Once again I came on his face, I hope he didn’t mind how wet I was and how much fluid I dripped on his face. He kept licking away, so I guessed he was okay with it.


I rolled him onto his back and mounted on top of him. His cock slid right in my cunt and I moaned out loud, I loved the feel of his cock deep inside me. My cunt tightened as I started to ride him up and down. I felt his hands grab onto my tits, he gripped them in a way where his fingers could gently pinch my nipples. I felt surges go through my body, straight from my nipples to my clit. The feeling was something that I don’t think I ever felt before and it caused me to explode into multiple orgasms, this guy was driving me wild.


He told me that he was about to cum so I slid off and knelt beside him. I grasped his cock in my hand to control it as I guided it into my mouth. I could taste the pre-cum and I could tell by his moans that he was in total ecstasy. His cock was soaked with my pussy juices, I stroked it as I bobbed my head in rhythm with his gentle hip action. I could taste my juices as his dick throbbed in my mouth. When he let go, his entire body shook. The orgasm was intense, I continued the stroking and sucking while his cum filled my mouth, I kept my tongue sliding across his head while the cum gushed out. The thought of knowing how great his orgasm was had given me an orgasm, with my other hand I rubbed my clit furiously, and together we both had an intense explosion. I don’t know about him, but this is one of the best fucks I’ve had in a long time. I fell to the floor beside him and we both fell asleep.


During the night the fire had dwindled and we managed to get cuddled together under a blanket. We both woke up as the sun started to shine in the windows. I was hoping I didn’t have a bad hangover from all the shots and I wondered how we were going to handle this new awkwardness. At some point during our waking we locked eyes, we paused for a minute and we both cracked up laughing as we came to realize what we had done.


We both got up and got dressed. It didn’t take us long to make sure the fire was out and put the house back the way it was, or at least the best we could. We could hear the snowplows on the street and Rob ran down and paid a guy to pull the car out of the ditch. Soon we were on the road again. Neither one of us had a bad hangover so we stopped for breakfast at some roadside diner. During the meal his cell phone rang, he assured his wife that everything was okay and we would be there in a few hours. He seemed a little awkward with the phone call and told her that he couldn’t talk right now.


After he hung up he told me that she was asking all kinds of questions about where we slept and how we slept. We put together a matching cover story that would match if either one of us were ever talking about it or if we were asked. It was simple, we fell asleep early and slept in different rooms, never mention the brandy. As we were leaving the restaurant my phone rang, I assured my husband that we were okay and that we would be home in a few hours. No cover story needed here, my husband could hardly wait for me to get home and give him the details of our wild night of sex. 


Public Cuckolding club

The parts about Vicky wearing extremely revealing clothes in Denver are true. She let guys look up her skirt and down her blouse. They did push her nipple out of her bra. She did pull her skirt up to her ass, even when she was commando. They did dry hump the fuck out of her cunt and ass on the dance floor. They did feel her bra-less tits through her sheer blouse and panty-less ass through her thin skirt. She did dance commando in the cage. I chose the name "Tom" because Vicky cheated on me and cuckolded me for two years with my friend Tom. I chose "Bob" because he operated a rafting company and Tom pimped Vicky out to many of his customers. I chose "Shirley" because she was the young neighbor girl I introduced to sex. Vicky did not suck cock or fuck in the dance club. I think!!


I met Vicky, when she was eighteen, in a small mountain town in Colorado. Long blondish hair, almost to her waist. Hazel bedroom eyes. Gorgeous face, with sexy lips and a mouth that looked like it was begging for a hard cock to suck. Big, ski jump, 36C tits. Her aureoles are about two inches in diameter. Her nipples about 3/8" in diameter and 1/2" long when aroused. Her waist is 26 inches and her hips 37 inches. Lying on her back, naked, you can see her abs and rib cage. Her pubic mound is extremely prominent, so much so that her clit is accessible without her spreading her legs! She can be fucked without spreading her legs! Her pubic hair is sparse. Her legs are shapely and her ass firm and round, just a tad large proportional to the rest of her body, except for her tits. She has sexy size 6 feet.


Upon asking around town about her I found out that she was a virgin and that a lot of guys have tried to fuck her, without any luck. A few had felt her tits and ass. (After we were married she admitted to putting a shy family friend's [Mike Mosburn] hands on her tits and letting him feel her tits for about a half-hour while she made out with him. She had on a thin stretch knit bra she'd worn for the occasion and let him get his hands under her blouse. She said she like being felt up and usually wore a padded bra and that Mike was the only guy she trusted to play with her nearly naked tits and not rape her or tell everyone in town what she'd let him do, and how much she'd enjoyed it. She had on thin white cotton shorts and a thong and he played with her ass.)


I asked a chick I was fucking (Cheryl Hawkins) about Vicky. She didn't like her, said she was a cock tease and too good to fuck around. She said there was a rumor that Jack Timer (Vicky's senior year boyfriend) had gotten Vicky's cherry but that she denied it. Cheryl loved to fuck. I was one of a few guys that would eat her cunt. Maybe because she fucked so many cocks. I love eating pussy! Cheryl could deep throat me. She had ski jump tits, bigger than Vicky's. But they hung a little. Vicky's didn't. They were perfect. Cheryl liked it up her ass. I'd never gotten into anal. A couple of years later I wished I had! Cheryl had long, sexy legs, tall at 5' 10", but a flat ass. She was pretty.


I took Vicky out twice before I kissed her. The third time we parked and made out. I got to feel her tits. The fourth time I got her blouse open and the bra was undone and felt her naked tits. She said no one had ever done that before and it felt good. I told her she had the most magnificent tits I'd ever felt. Two dates later we were on my bed making out. She let me dry hump her and strip her from the waist up and see her with the lights on. She told me to look at her. I told her how exquisite she was and she loved it. I kissed her and felt her tits and sucked them. My hand found its way between her legs. She was HOT and her pussy was gushing! I slipped my fingers up the leg of her shorts and caressed her pussy, lovingly, through her soaked panties. I put her hand on my hard cock and she stroked it through my pants while I stroked her pussy.


