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		1.

		"It's so great that we visited this place!" my fiancée declared with a satisfied smile. She put her fork down next to the plate: "I can't swallow another crumb!"

		As I eyed her up and down at the dinner table, I sincerely hoped that she was wrong, or that by the time we got up to the room, the buffet food would settle so much that she could still take a little extra. After all, we didn't just travel to this village at the edge of the county for the holidays to go to the spa and feast. I was seriously hoping for some action, hoping that the thermal bath, the sauna, and the Christmas decorations would have an effect and that Flora would be able to relax enough for a good ride.

		That was the goal, wasn't it? To escape from the rush of everyday life, to skip the meticulous cleaning at home, the cooking, and compliance to perfection. It's no wonder that more and more people choose to escape to wellness hotels instead of traditional celebrations. And now we did the same, we left the things to unpack after the renovation, and the family chores at home, and booked ourselves into this great hotel for a few days. And here we got everything that was promised: fitness room, sauna, wellness area, and, as it turned out in the evening, excellent food as well. So after spending a few hours at the spa, we changed into elegant clothes. We had just finished the last pieces of the baked salmon, with sweet potatoes and hollandaise sauce.

		"I'm glad you liked it," I said to my partner and looked at her with satisfaction in her smooth red dress, which left her arms free with its thin straps and its deep neckline emphasized her cleavage and full breasts. Back home, she probably wouldn't have worn such a bold outfit, but here and now she happily accepted it for my pleasure. "Wanna check what’s for dessert while I finish my meal?"

		"Of course, honey," she said with a smile and folded the napkin she had been holding in her lap so far, placed it on the plate, then stood up and walked to the buffet counter. I was happy to note that the dress perfectly highlighted her pretty, round bottom, and since it ended right in the middle of her thigh, I could also admire her shapely legs, which the high heels also stretched a little.

		I ate the last bites and drank the rest of my wine. At first, I thought this trip was a bit expensive, but now I feel it was worth the price. It was as if we were on the other side of the world, but in reality, we were only a few miles away from home.

		I leaned back in my chair and looked around with joy. A decorated pine tree in the corner of the restaurant emanated a Christmas atmosphere. Christmas music whispered discreetly from the speakers, and even the tables were lit with green candles and a few red LEDs.

		I checked where my fiancée was: she was standing at the end of the buffet table with cookies and pies. I wanted to signal to her to bring me some pistachio cream, but she proved to be busy chatting with a guy. He was a tall, muscular, broad-shouldered man of our age, in a cheerful striped shirt and navy blue jeans. He must have just said something very funny because Flora blushed and giggled, and to my greatest surprise, stroked the dude's arm, maybe a little longer than the situation would have allowed. It was strange to see her like this, because she usually behaved in a reserved manner and didn’t touch strangers, in fact, she avoided all kinds of unnecessary personal contact with others.

		After another laugh and a caress of the back of the guy's hand, my fiancée walked back to me. She was so deep in her thoughts that she didn't bring any dessert neither for me nor for herself, even though that had been her original goal. She sat down in her chair and just stared in front of her, swirling the remaining wine in her glass.

		"Who was that guy?" I asked and motioned to the other side of the restaurant, where the man was sitting down at a table.

		"Oh, just an old acquaintance!" declared Flora, but she didn't look me in the eye. She took a sip of the wine, then looked around as if waking up from a dream: "Did we want... anything else?"

		"Just a little dessert," I winked, and she looked at me confused.

		“Oh, right!” she said. "I'm going to bring something. Would you like something?”

		"Yes, a cup of cream, please," I pointed toward the desserts lined up in the middle of the room. Flora hurried over and carefully selected among them. I was about to say that any of them would be fine, but to my greatest surprise, the previous guy approached her again and whispered something confidentially in her ear. My fiancée laughed again and shook her head with a scolding smile as if she had just heard an indecent joke. They exchanged a few sentences, then my fiancée walked back to me with the two desserts.

		“Is this okay?” she asked.

		"Sure," I said. "What did you and your old friend talk about?"

		"Oh, he just brought up some old jokes. Nothing serious..." My partner deflected the question, but I could see that her mind was somewhere else. We tasted the pistachio cream in silence.

		"Delicious, not too sweet," I praised, and my partner just nodded. But she didn't add anything to it, she just continued to spoon the dessert.

		The glass was almost empty when she leaned back and looked me in the eye.

		"Listen..." she began. "Do you remember what we talked about in the summer?"

		"Wow, pretty much everything... What topic are you thinking about? The renovation?”

		"Not quite..." Flora fell silent. After a little thought, she blurted out: “Well, remember when we talked about all kinds of things on vacation?”

		"Yes...?" We really talked about all kinds of nonsense.

		"And you mentioned that you have a fantasy of watching me getting fucked by someone else?"

		Oh, that conversation! We had really mentioned all kinds of things to each other, and of course, I had listed what I had seen in porn movies: threesomes, bondage, etc. My partner had also mentioned feathers, massage, scented candles, and public sex. I thought it had been a pleasant little chat, nothing more, of which we realized very little later on in our everyday life.

		"I really remember," I nodded, grinning.

		"Well, this guy..." Flora gestured there with her eyes, "he's not just an old acquaintance. I messed around with him a bit.”

		"You messed around?" I wondered. This was not typical of my reserved fiancée, who always closed the curtains thoroughly before sex. "What exactly does that mean?"

		"We weren't together or anything, but a few times...well..."

		"Friends with benefits?" I asked provocatively.

		"We can say that," Flora leaned back, relieved. "There was a part of my life when I didn't want a serious relationship, and I met him at a party... It turned out to be nothing serious with him, but... you know..."

		"Was it a one-night stand?"

		"Several nights, but in the end, yes. We helped each other.”

		"So that's why you joked with each other so cheerfully!" I suddenly understood. "And why is he here now?"

		“He said his parents won a trip here with some travel agency, and he had nothing better to do, so he accompanied them. It's better than spending Christmas alone,” my dear partner shrugged. "And I thought that since you mentioned that you know, you'd watch me... Do you still feel the same way?”

		"Yes...?" I was waiting to see what she exactly wanted.

		"Well, if I could imagine doing it with someone, it would be him."

		I was in awe. My partner, who sometimes even covered herself up in front of me after a shower, now first announced that she had had sex with this stranger without any emotion, and now that she would like to do it again?

		"How...?" I groaned in disbelief.

		“If you were really into it, he's the kind of guy with whom there wouldn't be any emotional complications, and neither the neighbors nor anyone else here would know.”

		I looked into my partner's eyes. She cast her eyes down in alarm.

		"It was just an idea, let's forget it, okay?"

		“No no!” I protested. "Let's talk it through! I'm actually quite... interested!”

		“Really?” She looked at me again.

		“For sure!” I stated, although I actually thought of the topic like the same chit-chat we had previously had on vacation. But I went into the game anyway. "So you'd be okay with us calling this guy over and would you like to... sleep with him?"

		"Well..." my partner hesitated with a blood-red face.

		“No problem! Just to see if I understand correctly. Would you have sex with him again and let me watch?”