On the next date we wound up on my bed and I stripped her to her panties. She stripped me to my underwear and we felt each other all over our bodies. With the lights on. She laid there on her back with her legs spread and let me look at her while I felt her tits and cunt. She sat up and stroked my hard cock through my underwear. She slid her hand inside my underwear and stroked my cock, grinning at me. She said, "Like that?" I groaned in appreciation. She said she had no idea guys' dicks got so big and hard. I was pretty drunk and out of my mind horny. I started taking my underwear off and Vicky helped me get naked. She told me my dick was beautiful and that she wanted me to look at her pussy. I stripped her panties off and she spread her legs, laying there totally naked for me. She felt her tits and rubbed her pussy, saying it turned her on for me to look at her naked. Her cunt lips were splayed completely open. Pussy juice oozed from her hot wet fucking cunt and ran down onto her virgin ass hole. We lay next to each other and explored, Vicky, stroking me and me feeling her tits and cunt. My finger found her opening and slid carefully in. I'd never been with a virgin before and didn't want to take her cherry with my finger. I got my finger almost in when Vicky gasped, pressing her cunt into my hand for a few seconds, and said to stop. I backed out and masturbated to her. She came within a minute. And again. She came four times and begged me to stop, saying she was so sensitive she couldn't stand it anymore. She asked me how her pussy looked after being finger fucked and masturbated. I told her she had the tightest, sexiest pussy I'd ever seen or felt. She spread herself wide open and held her cunt lips open. She said she loved being looked at naked. She looked at my precum oozing cock. Vicky said she wanted me to take her. I asked if she was a virgin and she said yes. Chivalrous drunk me said we should wait until tomorrow when we weren't so drunk. We felt each other all over for a while and I took her home.


The next night we kissed for a few minutes, stripping each other. I ate her cunt. She watched me eat her cunt and came, telling me to eat her. She came hard, grabbing my head, and fucked her cunt into my mouth. We fucked our brains out. For hours. Fuck, Vicky was the tightest fuck ever, and I told her so. We showered and she sucked my cock. She watched herself in my dresser mirror while she sucked my cock. She was a natural. She ate every drop of my come. She said it was bitterer than she expected from talking to her girlfriends, but liked it. We both got off on watching her suck cock. We watched ourselves fuck in the mirror. After I came Vicky turned her spread open cunt toward the mirror and we looked at her cream pie. Fuck! Talk about nasty! She said, "Look at what you did to me!" Vicky had a sluttish grin on her face. She was the wildest fuck I'd ever had. She told me to finger her cum filled pussy and masturbate her. We watched my cum be forced out of her cunt by my finger and spread all over her cunt and clit. It ran down onto her virgin ass hole. She came repeatedly. I held her swollen red cunt open and we could see her clit. Her lips were plastered wide open. Her clit was stuck to her right cunt lip. It was half an inch long and an eighth of an inch thick. Vicky masturbated herself for me for the first time. She said she'd been masturbating since she was twelve, but had never seen her clit before or cum that hard before. She bucked her hips into the air when she came.


We looked at her in the mirror. Her crotch was drenched in cunt juice and cum. Vicky pulled my head into her cunt and I ate here while she watched. I could taste my cum mixed with her cunt juice and liked it. It tasted like fucking!!! Vicky exploded. She grasped my head and fucked her cunt with my mouth, grinding it into my face. My tongue was in her cunt. I stuck it as far into her as I could. She exploded again and screamed with orgasmic pleasure. Her crotch was sliding up and down and around on my mouth. I licked and sucked all of her cunt juice. Her virgin ass hole pressed into my mouth and tongue in her gyrations. I could tell from her gasps that it set her off. Finally, she planted her ass hole onto my tongue. She fucked her ass hole directly onto it. It was covered in cum and cunt juice and slid in easily. She pulled my head into her ass like she wanted my whole head up her ass. She screamed for me to eat her ass. She held me there and I worked my tongue in and out. No woman I'd been with had ever cum so hard as Vicky did then.


We fucked. And fucked. For two more hours. Vicky screamed every time I came in her. She wanted cum in her cunt. I shot off in her until I was depleted. We rested and savored our sex. Vicky sucked my cum-coated prick. And watched herself in the mirror. She said she couldn't believe I'd cum for her so many times.


It was 2:25 AM when we dragged ourselves into Brown's cafe for much-needed nourishment. Mike and Marsha (Mots) Milles were there after being in the White Horse dancing. We sat with them and Marsha could tell, immediately, that Vicky'd gotten her brains fucked out. Marsha had "B" cup bullet-shaped tits, with huge puffies. I'd had a hard-on for them from the first time I saw her. Mike loved showing her off and let everyone know he kept her tiny little cunt shaved. He liked fucking her "little girl" pussy. Vicky saw me staring at Marsha's tits. Marsha had on a stretch knit top that molded to her tits, perfectly, showing their exact size and shape, including her puffies. When we got home she commented on Mike liking to show her off and said I could look all I wanted if it made me horny and I fucked the shit out of her after looking at Marsha's tits. Which I did. Vicky said she'd been looking at guys' crotches since she was twelve and it turned her on to see big bulges. The next day half the town knew she was finally putting out. And loving it. Vicky didn't seem to mind. Half the guys in town were asking her out. She turned them all down. We fucked constantly. I bought her sexier, more revealing clothes than she was used to. She'd always liked guys checking her out and teasing then. It still took her quite a while to become comfortable wearing them. She'd started getting tits when she was ten. She was a large "A" cup at twelve. Boys and men were looking down her blouse at her bra, but she'd never had sexy, revealing bras before. She'd worn short skirts, but with pantyhose. I bought her thigh-high, stay up by themselves stockings. I hated pantyhose. I bought her seamed butt panties and her skirts draped seductively into her ass crack while she danced.


The more Vicky fucked and sucked my cock, the more she liked it. She became insatiable. We fucked when we woke up, her sucking my cock to wake me up. She got off on putting my soft cock in her mouth and feeling it grow hard. We fucked on my lunch hour and when I got home from work. And after dinner. And when we went to bed. Beta Max and VHS had just come out and we rented porns. We both got off on women sucking huge cocks, stretching their mouths to the limit, and getting fucked in the mouth while the guy held their heads and rammed into their mouths. She loved cum shots all over their faces. I'll never forget the first anal sex video we watched. Vicky said that was the nastiest, sexiest thing she'd ever seen. The woman's ass hole gaped open and cum gushed out. She'd been taken anally and his cum ran down into her spread open cunt. I liked watching it, but wasn't into it, as I said before. We watched a gang bang video, five men and one woman, and I told Vicky that as horny as she was she'd probably love being gang fucked and that it would probably take ten guys lining up on her for about four hours to satisfy her. That was the first time I saw Vicky blush. Then she turned crimson! The woman in the video did double and triple penetrations. The woman took at least twelve loads of cum. Vicky was incredibly turned on and fucked my brains out. All five of them had fucked the woman one after the other. She said she couldn't even imagine being fucked that hard and fast and deep by five huge porno cocks up her pussy and getting those heavy loads of cum shot into her. At the end of the video, they all jacked off onto the woman's face, tits, belly, and held open cunt. Vicky masturbated while she watched this scene.


We got married in June.


We went to Denver for a weekend, arriving at about 7:00 PM Thursday. I'd researched some motels and found one with mirrors in the rooms that catered to horny couples. It had a good, slightly expensive restaurant, and private, members-only, dance club down the street that was a pretty much no holds barred swingers club. I wanted to watch people fuck. And I got off on showing Vicky off. Vicky loved the room.


We fucked at the motel for an hour. There were mirrors everywhere and we watched ourselves fucking, Vicky commenting on how much she liked watching herself fuck and suck. Like the women in the pornos. Vicky wore an incredibly low-cut bra and blouse and a mini-skirt when we went out. Her turquoise tulip bra was underwired and had pushed up, push-in pads that started at the middle of the bottom of her tits and wrapped halfway up the outsides of them. The pads were covered in satin. The rest of her bra was sheer with a small lace rosette appliqué. It exposed her tits right to the edge of her aureoles at the top and the insides of her tits. The pads arced up and were only two inches wide at the widest part, exposing most of her tits through the sheer bra. It was the most cleavage she'd ever exposed and it turned us both on. Looking down at her blouse, from just the right angle, I could see inside her bra. Half her naked aureoles were exposed to the edge of her nipples. She'd never let anyone but I see her naked aureole and nipples and said she'd have to be careful. Her panties were matching turquoise sheer lace in the front with the rosettes and sheer in the back. String bikini, tiny in the front, showing some cunt hair, and only covering half her hot fucking ass. Her blouse was burgundy, sleeveless, and only went down to just above her belly button. It was a wrap blouse and gaped open when she was twirled when she danced. Her wide-set tulip bra straps showed out the shoulders of her blouse and her bra showed out the sleeves of the arms holes of her blouse when she raised her arms while she danced. Her blouse was scoop-necked, exposing her chest to a quarter of an inch of her bra top when standing upright. Bent over, everyone could see down her blouse to her sheer bra, aureole, and nipples. Vicky's skirt was mini, dark grey, thin satin, see-through with the light behind her, mid-thigh, draping into her ass crack. Sitting down, it raised to just below her pussy. Dancing, with her arms up around my neck, it raised to the bottom of her ass cheeks. She wore sheer dark grey thigh-high stocking and platform heels that aligned my cock with her cunt while we danced.


We'd had almost two bottles of wine while we fucked. We were pretty fucked up when we went to the motel restaurant. We drank more wine at dinner. The waiter (another Tom) devoured Vicky with his eyes while he served us. He recommended a dance club (the swingers' club) and said to show the doorman our receipt and we'd get a free membership which usually costs $50 per couple. It was 10:15 PM when we got there. We were seated clear in the back at a two-person table on a sidewall. A guy was seated directly across from Vicky at another two-person table, giving him a direct shot up her skirt. Another guy was at a table to the side of our table, giving him a shot up her skirt every time she got up to dance. At 11:15 PM the waiter and a friend of his showed up and sat with the two guys at the tables across from us. Our waiter and his buddy had a clear shot up Vicky's skirt while she was sitting and the other two had a clear shot up her skirt when she got up to dance. We were both drunk and horny by that time. They switched tables for different views of her panties. They took turns dancing with Vicky, looking down her blouse when they came to ask her to dance. They looked up her skirt from about five feet away when she got up.


All the women had on sexy revealing outfits. Some of the women were being felt up. The men weren't bothering to hide their hard-ons. They were grinding their crotches together. Women were getting their asses humped when they entered and exited the dance floor.


At the midnight break, we went to our car and smoked a joint. Vicky was horny and sucked my cock. I fingered her to three orgasms. Her cunt lips were spread wide open, ready to fuck. She smelled of wanton sex. We commented on how much they could see of her. She said there was no way for her to keep them from seeing up her skirt. I told her they'd already seen her panties and she might as well not worry about it. Vicky said she'd shit if anyone she knew ever saw her like this, or if she ever ran into these guys again. She'd dirty danced and slow danced with them while I danced with various women. She said they all had hard-ons and pressed their cocks into her crotch. She said our waiter had a huge curved cock and it lined up perfectly with her cunt with her platform heels. She said he must not have underwear on because it went between her legs and she could feel it on the entire length of her pussy and clit. And that it was all she could to keep from humping into it.