		"It was just an idea, I played with the idea you told me in the summer," Flora shrugged and drank the last sip from her wine.

		"And do you think he would be into it?" I asked, leaning back.

		"He would be into everything..." answered my partner with a small grimace. "You know, sex with him was... completely different."

		“What does that mean?”

		"He loved it a little... harder than average."

		"What exactly does harder mean?"

		"I don't want to get into all the details..." Flora blushed even more. "But it was a bit like porn movies."

		What could this mean? I tried to imagine my innocent little fiancée on her knees as this guy shot his load on her face - it didn't really work. But my dick was hardening in my pants anyway.

		"Do you want to call him over here?" I asked.

		“Really?” Flora asked with her eyes opening wide. "Here, to our table?"

		"Let's talk for a bit, what could go wrong," I said.

		Flora was silent for a while, then, looking into my eyes the whole time, she put down her glass and got up from her chair. She walked over to the man who was having dinner with his parents and pulled him away from them with a few polite words. The old couple was good-natured, they cheerfully accepted the apologies, I think they were happy that such a pretty woman would tear their son away from them, maybe they were secretly hoping for something serious. But I'm sure they didn’t think of my fiancée as an occasional lover for their son.

		I couldn't think much about it, because the guy had already come over to our table. Up close, he looked even younger and more tanned. I had to admit, he was a handsome man with a pointed chin and black eyes, gray-black, military-style short hair. The top button of his shirt was unbuttoned, so it appeared that not only his arms were developed, but his chest was muscular as well.

		"So you're Flora's fiancé?" he asked loudly. “Congratulations, man! I'm Brad,” he reached out with his hand. His grip was raw, masculine.

		"Nice to meet you, I’m Steve," I said hoarsely. After all, it's not every day that you get to meet your loved one's ex-boyfriend. Or whatever.

		“Nice to meet you!” he slapped me on the shoulder. He wasn't embarrassed at all. He looked at me, then at Flora, and now I understood why his gaze lingered on my partner's thighs in black stockings. "You are such a beautiful couple together!"

		"Thank you," I answered hoarsely again.

		"Listen..." Flora began just as softly as when she brought up the topic. "I talked with Steve during dinner, and I told him about how a long time ago we...”

		“Ah, yes!” Brad leaned back cheerfully. "We have a little... shared history, so to speak. But don't worry, buddy!” he declared. "What's over is over! You have nothing to worry about, right, baby?” he stroked my partner's thigh, which gave me goosebumps on my back.

		"Nothing..." Flora agreed with him. “I mean... we just wanted to say that... we've been planning something like this for a long time, you know, to spice up our sex life a bit, and now we came here to the middle of nowhere, the trees are so beautiful, we went on a train ride, and everything, and then in the evening I saw you and thought...”

		“What were you thinking?” Brad asked, looking straight into my partner's eyes. The air around us froze, everyone was waiting for what the other would say.

		Flora took a deep breath and blurted out:

		"Would you fuck me again?"

		A lustful grin spread across Brad's face.

		"So that's what it's about?" he asked. "Would you relive the good old days?"

		Flora nodded, biting her lower lip.

		"And what does the handsome groom say about that?" Brad asked, but he didn't even turn to me, he continued to look into Flora's eyes.

		"We agreed so that... he would just watch," my fiancée cast her eyes down.

		“Really?” The guy turned to me and slapped me on the shoulder again. "Does the old warrior like that sort of thing?"

		"I'm not that old..." I tried to interject, but Brad laughed:

		"I was just joking, my dear Steven! Listen, I don’t wanna ruin anything good. The party here is already starting to flatten out - he looked around at the diners. "When did you think we could get into it?"

		"Now?" my fiancée asked quietly. I didn't recognize her. I was usually able to access her pussy only at the cost of a lot of foreplay and massage. And right now she would be ready to go to bed with her old friend with benefits?

		“Why not?” Brad asked. - I am at your service with the greatest pleasure,” and he emphasized the word "pleasure" well so that everyone understood what kind of pleasure he was referring to. "Are you going to finish that bit of cream?" he asked, and when Flora shook her head, he pulled the icing from her and spooned it in. “It's delicious!” he declared after one spoonful, then raised the next to my beloved's lips with a cheeky grin: “Are you sure you don't want any more?”

		Flora obediently let the spoon into her mouth and licked off the cream, keeping her eyes fixed on the man.

		"You know I like it when you swallow," the dude added, making me wince. Flora swallowed the cream with a nod and looked at me.

		“You don’t mind it, do you?”

		"Not at all..." I answered hoarsely. “Let's do it!”

		"That's the spirit, pal!" Brad stood up. "Which one is your room?"

		"Number 108, at the end of the corridor..." I showed him the card.

		"Great! I don't like it if too many neighbors hear the screams,” he declared with an even larger grin, then took my fiancée by the hand as if asking her to a waltz: "Can we go?"

		We hurried with him without a word. He led my partner in front of me by the hand, and I followed behind them. I started to really enjoy being away from home.

		As we passed the Christmas tree, Brad stopped, stepped to the tree, and took a small piece of candy cane from it. "That could come in handy!" he said with a wink. He pocketed it and started to move forward.

		"Wait," Flora pointed upwards. We all looked up: someone had attached a posy of mistletoe to the door frame. We hadn’t noticed it until now, the small pale green leaves were dwarfed by the dark green needles of the pine branching next to it. “Do you want to...?” she asked quietly before Brad took her in his arms: “Of course I do!” he stated, then turned to me: “Isn't it okay if your little darling gets an innocent kiss from me here under the mistletoe?”

		I felt that this would be the point of no return. Until then, we could still turn back, blow this thing off, and go home, talk about our desires without any disturbing circumstances. But then I might never know what that hard sex was like, which my partner loved so much that she brought it up at dinner and arranged it so that she could experience it again. Moreover, not stealthily and hidden, but in front of my eyes.

		I made my decision.

		"You can kiss the fiancée," I joked, and Brad leaned over my partner's face with a huge grin on his face. The innocent kiss turned into a wild, sensual tonguing, which Flora enjoyed with her eyes closed. She gave herself completely to the man's lips, who took advantage of the situation, literally chewing the mouth of my partner. I had to look away to see if someone was shocked by the filthy sight, but luckily everyone was busy with dessert.

		“Head to room 108!” Brad shouted triumphantly and led my fiancée towards the stairs.
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		"After you," Brad let my fiancée step in first. Flora walked in before us through the open door of the hotel room, and our guest eyed up and down my partner's bottom under the tight dress with undisguised longing. He even glanced at me but didn't say anything, just followed her into the room.

		After the semi-darkness of the corridor, the sharp light of the room's chandelier felt particularly impressive. Our room was waiting for us untouched, we hadn’t had the time for much other than dropping our bags. Flora sat on the edge of the huge double bed, her legs propped together and her hands resting in her lap.

		Brad looked around the room, observed the TV, and the floor lamp, and then nodded approvingly.

		"Nice room, Stu," he declared.

		"It’s Steven, but thanks for that..."