At the 1:00 AM break, we smoked another joint. She asked if I'd noticed they were taking her hand in their hands holding it next to her right tit when they slow danced. She said they were pressing the backs of their fingers into the side of her bra and moving it around, trying to feel her tit. She said she let them do it because they could only feel her bra pad, mostly. They occasionally ran their fingers across the whole outside of her tit. And they pushed into the side of her tit a lot. She said one of them was always dancing right next to her, on her left, looking at her chest when they did it. Vicky said they were running their hands across the top of her panties, which was at the top of her ass cheek, right at the top of her ass crack, and feeling to the sides of her panties. She thought they were trying to figure out what kind of panties she had on. Then she said they'd all danced with her right in front of their tables and had slid their hands down her ass halfway and she'd pulled their hands up. They'd moved their hands around the top of her ass. She thought they wanted to show each other how much of her tits and ass they could feel. She wanted me to watch them try to feel her up. To watch her tease the fuck out of them.


I disappeared into the crowded dance floor and watched them dance when we went back in. Sure enough, our waiter was pressing his fingers into the side of her tit while one of them, dancing a foot away from her, looked down her blouse. He slid his fingers almost to her nipple and back to the side. Fuck! He'd pulled her blouse open and pushed her tit out of her bra, exposing her entire aureole, nipple, and all, to his buddy. His hand went over halfway down her ass, right in front of the other two guys watching at the tables. She pulled his hand up while he ground into her cunt. As she pulled his hand up he slid her skirt up, eventually exposing almost her entire ass through her sheer panties, five feet away from the guys at the tables. They took turns on her, dancing and grinding into her cunt and exposing her tits and sheer panties to each other while I watched, hidden in the crowd.


We were both fucked up and turned on. Our eyes met. Vicky arched her back and pressed her cunt into Tom's hard curved cock. I could just imagine how his cock felt on her horny spread open, just finger fucked cunt. Vicky's entire cunt with a hard thick curved prick pressing into it, moving to the music and rubbing into her clit, sticking out of her upturned, prominent pubic mound. Vicky watched me watch her be molested. They all felt her tits and ass, exposing her nipples and ass. The dirty danced and humped their hard cocks into her cunt and her ass crack. She shoved and ground her cunt and ass into their hard cocks while I watched. Everyone watched. Vicky watched other couples grind their crotches together while Tom ground his hard curved prick into her cunt.


We got back to our room and attacked each other. I told her how sexy she looked and how proud I was to be with the sexiest women in the club. Vicky said the guys had felt her tits and ass. And see her panties up her skirt. She asked if that turned me on as much as it did her. I told her I almost came in my pants. She said every guy she danced with had a hard-on. I said I couldn't blame them, that I had one all night. We fucked! She said she knew some of the guys were talking to each other about her after she danced with them. And, that it was a good thing none of them knew us. She said she'd love to have heard what they were saying about her. I had her put her bra and blouse on and showed her how they were showing her naked nipples to each other and told her she needn't worry about other men seeing her nipples anymore. She just about shit and wanted to know why I didn't tell her. I told her I couldn't get to her and they'd been looking at her naked aureole and nipple for over an hour already. She couldn't believe they'd done that to her without her knowing. Her nipples were hard as rocks. She devoured my cock while I savaged her tits. I told her what an incredible cock sucker she was and how she had the most perfect tits in the world and how I couldn't blame them for showing her tits to each other and feeling them. She asked if I was mad about them seeing her nipple. I said, "No, of course not!" I told her about them sliding her skirt up to her ass and showing each other her practically naked ass. She put her skirt and panties on and I slid her skirt up while we watched in the mirror. We slow danced and she ground into my cock, asking if I'd be pissed if Tom wouldn't let her back away from his cock and made her cum. I told her it wouldn't be her fault and I could just imagine the guys watching her have a monumental orgasm right in front of them. We both laughed.


The next morning we fucked and planned our Friday evening escapade. We went shopping and bought Vicky a thin, semi-sheer white spaghetti strap top and mini-skirt outfit. Her blouse exposed the top of her big, wide-set, outward-pointing tits to the top of her aureoles and about an inch of the insides of them clear to the bottom of her tits. The color of her aureole and nipples was obvious. It draped seductively between her tits and around the outsides, displaying the full height and width of her tits. Her period was starting Monday and her aureole had swollen, puffing her aureole to twice their normal size (and sensitivity). It went down to two inches above her belly button. The slightly sheer mini-skirt barely went to mid-thigh. With the light behind her, you could see the silhouette of her legs through it. It draped into her ass crack. We'd found a pussy pink stretch knit, sheer g-string that molded to her pussy. Vicky modeled it in front of the mirror in our room. Half her cunt hair was exposed. Vicky danced in front of the mirror. Her tits jiggled seductively. Her skirt rose to her g-string, exposing her thighs to the point where they curved inward toward her pussy, making a fucking gap with her thigh-high stockings squeezing the tops of her thighs. We watched in the mirror while we slow danced, me holding her hand in mine, pressing my fingers into the side of her braless tit. She asked how her tit felt. I said, "Naked." I easily worked her blouse to the outside of her naked nipple. She said it was going to be an extreme turn-on, knowing that they were feeling her braless tits and seeing her naked nipple this time. We fucked. We went shopping again and bought her a pair of really tall, black, spike heels and "tall" shear black, stay up by themselves, thigh-high stockings. They went clear up to her crotch and the bottom of her ass cheeks, squeezing her thighs, creating an even larger gap between the top of her thighs and her cunt. Vicky commented that Tom's big curved porno cock was going to be able to stroke her pussy the way her stockings squeezed her thighs open. She modeled the outfit and I bent her over the end of the bed, pulled her skirt up, g-string aside, and fucked the shit out of her.


We went to dinner and our waiter, Tom, from the night before, got an eye full of tit. We had a couple of glasses of wine and Vicky was loose. As was I. It was 9:00 PM. Tom gave us our receipt and said he'd see us there. He saw Vicky's sheer pink pantied pussy when she got up to leave.


At the club, we went to the booth at the back of the dance floor with the same two men at the tables across from it. Two more guys, that our two friends knew, sat at another table close by a while later. They ordered us a round of drinks. I told the waitress, "Scotch on the rocks." There weren't many people there yet and we had the whole and back third of the dance floor to ourselves. Vicky danced with the two guys from the evening before. Her braless tits bounced and swayed and jiggled. Her skirt twisted with her hips, rising to the bottom of her crotch, showing the tops of her thigh-high stockings. She sat back down with me and asked how she looked. I said, "Fuckable!" We slow danced, our crotches glued together. The guys kept drinks cumming to our table. We were both pretty drunk. She danced a few more fast songs with them and a slow song came on before she got back to the table. I was dancing and watched her partner steer her to the back corner of the dance floor. Two of the guys, dancing, blocked my view of her, except for part of her head. Occasionally I could see her smiling face. Once I saw her upper torso from the side and it looked like the guy she was dancing with's hand was at her tit level, a slutty grin on her face. The guys blocking my view, whose faces I could see, were grinning. Then I saw them looking down at her ass level, grinning lewdly. I immediately wondered if she was getting her tits and ass felt. I knew Vicky was pretty drunk and how much she liked being felt up. I also knew how well her tits and ass felt. I was struck with jealousy. I also felt an INCREDIBLE ache in my hard fucking cock! Fuck. Was Vicky being felt up? Where did he have his hands? My cock involuntarily ground into the crotch of the girl I was dancing with. She pressed back into me. Vicky went back to our table and bent over, reaching for her drink at the back of the table. We could see the bottoms of her tits and ass.


Tom got there at 10:45 and the show was on! It was crowded and he danced Vicky in front of his buddies with a lot of other dancers blocking my view. Vicky tried to make eye contact with me, but it was impossible. They took turns dancing with her. Occasionally I got a view of her fast dancing, her skirt swirling up above her cunt and ass, g-string exposed. Them pulling her braless right tit into their left hands when she twirled back to them. I could see their fingers open and knew they were getting a handful of her tit every time. They always slow danced with her by their tables. I saw their hand on the outside of her braless tit. Fuck, were they running their fingers over her braless nipples??!! It looked like they were sliding her skirt up to her ass, exposing it for each other. The woman I was dancing with was braless and pressed her tits into me. I imagined Vicky doing the same. She ground into my hard prick.


Vicky was sweating when she got back to the table. She said she needed a break to cool off. It was the 11:00 PM break and we went out to the car. I told her I was getting drunk. She said she was well on her way, feeling no pain. She said she'd seen me humping the last chic I'd danced with. I told her it was because I'd just seen her with a lewd, sexy grin on her face. She laughed and said Tom had pressed his hard-on into her crotch and told her he wanted to fuck her. She said it was a real turn-on getting to tease them, knowing they'd never see her again. I asked if they'd all told her that. She said he was the only one bold enough. I told her, from the look on her face, it must have turned her on. She said that his hard dick felt really good pressing into her pussy and that Marsha had explained that the greatest compliment a man could give a woman was to get a hard-on and tell her he wanted to fuck her. I told her she had three hours to get complimented all she wanted and to tease all she wanted and then we were going to the room and I would demonstrate her greatest compliment! She asked me if I meant it. I told her I wanted her horny out of her mind when we fucked. She asked if I didn't mind them wanting to fuck her. I told her I wanted to fuck her the first time I saw her and I expected that any normal guy would want to fuck her, especially in her sexy, revealing outfit. I asked her if they'd all seen her panties getting out of the booth. She said she'd made sure they had. I asked her if she knew when she bent over, leaning over the table, that her tits and ass were exposed. She said that was a general idea! I told her it was our next to the last night here. She kissed me, deeply.


The woman I'd danced with before found me again. She talked dirty to me and said her husband was watching us. And that he wanted to watch me feel her up while we all watched my wife tease. He was next to us and watching us and Vicky. Vicky was at the back of the floor, dirty dancing. My partner and Vicky were shaking their tits and asses. Her husband was watching his and my wife. A slow song came on. Her cunt pressed into my cock. I could tell by the look on Vicky's face that Tom's cock had found Vicky's cunt and ground into it. His hands went halfway down her ass and she left them there, all five of them watching. Shirley's husband, Bob, maneuverered his partner where he had a better view of Vicky.


After the song was over we sat at their table and Bob said Tom had her skirt clear up to the top of her ass for half the song. I told Bob and Shirley the guys didn't know we knew what they were doing to Vicky. And how they'd looked at her nipples the night before.


The four of us went to our car and smoked a couple of joints at the 1:00 AM break. Vicky was fucked up and wanted to know what they said about her. And if they'd seen her ass hole! Shirley said she would dance with them and ask them about her. Shirley and Bob said they came here all the time and got off on Shirley exposing herself and being molested. Bob said that on Saturday nights she went commando and exposed her tits, pussy, and ass to everyone there. She got finger fucked and stroked cocks while a lot of people watched.


Fresh drinks were at our table. Vicky drank half her drink before she was asked to dance again. She was three sheets to the wind and I pretended to be. She danced sexy in our corner. Tits bouncing and swirling. A few of the guys got girls and danced with them by their table, blocking my view half the time. They took turns with Vicky and I danced with a few girls besides Shirley. I watched and when two of the men got up from their table I disappeared into the men's room. I hid in the last stall and heard the two of them saying how good her hot ass felt and that she had no idea they were lifting her skirt clear to the top of her ass, by their table, for them to look at. They said her ass hole looked inviting and wondered if she took it up her ass. And that she was drunk enough that she'd let them all run their fingers over her tits and expose her nipple. Tom was going to try to feel her tit and butt hole and pussy. He was going to try to make her cum. Shirley reported that the guys had all felt Vicky's tits and humped their pricks against her cunt and ass hole and they and wanted to fuck her. And that Vicky liked being felt up and humped by their hard pricks. They all said she humped her cunt into their pricks.


My mind whirled. I could see them feeling her scrumptious tits and her enjoying it. I could see her exposed ass hole and crotch in her sheer pink g-string, cunt hair sticking out, and them devouring her visually. Wanting to fuck her. I couldn't blame them. Fuck, I was setting her up to get molested and loving it. How far would Vicky let them go? Thank God we'd never see any of them again and no one we knew would ever find out what she did here. Shirley and I danced while we watched Vicky.