		"It doesn't matter," he cut me off and walked over to the window. Every time Brad dismissed me, heat jolted through my body. The dim lights of the village filtered in and scattered through the glass. "And even the view is great!" He briskly drew the curtain, turned, and walked over to the bed. Flora was sitting right in front of the man's groin, visibly excited, biting her lip and looking up at her former partner.

		"So in recent years..." the guy asked, looking into my fiancée's eyes, "have you been a good girl?"

		"Yes," Flora answered softly. "A very good girl."

		"Really?" Brad looked at me again, grinning. "And what exactly does that mean? No messing around? No cheating?

		"No..." my partner answered softly. "That time has passed."

		"Sure," Brad said without any firm belief, and tugged on the waist of his pants, causing Flora's eyes to slide straight to his cock pushing out under the slit. My partner involuntarily licked her lips.

		Brad slowly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it on the floor. Flora stared at her ex-partner's muscular body with her mouth open. "And what about now?"

		"No..." my fiancée glanced at me from behind the guy but quickly turned back to him. "We discussed this," then she reached up and stroked the guy's developed abs. "He also... wants this..." she said absently.

		"Okay, then," declared Brad, and wrapped one of his arms around my fiancée. "If that's what you want, I'll be happy to help."

		"I kind of guessed," said my fiancée with a smile, running both hands along the guy's taut stomach and then his shoulders.

		Brad pulled my partner up to him by the waist and kissed her passionately for a long time. I was just standing there watching them, with my hardening cock in my pants, not even daring to do anything. Then he took her hand and pushed my partner back. They looked into each other's eyes tensely for a moment, then Brad ordered her:

		“Take off your clothes!”

		Flora slowly reached back and unzipped her dress. As she lowered the strap from her shoulders, her bra was exposed, revealing her full breasts. The air in the room froze, Brad and I both watched with wide eyes as the dress slipped from Flora to the floor, exposing her shapely thighs.

		When Flora kicked aside the clothes that collapsed on the carpet, Brad slowly reached for his fly and unzipped it. Then he put his hand on his waist and ordered my lovely fiancée firmly:

		"Come on, take it out!"

		Biting her lower lip, my fiancée reached for her ex-boyfriend's pants and pushed them down along with his boxers. The man's large cock appeared, which made my partner sigh, then smile at Brad. He smiled back at her with the same lust in his eyes.

		Flora took the rock-hard rod between her fingers with a confident smile; her thin fingers could barely cover it.

		"My goodness, Brad, I've almost forgotten what it feels like to hold it in my hand. You don’t mind me doing so, do you?”

		Brad nodded with a grin.

		“Please, go ahead.”

		With a greedy sigh, Flora leaned over Brad's cock and kissed its head. Then she looked up into her former lover’s eyes with a wicked smile: “Let's see if I can still deep throat you like I used to!” and she slowly let the cock into her mouth, which he directed with a smile, putting his hand on the back of my partner's neck. She was really able to take it all in on the first try.

		"Yes, it's like the good old days," Brad moaned. My lover rose from his cock and looked proudly into his eyes. "Did you know that very few girls could suck me like that?" asked the guy.

		"Really?" Flora asked, plowing her tongue along Brad’s phallus. “Then you must have missed my blowjob skills, huh?”

		"Very much so," Brad said with a deep sigh and lightly pressed my fiancée's head on his cock. "That's it, bitch, suck me like you used to!"

		Flora began to bob up and down on the guy’s huge member with experienced, passionate movements. Meanwhile, Brad glanced at me with a proud grin, and nodded proudly, as if he was tasting some real gourmet snack. He grabbed Flora's hair with both hands and made her suck him vigorously. Then he raised my partner's head from his cock and placed a light kiss on her quivering lips.

		"My goodness," Flora gasped. "I can't believe I'm doing this!"

		"You missed it already, didn't you?" Brad asked.

		This time, Flora lovingly took the guy's balls in her palm.

		"You wouldn't believe how much," she blurted. "Steve is an ideal companion, tender and loving..." she glanced back at me over her shoulder, but then quickly turned back to her former lover.

		"But you want something else, don't you?" asked the guy.

		"Well... sometimes it would be nice if we could do it again the way we used to. You know...”

		"I know, baby," answered Brad surprisingly tenderly. "Do you ever think about me when you're with your fiancé?"

		"Well... yes..." Flora admitted barely audibly.

		"Do you hear that, Steve?" our guest asked me arrogantly. "Your little fiancée used to think of me when you guys had sex. What do you say to that?”

		I could only shake my head and couldn't mumble a single meaningful sentence. The thought of her thinking about this cocky guy during our passionate lovemaking felt so dirty and hot that it made my spine chill.

		Meanwhile, Flora bent down between the man's legs, and her head began to move rhythmically again. I couldn't really see what was happening from Brad's waist, so I stepped over there, almost next to our guest. Now I saw it clearly: the love of my life was kneeling on the hotel carpet licking the testicles of her old lover. But she wasn’t just fondling him with her tongue; first, she sucked one and then the other testicle into her mouth and held it inside with her eyes closed.

		Brad endured all this with a happy grin and gently stroked his cock.

		"That's it, baby, lick it nicely," he said softly, and Flora obediently licked and nibbled the man's red testicles.

		"Your pussy misses me fucking it properly, doesn't it?" Brad took hold of my partner's face this time as if he was just looking at a bitch at an animal show. Flora nodded silently. The guy let her go, even pushed her a little backward: "Then strip naked now, bitch!"

		To my greatest pleasure, Flora immediately peeled off her bra and panties, and they silently collapsed on the carpeted floor next to her. She lay naked on the bed in front of Brad, spreading her knees and revealing her wet pussy to us. It was so exciting to see how easily she assumed this submissive role, and how smoothly she turned into a slut for her former lover again.

		Brad also pushed down his pants and lay next to my fiancée. He plowed his fingers between my partner's legs and touched her wet glistening opening. He inserted a finger, causing Flora to moan. The guy circled inside with his finger, grinning, then pulled out his finger and studied the fluid glistening on his fingertip with scientific detail. He even tasted it.

		"Mmm," he teased expertly. "Just as deliciously sweet as I remembered. But we can make it even sweeter... with this!” He showed the Christmas candy cane from somewhere. He licked it and then ran it over my partner's enlarged lips, which Flora accepted with a giggle.

		It was time to get rid of my clothes. Carefully, so as not to disturb the perversion unfolding in front of me, I took off everything and quietly folded my pants, shirt, and underwear on the chair next to the bed. I sat naked on the chair and enjoyed the view while stroking my cock.

		Meanwhile, the guy leaned closer to my partner's pussy and stuck the end of the candy cane into the dripping hole. My fiancée sighed softly and bit her lip as she looked at the hand of her former lover as he began to pull the thin red rod in and out. The pussy juice has already started to dissolve the coating. Brad pushed the candy halfway in, turned it around thoroughly, then pulled it out and pushed it between my fiancée's quivering lips. "Isn’t it delicious?"

		My little fiancée enthusiastically sipped her own pussy juice from the melting candy bar and even stuck her tongue out to slurp up the sweet red syrup - something I've only seen in porn so far. Meanwhile, Brad slapped my lover's pussy with two fingers, grinning, which made Flora squeal.

		"Please, honey," my partner whined. "Fuck me, I really want you!"

		The guy ignored my fiancée's request for a while, looked her in the eye, and stuck the cone in again. The cone had already thinned out quite a bit, so Brad was able to pull it in and out even more easily. He stuck his mouth to my fiancée’s breast and gently circled his tongue on her nipple. Flora enjoyed all this moaning, the syrupy juice from her pussy was already dripping onto her bottom. I wondered how the hotel staff would get these stains out of the snow-white bed sheets, but after all, they must have encountered more stubborn ones.

		Then the dude looked at me and said in a possessive voice:

		"Does she get so wet with you, my dear Sloan?"

		This time I didn't correct him saying my name wrong. I didn't really know what to say, I watched with a dry mouth as my horny fiancée writhed under her old lover. I felt that I would soon find out why Flora adored his technique so much. She had already begun to wrap her legs around the guy, but Brad seemed to had enough of that; he stood up, looked my partner in the eye, and asked:

		"Are you ready for me to fuck you in front of your boyfriend?"

		Flora's body twitched, she was obviously eager for this male to violate her.

		"Please, stick your cock in me, Brad! I can’t wait for it anymore!”

		The cone had now completely melted, so Brad pushed his bare finger into my partner's pussy, then pulled it out and licked off the red-colored pussy juice with a lustful grin. He then adjusted his cock to my fiancée's pussy and penetrated her easily. Flora moaned loudly as her ex-lover's cock filled her. "Oh my God, please, please, fuck me!" she whined. Whereupon Brad slowly but surely pushed his enormous cock deep inside. Flora's moans grew louder, and her eyes widened.

		The guy began to pound my fiancée with light hip movements. Looking into each other's eyes, they moved at the same time. Their moans echoed softly on the walls of the hotel room - as Brad noted earlier, the neighbors could probably hear them. But now it didn't bother me at all, in fact, I was interested in how far all this would go.

		Bard then pulled out his cock, knelt to my partner's head, and stuck it between her quivering lips. Grabbing her hair, he pulled her head onto his crotch, which Flora greedily let go very deeply.

		"Yummy, right?" Brad asked like a perverted doctor. "Really sweet, baby, isn't it?"

		Flora only responded with a whimper, the guy’s cock balls-deep in her mouth completely muffled whatever she wanted to say. The guy used her mouth like a toy, and Flora's saliva dripped onto her chin. Brad now pushed his member very deep and held it in. My partner endured the deep throat with pleasure, and it was as if she was able to smile with the cock in her mouth. Just as I was about to worry about her breathing, the guy pulled out his cock and returned between my lover's legs.

		He entered her to the balls again; Flora enjoyed it with a liberated scream. With clenched teeth, Brad fucked her hard, with wild fury, his dick plunged deep into my fiancée's pussy with every thrust, and his balls splashed audibly on my partner's perineum and bottom.

		"Oooooh..." my fiancée whined. "Fuck me, baby, fuck me..."

		I had never been so horny before, I was cruelly turned on by the sight of how the love of my life, my future wife, was taken submissively by this stallion right in front of my eyes. I knew that this scene would be etched in my mind forever and would be something to recall on a gray autumn day. I whipped my cock wildly, in sync with the fucking, with which Brad mercilessly fucked my beloved fiancée's gaping pussy.

		Our guest gently gripped Flora’s hair, looked deeply into her eyes, and kindly said to her: "That's it, baby, enjoy it like a good girl!"

		"Shit...!" Flora hissed, wrapping her arms and legs tightly around Brad's body. The guy was fucking her with light, nimble movements until she reached her orgasm. She came with her eyes wide open, screaming loud and her whole body quivering vividly.

		It was a strange sight to see my life partner enjoy someone else's cock. But somehow the joy on her face made it all the more exciting.

		Brad slowed down and pulled out his cock, letting Flora recover. They were both covered in a thin layer of sweat.

		"Oh my God!" my partner declared. "I almost forgot how good this is!"

		Brad laughed.

		"We've got the whole evening ahead of us, baby! There's more where that came from!

		Flora leaned over to him and they started kissing passionately. Then my fiancée swung into her friend’s lap, as if into a riding seat. She took her former lover's cock in her hands and slowly descended on him.

		"Oh, how I missed that too!" she moaned with closed eyes and then started to ride him. At first, she just moved slowly, around and around, enjoying every inch of his hard cock. But then she started to move more energetically, really violently up and down on our guest's member.

		"That's it, baby, ride it hard!" Brad encouraged her. "Show your spouse here how you do it when you get really wild."

		Flora didn't say anything to that, she just looked at me over her shoulder, then down at her bottom, as if showing with her eyes what it's like to be pounded properly. She rode with deep moans, his cock running up to the balls inside her pussy again.

		Grinning, Brad started fondling my partner's breasts. There was no trace of the previous tenderness in his movements. He touched and held Flora's round, elastic breasts with pleasure, and even slapped them one by one, the room echoed it loud.

		My fiancée's moans began to deepen. The guy obviously understood the signs of my partner's body, because he grabbed her hips hard and started stabbing her violently.

		"Brad..." Flora moaned. "I'm about to come again... don't stop, please, don't... Shit!" my honey screamed again. Brad slammed his cock into her trembling body hard, and my partner's back tensed, his whole body shook for a few moments, and then she finally collapsed on the guy's muscular chest. "This is... unbelievable..." she moaned.

		By this time I was already jerking off really hard. I guessed that it would be red and I would have to apply lotion to it the next day, but I didn't care.

		Flora brushed her hair from her face and looked at me from Brad's chest. "You don't want to leave now, do you?" she asked. “No no!” she gestured with her index finger. "I still have a task for you!"

		"What...task?" I asked hoarsely and obediently letting go of my cock, putting my hands in my lap.

		"You'll see soon..." my partner said with a chuckle, then got up from the guy, whose huge member was still hard, wet with Flora's pussy juice.

		"But first, before that," Brad also stood up, "I'll show you how to fuck your woman properly!"

		And with that he put my partner on all fours, facing me. He immediately knelt behind her and penetrated her, as if his cock didn't want to spend even a minute in the open air. Flora squealed with wide eyes from the fierce impaling, and the same sound escaped her lips with each subsequent thrust. Meanwhile, she was looking into my eyes, as if she really wanted to make me understand something. The only thing that threw her out of her rhythm was when Brad slapped her bottom with an open palm.

		I would have preferred to come right then and there, I felt like I couldn't take it anymore. But I pulled myself together, clutching my trembling hand to my thigh, and watched my love being treated in doggy by this old one-night stand.

		"That's it, bitch," declared our guest panting. "Now you get what you deserve!"

		And now he was fucking my partner really hard. He bit her lip with just as much fervor as Flora had done before; panting and sweating, entering my fiancée’s sweaty body again and again. His palm didn't spare my partner's bottom either, he slapped the cheeks loudly. It dawned on me that it was lucky that we brought marigold cream on the trip, I would have something to apply to my poor partner's reddened bottom tomorrow. Our guest apparently did not care about such things, he violently slapped her round buttocks again and again.