Vicky was sitting at the edge of the table, legs spread preparatory to getting up to dance. Tom was blocking her exit, talking to her. Two couples were between us and Vicky and no one noticed us watching. I knew everyone at the tables across from ours had a clear shot of her sheer, soaked, g-string, and spread open cunt. Vicky was looking up at him. Then she looked over at the guys at the tables and grinned knowingly at them. He stepped back to let her up and I could see the size of his cock. It stood out in the pleat of his pants. It had to be nine inches. Thick. Curved. She stared at it before she got up to dance with him. She smiled up at him and looked back down at his prick. Vicky studied it. She spread her legs invitingly, giving him, and them, a clear shot of her cunt in her skimpy g-string, half her cunt hair exposed. Vicky got up and Tom was behind her immediately. His hard cock was pressed into her ass crack as they moved to the dance floor. Vicky moved slowly, letting him hump her ass, pressing back into his hard curved cock while they worked their way to the dance floor. And the other guys watched. Vicky's arms were around his neck and in her five-inch heels, her cunt aligned perfectly with his hard prick. It sank between her thighs. It was a fairly fast slow song and their bodies moved to the music. He stroked her cunt to the music with his hard fucking prick and she stroked his cock with her sopping wet cunt to the music while the guys at the tables watched. Their hips rotated in a fucking motion. They talked. I could read their lips when they said the word "fuck". I could read Vicky's lips saying, "Fuck me". It looked like she said,” suck your cock". And, "fuck my ass". Vicky was oblivious to everyone on the dance floor. Their crotches ground together. His hand went up to her blouse and her eyes closed and her head tilted back in pleasure. His other hand went down the back of her skirt. The guys at the table were enraptured by the show. I could see his hand slide across Vicky's ass and find her butt hole. Her entire body jerked. She said, "Fuck yes". She grinned at him. She looked around and found me. She mouthed, "Oh, shit!" He pulled her into his huge curved prick grinding hard into the entire length of her gaping cunt lips and swollen clit while his left hand was molesting her entire tit. Vicky gasped and groaned as Tom's huge cock stroked her cunt to the music. She ground into his prick and then back into his finger on her butt hole. I was mesmerized, as were the guys at the tables. It was only a minute into the song. Vicky came, hard! Her face contorted into an expression of sheer orgasmic pleasure. She'd been cumming for about five seconds when his hand slid down her ass between her drenched thighs, to her gushing cunt. She rammed her cunt back and forth into his huge cock, masturbating her cunt from the front, and into his fingers ravishing her sopping cunt from the back. His hand slid between her cunt and her ass hole. She convulsed orgasmically, totally immersed in her desire to saturate herself in the exquisite simultaneous pleasure of his prick thrusting against her cunt and his fingers masturbating her cunt and virgin ass hole. He let go of her tit and pulled Vicky's hand down to his hard prick. She automatically wrapped her hand around it, savoring the length and girth of it. She stroked it. Shit, Shirley had her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking me hard. Thirty seconds later the song ended and we went to Shirley's table. Vicky'd cum so hard she'd almost collapsed. She shook her head, trying to get her senses back. She staggered back to our table, still shaking with her intense orgasm.


Vicky said she was ready to fuck. She wanted her brains fucked out. All the guys were looking at her. Fuck, she was horny and drunk. We watched Tom let the guy he was sitting with smell his fingers. Tom looked at us and licked his fingers. Vicky was embarrassed. Shirley laughed and said they looked like they'd both thoroughly enjoyed themselves as much as we'd enjoyed watching them. She wanted to know if Tom had gotten his fingers up her cunt or ass hole. Vicky said, "No, thank, God." Shirley wanted to know if she always came that hard and long, saying she was envious.


We fucked immediately in the room. We both exploded almost immediately. She devoured my cock, cleaning it, and crammed my face into her cunt and ass hole. I eagerly sucked up my cum from her cunt. Her ass tasted incredible mixed with her cunt juices and my cum. Like fucking! Vicky exploded on my tongue in her ass hole. She said it turned her on to let them see her in her g-string. And see her tits jiggle and bounce around. She said Tom masturbating her cunt with his prick and hand at the same time, and feeling her asshole and braless tits and her jacking his huge cock while we all watched was the sexiest horniest thing imaginable. She slid her fingers up her cunt and put them in my mouth. It had turned me on watching Vicky. And, she hadn't fucked another guy. I could live with her being felt and fingered. Especially by men we didn't know and wouldn't see again. Probably. Until tomorrow night!!!


The next day Vicky said she couldn't wait to go dancing that night. I told her she should leave them something to remember her by. She looked puzzled. I said, "Your final tease of the weekend." Her panties!! Saturday night was commando night and everyone was supposed to go commando at midnight. And, if anyone was caught with bra or panties or underwear on, their partner had to take them off on the dance floor. Vicky said it would be a real turn-on to let me watch Tom reach up under her skirt and take her g-string off in front of everyone. We went to Frederick's and bought her a sheer pale pink stretch nylon g-string that only covered her cunt, barely. All of her cunt hair was exposed. The top came to a point and spread out over her cunt, molding to every wrinkle and her lips, sinking into her cunt. It ended in a point right at the bottom of her fuck hole. Her clit was swollen and obvious. The strings were barely a sixteenth of an inch thick. It came with a matching halter bra. It exposed an inch of it on the bottom, two inches of the outsides and three inches insides, and the top of her tits to the top of her aureoles. We found a sheer white halter top. It covered all of her tits and molded to her swollen puffy nipples. It didn't distort her tits and allowed them to jiggle and swing as if they were naked. A hot pink, semi-sheer mini wraps skirt. Short, short. No hose and her super high heels. Friday night all the women were showing off and Saturday night was supposed to be wilder. When she was sitting the right side of her skirt lay down between her thighs, exposing her entire naked outer thigh and hip. You could hardly see the string of her panties.