		"Honey," I leaned down to my fiancée's face. Up close, I was even more shocked by how much she gave herself up to the wild, animalistic fornication. “Are you okay?”

		"Mmhmm..." she moaned with her eyes closed, lost in her own pleasure.

		"And... can you handle it?" I asked.

		"Of course she can handle it!" Brad declared confidently, and this time his palm landed in my partner's hair, grabbed it, and pulled her head up with a firm move.

		"Ahh..." screamed Flora, and her body visibly shook again.

		“See?” Brad moaned. "This is what the little slut loves!"

		"Come inside me..." murmured my fiancée.

		"Pardon?" Brad retorted and gave another huge push. “I did not understand!”

		"Come inside!" shouted my partner this time.

		"Really?" Brad asked, but he didn't stop for a moment neither the fucking nor the spanking. “Are you sure?”

		Flora just nodded, as far as she could as Brad was still holding her hair in his hands tight.

		“And you?” - our guest looked at me with wild eyes. “You want it, too?”

		"Yes..." I moaned. “I want it...”

		"Exactly... what?" Brad asked with more violent thrusts. "What do you want, Steven?"

		"Please come inside my fiancée's pussy to the brim!" I burst out. Brad acknowledged this with a satisfied grin.

		"You see..." he gasped with his last thrusts. "It wasn't... so.. difficult?"

		And he pushed my partner's head down on the mattress, turning the previously animalistic fucking into wild, angry pounding. He no longer entered her like a stallion does a mare, but like a man who just wants satisfaction from a cheap prostitute. He pushed himself to the point of pleasure with rock-hard thrusts of his hips, and with a loud cry, he sprayed his load into the unprotected pussy of my fiancée.
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		Brad lay on top of Flora for a seemingly endless time and pumped his sperm into my girlfriend's pussy. His balls shot his sperm with a wild pulsation between my partner's reddened lips. Staring at the shots, it occurred to me that I should have counted those twitches, it would have been an interesting experience. Anyways, he completely ruled my partner's body, holding his cock deep inside it, as if it was just a toy.

		Then when he was completely empty, he got up and motioned for me to give him the seat. I obediently got up from the chair and hesitantly stood in front of the bed. Brad slumped into the chair, his wet cock now lying limply on her thigh. Flora turned on her back with a big sigh, apparently finding it difficult to move.

		While both my partner and her old "acquaintance" gasped with satisfaction in front of me, my cock was still stiff and painful. I started jerking it again, but this time no one intervened.

		My fiancée was lying in front of me on the crumpled sheets of the hotel room, with disheveled hair, ruined make-up, and a freshly fucked pussy. Hearing the snap of my foreskin in my grip, she looked at me, a devilish smile spread across her face as she swung her knees invitingly back and forth and beckoned me to her with her index finger. I let go of my dick and knelt on the bed next to her. She beckoned me to kiss him with her lips, and I obediently leaned over her and planted a kiss on her reddened lips. Then she reached for the back of my head, and pulled me close; she easily ignored my reluctant approach with her deep, wet tongue.

		I enjoyed the kiss with my cock throbbing wildly, and behind my closed eyelids, it flashed how she had just sucked this stranger off, whom I hadn't even known until now. But that only made it all the more exciting.

		I nervously moved with my kisses down, along her breasts and stomach. With an excited sigh, she pressed my head to her crotch, and I bent down between her legs even more submissively than before.

		Her pussy was reddish, recalling in me how Brad had just used her body earlier. I looked up into the eyes of my fiancée, who was watching my reaction vividly, even a little nervously. She smiled at me, touched my hair, then pushed my face towards her pussy.

		"Come on, honey!" she said. "I really appreciate you daring to do this with me right now!"

		With her head leaning backward, she enjoyed it as I began to lick her pussy. Hearing her soft moans, my cock twitched violently, now I couldn't take it anymore, I had to reach into my pants and grab the base of it.

		"Mmm, that's it, dear," said Flora. "You deserve a little pleasure too..."

		I started licking her pussy properly, which seemed normal at first. I mean, I was aware that Brad had just pounded her full, and that this hard fucking probably wouldn't make her want to sleep with me for at least a week, but the good old routine kicked in, I was working with my tongue the way she liked it. Then as her moans got louder and she started pressing her crotch against my face, I felt something salty on the tip of my tongue. I pulled back a little and saw that my partner's pussy was leaking white drops of liquid.

		Flora quickly pushed my head back to her pussy and moaned out loud:

		"Mmmmm, don't stop honey, you're doing so well, just keep going!"

		I submissively pushed my tongue back between the reddened lips and told myself again that I was going to make it through this evening now, whatever will happen will happen. For Flora's sake, but I really enjoyed it too.

		I licked the sperm out of her pussy with firm strokes of my tongue and, to my greatest surprise, the taste was not unpleasant at all. Of course, the situation was humiliating, which was only reinforced by the way Flora kept my head in place. My partner must have already felt that I was actually licking the fresh sperm between her lips, and she obviously enjoyed it. Looking up, I saw that she was smiling at me with pleasure, which made me stroke my cock excitedly while licking her. I couldn't believe that she would like this perverted adventure so much. And even though it was perverted indeed, I was turned on to the extremes and licked her pussy even more passionately.

		"That's it, dear, do it, I'm about to come," moaned Flora, and I licked her greedily. In fact, I actually started to enjoy the taste. More and more sperm was leaking out of her. I pretended not to notice, but in fact, I was purposefully searching for every single drop that appeared before my eyes. Flora wildly circled her groin on my face.

		I was so immersed in the strange taste of my partner's pussy that I only noticed from the crackling of the mattress springs that our guest was kneeling over my partner's face. He spread his legs above Flora's head and grabbed her hair:

		"There's still where that came from!" he declared, thrusting his cock into my fiancée's gasping mouth. I could watch much closer than before, as this stranger impaled my partner's throat up to the balls, the head of his cock even bulged out on Flora's throat. Thus, my partner stopped encouraging me, but both of her hands were locked on the back of my head like handcuffs. I was licking her dripping pussy furiously, but as I looked up I saw Brad fucking her mouth hard. There was no longer any trace of the passionate oral indulgence with which we started the evening: the guy was now fully bent on pleasure and pounded my fiancée's mouth again and again. With each thrust, his cock plunged to the balls between Flora's lips, and his swollen scrotum snapped against my partner's chin again and again. The scrotum, which Flora had recently licked softly and lovingly.

		I stared at the mouth fuck in awe. So my ingenue, reserved partner is okay with such rough treatment? Does she want to have the cock deep in her throat? Apparently so, because her juices were gushing out of her pussy, and they were starting to wash the last drops of Brad's sperm out of her.

		I didn't have too many opportunities to learn from the snooping, because as hard as Brad held my partner's head, Flora pulled my head into her pussy even so decisively and greedily.

		"That's it, bitch, swallow my cum!" shouted Brad, and then with another violent thrust, he nailed my partner's head to the back of the bed with his huge member. This time he snorted violently, frozen still; his balls tensed rhythmically and shot the seed down Flora's throat.

		And then the love of my life came again, for the emptieth time during the evening. Her whole body was flooded with trembling, which caused a few more drops of white liquid to enter my mouth. I dug my tongue deep into her pussy and stroked my cock. Brad now pulled his cock out of my partner's mouth, who took a deep breath and surrendered to the last waves of orgasm. Her crotch twitched a few more, and then she let go of my head and collapsed completely on the bed with a lustful sigh.

		And then, I also came. With the last jerks of my grip violently on my dick, I shot my own cum on the gray floor rug. My testicles emptied nicely after the whole night of hard sex.

		When I was completely empty, I got up and looked around the place of our casual adventure. Our guest was lying in the armchair again, with a completely satisfied face and a now limp cock. Our bedclothes were crumpled up, with my naked fiancée in the middle as a living decoration, her make-up had run off, her body covered by the mixture of sweat and semen. I tiredly fell to the floor, and the carpet started to absorb my semen between my legs.

		Finally, I looked at Flora with a proud smile and wiped my lips with my free hand. Flora asked with a happy giggle:

		"How did you like it, dear? Did our guest's semen taste good?

		Panting, I leaned back on the hotel bed and could only say this in agreement:

		“This was the best present of my life!”

		

	
		
			II – Double present
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		"Could you help me, honey?" I heard from the bathroom. I closed Instagram, I was getting tired of the clichéd photos of the fake babes anyway. Flora was waiting, sitting on the edge of the tub, in exactly the position I always wanted a woman to wait for me: naked, legs spread, back straight, breasts pointing right at me.

		"Of course, baby!" I stated with satisfaction, and I had already untied the drawstring of my sweatpants.

		"Oh no, you fool!" protested my fiancée with a smile. "My pussy should be shaved!"

		And she gave me the razor. It was a nice pink little piece and I could easily tell it was new, unused. So she wanted to prepare for tonight carefully.

		I knelt down and leaned close to my fiancée's pussy. Her natural brown hair bloomed all around her luscious pussy lips.

		"Should I take it off completely?" I asked.

		"You can leave a little landing strip up here," she pointed to the part above her clit.

		I got to work. I am neither a professional hairdresser nor a barber, and I am certainly not an intiBrad hairdresser. Still, I shaved my partner's pussy from time to time, partly so that it would be easier for me to lick it afterward, and partly because she was already turned on by fiddling with his genitals, and our sessions like this regularly ended in great sex, at the end of which my semen usually served as an aftershave balm for her freshly stripped sensitive skin.

		Today's occasion was given a special piquancy by the fact that this time Flora was not beautifying herself for my pleasure. Ever since we had spent that unforgettable night at the hotel in the town nearby with an old acquaintance of my fiancée, we had regularly brought up the adventure during our pillow talk. It was incredibly exciting to remember how that guy had fucked my partner right in front of me, how he had dominated and controlled her body, and how he had ended up cumming inside her pussy. The same pussy that I now gently and carefully shaved around, for an equally dirty and unusual purpose: Brad had sent a message a few days ago about him being in our city on business. Flora was immediately overcome with happiness and proudly showed their exchange of messages on her mobile phone. Naturally, the guy inquired about my partner's well-being, but between the lines, I felt that he would not mind if the past adventure was repeated again.

		"And you want it?" I had asked my fiancée. "Would you... get together with him again?"

		"Only if you want it, too," Flora had looked at me with big sorry eyes. I had to laugh at that and involuntarily nodded.

		"How could I say no?" I had asked. "If you want it that much..."

		"Just... you know... for some variety!" had added my lover, and she had been already writing the answer with an ear-to-ear smile. I had guessed that in this case the variety had meant Brad's huge dick and his cocky style.

		The next couple of days had passed quickly and they had quickly agreed on a meeting place and time. This time I had planned to stay at home; Flora had said that now she would like to devote herself to her friend with benefits with all her attention, free from all kinds of distractions. This had meant that she would go alone to the city center where Brad had been, I hadn’t even known exactly where - this was also intentional so that I couldn’t have been able to interfere or snoop even by accident. And Flora had been preparing for the date as I hadn’t seen her doing so in a long time: she had come home from work earlier, had washed her hair, had taken a long bath, and now she also had me strip her genitals. And I did everything to help if that was her heart's desire. Her pussy was already naked in front of me, like the adult models in the movies.

		"And now my butthole too!" she declared. "Unfortunately, I really can't see it there..."

		There were indeed a few stray threads, which I easily got rid of. I bent down so much that her little lips were inches from my nose, and I could feel her slowly getting wet. As we usually do at this time, I stuck out my tongue at the end to fondle her a little from the inside, but Flora pushed my head away:

		"We can’t do it now, honey, I don't want my pussy to be sensitive in the evening!"

		It was disappointing and exciting at the same time that my fiancée, the future mother of my children, is saving herself for another man, and I can only assist in the preparations.

		"Then I'll rinse this off now... will you get me some panties?" asked my partner and sat back in the tub.

		“Which one?” I asked swallowing a big one.

		"I leave it to you, choose something nice, okay?" she said reassuringly and somewhat condescendingly. I walked into the bedroom and opened the closet. I chose her hottest red underwear set: it was a pair of lacy panties and a matching bra, which I recently ordered from our favorite clothes webshop, but I haven't even seen her on it yet.

		"Ah, thanks," she appeared behind me and took the panties. "That won't be necessary now!" she declared, nodding towards the bra. "Now I'm planning a special entry!" She easily put on her panties and turned around: “Would you adjust it on my butt?”

		I had to swallow a large one again and adjust the lace to a nice curve on her bottom. My lover moved her buttocks a little in front of me and giggled at my starved look.

		"And what goes on top?" I asked hoarsely.

		"This," my fiancée reached into the end of the closet and took out her coat that had been hanging untouched for a long time. "Maybe it's too cheesy?"

		"Not at all..." I moaned. "So... you'll only be wearing panties and this coat?"

		"Oh no baby!" My fiancée stated with a smile. "Shoes, of course!" – and took out her high-heeled, whore-ish shoes with their box from the top shelf, the exact shoe which we only used for sex once in a while. "I can't go there barefoot! Now go and let me prepare! You can also call a taxi!”

		“Now?” I looked at the clock.

		"Yes!" she blurted out. "I don't want to be late!"

		By the time the taxi came, my partner was really ready. I looked at her in amazement as I followed her out. On her feet, the black high heels decorated with jewels looked incredibly sexy, and her knee-length fur hid everything from prying eyes. At first glance, the uninitiated eye might think she was a lady dressed for an elegant dinner, only the top button of her fur coat left exposed showed her deep cleavage.

		I stared at the car as it drove away without saying a word. All kinds of images flashed through my head and blood flowed profusely to my throbbing cock. How will this night end?
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		I began to do the chores that Flora and I had discussed. My dear fiancée seemed to get bold, seeing how much I liked the fact that she spent her time with another man. She tried to increase my humiliation to the extreme. At least I thought that was extreme - later it turned out that I was quite wrong.