We had dinner and got our receipt to get in free, went back to the room and Vicky changed into her new outfit. Fucked up, we got to the club at 10:00 PM. Four hours to play!!! Swingers!!!!!


There was no mention of Vicky's cunt and ass being felt the night before. But plenty of anticipation of what tonight would bring. Bob and Shirley were there. Shirley's top was see-through. Short skirt that barely covered her cunt. It put Vicky at ease with her revealing outfit. We took our seats in the back. Tom was there waiting when we arrived. He joined us and bought a round of drinks. He told Vicky how sexy she looked. They danced, humping slowly to the music. They fast danced, Tom swirling her around, showing her g-string. They took turns with her, all catching her tit when she swirled back to them and feeling her ass and humping into her butt.


The midnight break came. Bob and Shirley went out to our car and smoked with us. Vicky told them she was leaving her bra and g-string on so Tom could take them off while we watched. She asked how women took men's underwear off without getting them naked. Shirley said they just undid the guys' belt and unzipped their pants and pulled their underwear down below their balls. Shirley said they'd heard there was something special tonight that they'd done a few times before. And that all the locals had talked the owner into doing it tonight. And that Tom was in on it and Vicky was going to love Tom's underwear. We went in, anticipating when Tom would take Vicky's g-string and bra off.


Everyone danced, dirty. We watched. Shirley fuck danced with one of the guys at the table across from us. The girls got into a competition on who danced the sexiest. It didn't take long before they were practically fucking on the dance floor. They got their cunts and asses dry humped. About six couples were watching and cheering them on. Eight horny women were fuck dancing. Husbands danced with other wives. Shirley's big tits were felt. All the women got felt up, Vicky included. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Tom's cock was sticking out, pleated pants. He humped her cunt and she humped him back. Her short skirt rose above her cunt. Tom was humping Vicky through nothing but her sheer g-string, which we could all see. Vicky came hard. She sat with me, panting. We watched Shirley gets felt up and fingered. A lot of the women got fingered and stroked their partners’ cocks. Vicky and I watched the debauchery. Shirley grabbed me and we danced. Nasty. She stroked my cock. Tom led Vicky to the dance floor. He humped her ass. He slid his hands up her skirt, exposing her naked ass.


The commando police showed up. Vicky still had her bra and g-string on. We smiled at each other. Tom was going to get to take her bra and g-string off of her. While we all watched. Oh, shit. They were led to the middle of the dance floor. An emcee announced that they'd caught commando violators. Their punishment was that they had to strip each other to their underwear and dance in the cage for half an hour. Shirley laughed as we made our way to the cage, telling me that this was "something special" and to wait until I saw what Tom was wearing.


I could tell Vicky was surprised and a little embarrassed. But also incredibly turned on. Tom and Vicky entered the cage and it was lifted to where their crotches were just below eyeball high to everyone on the dance floor. Tom eased Vicky's halter top up over her big fucking tits, his hands lingering on her tits and squeezing them. She closed her eyes and arched her back, offering them to him completely while we all watched. He knelt and unbuttoned her skirt and slowly slid it down, caressing her ass. His finger teased her virgin ass hole, naked except for the thin string. She pressed back into it. He stood and turned Vicky around, slowly, twice, exhibiting her for everyone.


Vicky took Tom's shirt off and licked his nipples. She knelt in front of him. Our eyes met. Filled with lust. She undid his belt and pants and eased his zipper down, slowly. She worked his pants down his ass. His nine-inch cock popped out, hitting Vicky in the face. It was huge, thick, and curved. Everyone cheered. Shirley laughed and stroked my hard, pulsating cock. Tom had on a white, totally sheer, stretch-knit ball and cock sock. His cock oozed precum. Vicky stroked Tom's huge curved cock and ran her finger across his prick head smearing his precum around his cock head. Everyone was yelling for her to suck his cock. Tom's cock was poised directly in front of Vicky's mouth. He pressed the head against Vicky's lips. They parted and we could see her tongue lick Tom's prick head.


Shirley said Tom was a regular there and had danced in his ball and cock sock many times with many unsuspecting wives. And, that it had been arranged that he would dance with Vicky in the cage on Thursday night. She also said that all the regulars wanted to see Vicky naked. They all wanted to see her tits and pussy. Vicky had been set up.


Vicky got up and they danced, dirty. Tom's cock ground into Vicky's practically naked cunt. He placed his cock head directly against her fuck hole. He felt her tits and ass. Tom turned Vicky around and humped her ass. He got his cock head right on her butt hole. He got half of his head into her butt hole. All that stopped him was her tiny string. They danced wildly for half an hour. Men reached into the cage and felt Vicky's ass. The cage was lowered so that her tits could be felt, also. Tom stuck his cock between Vicky's legs from behind. His big curved cock stuck out in front of her cunt about 4 inches. It curves up and stroked her entire cunt and clit. Vicky wrapped her hand around it and stroked it, pressing it into her cunt and clit. Tom stroked Vicky's cunt and she stroked his cock with her cunt and hand. Vicky came all over Tom’s cock, really hard.


They dressed and Tom took Vicky's bra off, caressing her naked tits, his hands inside her halter top. The cage was raised to just above eye level. He knelt and put his hands under Vicky's skirt. He lifted her skirt, tucking it into her waistband. Everyone could see her pussy and ass. Tom worked Vicky's g-string down to her butt hole. And, then the front of her g-string. His right hand was between her thighs, his middle finger stroking her sopping wet naked pussy. He moved his drenched finger to her virgin butt hole. He slid his entire finger up her ass. Tom pulled Vicky's cunt into his mouth and ate her to a monumental orgasm. Everyone cheered them on. Tom was ramming his finger in and out of Vicky's ass hole. Vicky came and almost collapsed onto Tom.


It was Vicky's turn to take Tom's underwear off. The cage was lowered to just below eye level. Vicky opened Tom's pants and his big cock and balls sprang out. The elastic of his ball and cock sock was tight and Vicky was having trouble getting it off of him. She knelt in front of him and put both hands on the back of his balls. His huge curved cock was right in front of her face. It was then that I noticed Tom was uncircumcised. Vicky's hands were all over Tom's balls as she worked the ball sock off. She unrolled the cock sock off just like rubber, her hands on his naked cock. Her thumb pressed into the bottom of his prick, milking his precum out the tip of his cock.