		I had my list, to-dos written in pearl letters on yellow post-it notes lined up one after the other. I started my favorite podcast on Spotify to calm my nerves a bit and of course to distract myself from the strange situation.

		I started with the dishwasher. I unloaded the dry dishes from it, put in the dirty ones, and then pressed the button. I glanced at the clock: Flora could have reached Brad around that time. I could still imagine the trip, how she was waiting in the hide of her fur coat to get there, and the effect she would have on her old acquaintance. But what happened after that was a complete mystery to me.

		I continued vacuuming. I enthusiastically pushed the rod back and forth, at least I was somewhat distracted from what my fiancée could be doing now. Do they drink peacefully? Or have they already gotten to the point, and my little partner is riding the dude's cock with wild pleasure?

		My cock received the imagined images with an erection. I tried to hush it away. I poured detergent into the bucket and ran hot water over it. As the mixture frothed, whipped cream flashed in front of me and nimble tongues. Will they play with such delicacies? Or will it just be hard fucking?

		The water even overflowed the bucket, so I quickly closed the tap and mopped it up. Then I went through the whole apartment and cleaned everywhere. Just as Flora had asked. She said that this way she can go more calmly to her friend with benefits. She explained with a lustful smile that she could relax like this. Of course, I sensed the double evil in the concept: she goes out and gets fucked by this stranger, and she makes me clean up. But I got into the game. After all - why not?

		Pouring out the gray water, I felt that as a result of Flora's imagined adventures, my cock was growing so hard that I might have to jerk it off. But this was expressly forbidden by my fiancée. Perhaps it would be better if I reserved myself for her - who knows what my reward would be?
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		I woke up to the sound of the key in the lock. I yawned as I rubbed the drowsiness from my eyes and glanced at the clock above the TV. It was midnight, and Flora should have arrived home hours earlier.

		I dug out the remote control from the slot on the sofa and turned the TV off. Flora entered the door just then, with a satisfied smile on her face.

		"Oh, are you still up?" she asked, throwing her keys on the coffee table. I could see in her eyes and in the way she walked that she had been drinking. The fur coat was just as loosely gathered around her waist as I had put it on a few hours before, but her hairdo was no longer so perfect. Her hair hung loosely into her face, and her bun was also messed up as if she had fled a tornado. Her make-up was completely gone, smeared in shapeless spots on her face. I was about to speak when my fiancée jumped into my lap, grabbed my head, and stuck her tongue into my mouth. She had the characteristic taste of alcohol and intense sex in her mouth.

		"Fuck!" I declared when Flora stopped the kiss, leaned back, and looked into my eyes.  "Does this mean you enjoyed the party?"

		My partner got up smiling, this time she started to tease my ear with her tongue.

		"I'll tell you in the bedroom!" she whispered seductively. And with that, she left me with wide eyes and a growing erection. I watched as she took off her coat on the way to the bed: she was completely naked underneath, with wet spots glistening on her skin. My anxiety over her being late began to be replaced by intense desire. Flora had always loved to be wild in bed, and it seemed that this night was the same. I silently thanked God, then jumped up and hurried after my girlfriend to get to know more about the wild adventure she had just returned home from.

		I already took off my shirt towards the bedroom. I stopped at the door because my jaw dropped from what I saw. Flora was kneeling naked on all fours on the bed, with her butt pointing upwards. The lights were off, only a reading lamp illuminated her tired body.

		"Well," I began, "I see you had a great evening!"

		"You wouldn't believe how much!" declared my lover, looking back at me over her shoulder; a lock of brown hair fell in her face. "Come here now!"

		I swallowed and walked over to her, suddenly feeling embarrassed. I've never seen my girlfriend like this before.

		"So," I asked, "where are your panties?"

		"Well, yes," she waved her round bottom in front of me, "Brad kept it as a memory!"

		I had to lick my parched lips. Since my partner had come home, she made a reference to her evening adventure for the first time, and with this one sentence she hinted at so much!

		I knelt behind Flora on the bed and touched her smooth, perfect skin. I kissed her thighs all along, which made Flora moan pleasantly. The smell coming from her pussy was stronger than usual, and I was really curious about the adventures she had been having. But I couldn't take it anymore, so I buried my face between her round cheeks.

		"Oh shit!" Flora moaned, audibly enjoying my breath on her sweaty skin.

		I plowed my tongue along my fiancée's butt as she pushed her hips back and sighed in pleasure. She even reached back and pulled me into her by my hair.

		“Wait!” she then ordered and pushed me away. "We will continue in a different way!"

		She turned over in bed with a devilish smile. Her full breasts moved with her breathing.

		"Lie down," she ordered, making room for me on the mattress. Completely surprised by my lover's newfound sexual aggressiveness, I obeyed without a word. Flora reached into the bedside table: "Put your hands above your head!"

		I reached up and took hold of the silver-blasted bar that supported the bed. I heard a metallic clang: Flora turned back to me and proudly showed me the handcuffs, which we had used to spice up our sexual encounters several times, but usually I had tied her up with them. This time, however, she smiled and waved it in front of me, her face not showing playfulness or pleasure, but rather mischievous mischief. This facial expression would have been more suitable for the main villain of an action movie. My heart was pounding as my partner bent over me, slipped the handcuff chain over the bar, and then clicked the rings onto my wrists.

		"That's it," she observed with satisfaction. Then she leaned over and licked my face. "You're mine now!"

		I felt her hot breath on my neck and her heavy breast pressed against my chest.

		"And... How was it going with Brad?" I asked in a hoarse voice. My lover ran her index fingernail over my chest, wondering.

		"Are you sure you want me to tell you?" she asked.

		“Very much!” I stated.

		"Even the dirty details?" She looked at me with innocent cat eyes.

		"Especially the... dirty details!" I stated quickly. Flora's lips were now sliding on my nipple, gently blowing hot air on it, and her hand was sliding into my pants.

		"Oh..." she cooed as she wrapped her warm fingers around my stiffly throbbing cock. "Shall we free it?"

		I was about to answer when my partner pressed hard on my dick and almost crushed my nipple with her lips. I hissed, and Flora looked at me longingly, showing that this was just the beginning. Then she bent down, pressed kisses on my stomach, and pulled her hand out of my pants.

		"You know, Brad welcomed me really enthusiastically," my partner told me, caressing my chest and stomach, "he started eating my mouth in the hall, even though I was still in my fur coat. He was kissing me wildly and ran his hand down my thigh.”

		"My pussy was so wet!" recalled Flora thoughtfully. "Then he took off my fur coat not too chivalrously, but more like hornily! His eyes turned really wide when he saw that I was only wearing panties under the coat! So you did a good job... You dressed me up nicely!”

		“What did he say?” I asked hoarsely.

		“He asked, ‘So that’s how horny you are for a hardcore fucking?’ and made me kneel there on the hall floor. Then he looked at me...” and now the stroking on my belly turned into a clawing “like I was a bitch! The whole situation was so... wrong! And I enjoyed it so much!”