Shirley had her hands down my pants and Bob's, stroking our naked cocks. Tom pulled Vicky's head into his prick. Vicky licked the precum from Tom's naked prick head. He forced his hard fucking cock into her mouth. Vicky instinctively sucked Tom's dick. He came in less than a minute. Everyone cheered. Vicky was embarrassed but turned on.


Back at our table, Shirley told Vicky how sexy she's looked being felt up and finger fucked in the ass, and especially sucking Tom's cock. We all went to our car and smoked. Shirley sucked Bob's cock. And, when she came up she put her lips to Vicky's lips and forced Bob's cum into Vicky's mouth. She told Vicky that now Vicky had eaten two men's cum in 15 minutes. And we still had an hour to go.


We went back in and Vicky danced with Bob in the cage, letting everyone see her naked cunt. Bob humped Vicky's cunt and ass. He felt her tits. A lot of women had their naked tits out, being felt up. Vicky limited her dancing to the six guys by our table. They felt her naked tits and pussy and asshole. They all put her hand down their pants, and she stroked their pricks. A woman with D cup tits danced topless in her g-string in the cage. She was felt up and finger fucked. Everyone wanted to watch Vicky and Tom dance again. Vicky finally relented. Vicky was fucked up. She let Tom fuck his cock against her naked cunt and ass hole. Vicky masturbated with Tom's prick pressing against her cunt. Tom pulled her halter top up over her tits. She stroked his big curved prick through his pants with her cunt and came. Tom took his naked prick out and Vicky stroked it. He tried to fuck her, lodging his cock head into her fuck hole. She told him "No". Tom kept pounding into her and got half his cock into her fuck hole. She said, "Fuck yes, fuck me Tom" and wrapped her legs around him and pulled him into her. At least seven inches of Tom's prick was buried up Vicky's cunt. Everyone was yelling for Tom to fuck Vicky. Tom pounded Vicky's cunt, gradually impaling her with his entire nine inches. Vicky frantically fucked her cunt into Tom's thrusting prick. She finally got her wits about her and twisted away from Tom's prick. Vicky knelt and sucked his cock for the second time, thinking that was better than him fucking her. Everyone cheered her on. She gave Tom her sluttiest blow job ever. When Tom was ready to cum he held her head and fucked her mouth. His cum gushed out of her mouth. She couldn't swallow it all. And it ran down onto her big tits.


Vicky came back to our table and Shirley sucked Tom's cum from Vicky's blouse. Vicky was embarrassed. Bob and Shirley told Vicky how sexy she looked fucking and sucking Tom's big cock. Vicky looked at me and I told her that Tom had raped her mouth. Everyone was drunk and horny and it wasn't her fault. We danced and everyone looked at her big almost naked tits. All six of the guys danced with her and uninhibitedly felt her tits, ass, and pussy. Tom danced with Vicky again. He put her hand down his pants. She stroked his hard thick curved uncut prick. While we watched, knowing he'd cum in Vicky's mouth twice while everyone watched. Tom felt Vicky's naked tits and her naked ass and cunt. A crowd had slowly gathered around Vicky and Tom. Tom had her halter top up over her tits. Vicky was dancing and letting everyone look at her naked tits, bouncing and jiggling. Tom lifted her skirt and tucked it into the waistband of her skirt. Vicky's tits, ass, and cunt were exposed. Shirley was egging Vicky on. Tom felt both of Vicky's tits. Then he felt her ass. Vicky took Tom's prick out and stroked it, again. Six couples and five single guys were watching. Tom tried to fuck her again. Vicky knelt and sucked his cock again.


Four guys lifted her and dumped her on an empty table, on her back, her legs spread, and ass hole and cunt invitingly exposed. Tom's cock slid easily up her willing horny fucking cunt. My wife was being fucked in front of me and a bunch of total strangers. Tom's nine-inch cock was slamming in and out of my wife's cunt, stretching her out like never before. Tom jackhammered her cunt. Vicky was telling Tom to fuck her. Tom fucked my wife's cunt while we all watched. Tom shot his load up Vicky's cunt and pulled out of her. One of his buddies mounted her and fucked her. He came in her cunt in two minutes and another guy fucked her. This went on until all five of them had fucked her and cum in her cunt, each only taking two or three minutes to cum up her cunt. By this time, at least ten couples were watching the action.


Tom dipped his finger up Vicky's cunt. He lubricated her ass hole with her cunt juices and their cum. He finger fucked her ass hole. Vicky squirmed, working her ass back into Tom's finger. The lights came on announcing that the club was closing in ten minutes. Vicky was bent over the table with her skirt up over her ass and Tom finger fucking the shit out of her ass hole with two fingers.


We fucked our brains out at the motel. Vicky said she couldn't believe that she had sucked Tom's huge cock. She asked how she looked with his big prick in her mouth. I told her she looked very sexy sucking his cock. She asked me about how she looked when Tom had his cock up her cunt. I told her she looked stretched out. Like the women fucking huge porno cocks. I asked her how it felt. Vicky said her cunt felt filled. It stretched her opening and almost made her cum while he worked his cock into her pussy. She said it stretched her cunt like never before.


Vicky said it was an incredible turn-on letting me and everyone watch her and see her naked tits, ass, and pussy. She said she understood why women liked being gang fucked! And dancing naked at strip clubs. 

cover1.jpeg
- " " | " | ) " A - o 8
A ARy P _ A

LY uuv.\_u__.! LA L1 A _\./‘;\_

X » <_,.(\

g -
A collectionto s ctories ofwemen cuckoldin
M LUITTCLCU UL ERURE ) _A_,\it\__,\ LA A AR R AL E S I\ .
+hair n e | P .

e ~a e
I 1l

>





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