		"I can see that," I muttered, recalling our former adventure in the town nearby, where Brad had certainly fucked the love of my life thoroughly. The one who was already pulling my pants off my waist.

		"There you go," she declared, seeing my cock hitting my stomach. My pants on my knees also limited the remaining room for movement, so Flora gained complete control over my body. She looked up at me and stuck out her pink tongue with excruciating slowness. She gently touched the base of my cock with it. I closed my eyes with a deep moan and enjoyed the slide of my partner's wet, girly tongue on my dick.

		"Do you love it, honey?" she asked and grabbed the base of my cock.

		"Oh yeah..." I moaned, staring into her eyes before she swallowed the head of my cock between her lips. But she released it immediately.

		"Brad also really enjoyed it," my girlfriend told me in an innocent voice and ran her tongue over my cock again. "Although, of course, I didn't fondle him delicately like this!"

		I started to freeze. After the last adventure, I had ideas about what that might mean.

		“Then how?” I asked with a dry mouth.

		“He ordered me to open my mouth wide,” and Flora showed it, “and then he slapped my lips with his cock!” and he also slapped my cock to her lips. Meanwhile, her other hand slid onto my balls, gently squeezing them as she pushed my cock back into her mouth. I suddenly felt vulnerable both physically and mentally.

		"So..." continued Flora, stroking my cock with slow, calculated movements, "can you imagine me on my knees in front of Brad?"

		"Yes..." I moaned cautiously.

		“Really?”

		"Really..."

		"Great," she said, gently sucking on the head of my cock again. "Because he also pushed it to the balls in my mouth!"

		But she didn't show that to me so that I could also experience it. She stopped sucking and looked up at me. My heart seemed to stop.

		My dear honey slowly lay back next to me and kissed me deeply. She leaned close to my ear and started whispering hotly in my ear.

		"He was fucking my mouth hard! He pushed it deep inside!"

		Flora's words made my cock twitch. Even though Brad had dominated my partner's body quite hard already during our adventure in the town nearby, the scene I just imagined made me totally excited. In addition, my partner continued: “He pressed his dick completely into my throat! He didn't even let me... suck it, he just moved my whole head like I was just a cheap little whore!”

		"Oh, shit..." I moaned.

		"You would have been happy to watch me, right, honey? As I kneel before Brad on the hall floor? In a string of panties? And the way my saliva drips onto my breast from his cock?”

		What have I unleashed, my goodness!

		"And then you know what he did?" she went on.,

		Well, if I were the guy, I would have come on my partner's face, but I guessed that Brad had come up with something even more perverse.

		“What?”

		“He pulled out his cock from my mouth and, ignoring my panting, pushed me to all fours by my hair. And he dragged me after himself like a bitch being taken for a walk!”

		"And where did he take you?"

		"Into the living room! There he sat down on the sofa in front of me and spread his legs and pointed to his testicles without saying a word.”

		"Why?"

		"You know... he used to love me licking his balls... So now I obediently knelt in front of him and licked them all around."

		"And you had no... trouble with that?"

		"It was a wonderful feeling, dear! It felt damn good to be his whore! My pussy was completely wet and I involuntarily reached between my legs. I pulled my panties away while licking his balls like a bitch! And I touched myself down there... But... that wasn't enough!”

		“No?” I moaned.

		"No," my partner replied simply, patting my balls. "I wanted him to take advantage of me! To do things to me that I don’t dare to tell anyone!”

		"Like what?" I asked with dry lips.

		"He made me lick his ass!"

		My cock twitched hard at that.

		"He really did!" my fiancée cooed in my ear while caressing my cock with her palm. “He slid lower on the couch, spread his legs wider, and pushed my head to his bottom... I started to lick his asshole!”

		Well, that was really a lot. Flora had done the above to me more than once, but she had never behaved so humiliatingly before. I didn't recognize her, could she really be the ingenue girl I’d known so far?

		"Can you imagine me?" she cooed into my ear while caressing my cock with her palm. "Your lovely fiancée licking her ex's ass?"

		She placed another kiss under my ear, then turned around and put one of her legs over my head. Her wonderful ass was now only inches from my face, I could feel the heat coming from her pussy. I stretched my neck and raised my head, but unfortunately, I couldn't reach high enough.

		“You want this?” she asked and wiggled her crotch a little in front of my nose.

		"Yes!" I moaned and tried to reach her dripping-wet pussy again.

		"Would you like to lick me?"

		"Yes!"

		Flora then pulled her pussy apart with both hands, and I saw a drop of white liquid glistening in it.

		“You want this?” she pointed inside with one finger.

		"Yes!" I cried almost desperately.

		"Then you have to wait," Flora said with a giggle and let go of her pussy. The tender lips slowly closed in front of me, and I let my head fall back in disappointment. My cock was shaking wildly with desire.

		Flora reached into her hair and rubbed her pussy against my chest. I could feel the heat flowing from her opening.

		"And then what happened?" I asked hoarsely.

		"You want to know, huh?" she asked with a faint smile, looking behind.

		"Yes!" I burst out.

		My partner giggled and then pushed herself back on top of me.

		"You know, Alpha males like this like a woman to give herself to them completely," she explained, her breasts touching my throbbing cock. "So I just did what I was told to and pushed my tongue all the way up his ass. I was lapping his back door like a kitten does the milk!” Seeing my stunned expression, she giggled again. "But don't worry, dear! That ugly big man didn't make me lick his asshole for too long! When he was drooling with my saliva, he pushed me back and smacked my lips with his cock... I loved it!”

		Flora smiled at me again and turned to face me. She knelt at the end of the bed and her sexy smile turned into a greedy desire. She forcefully pushed my legs apart and got on all fours between them, her face inches away from my straining cock.

		"My darling," she said kindly as if she was just offering me dinner, and she kissed my belly, right next to the head of my cock. "Do you have any idea what he did to me...after that?"

		"Did he...fuck you?"

		“Exactly!”

		“And how?” I asked cautiously before Flora put her palm on my chest.

		"First of all, he decided to lean me back," she said proudly. "He spread my legs and tore off my panties! I almost came from that alone! Then he started to fuck me hard. And I was even getting him into using my body! To dominate me completely!”

		She was already playing with her clit hard while telling how she was fucked by her friend with benefits.

		"Oh, he did it very hard! His huge cock filled me completely! And... he grabbed my neck and pinned me down onto the bed! It was so... good! And when I gasped for air, he spat in my mouth. It turned me on so much!”

		I had never heard such a dirty confession from her. Was she really my fiancée, who had only been willing to have sex with me with the curtains closed? Or would the aliens have replaced her with a stranger without any inhibitions?

		Moreover, she now let the head of my cock between her lips and licked it hard around in her mouth. I almost then and there, but she released it and continued telling the story of her wild night:

		"I asked him to go deeper, so he held my legs together like I was a sex doll and raised them up to the ceiling by the heels of my shoes! Then he fucked me hard! He was filling me so much...! And he must have gotten tired of my screams because he picked up my torn panties from the bed and stuffed them in my mouth!”

		Now I was sure that I had completely misunderstood my partner until now. I listened with my eyes closed and imagined her on the guy's bed with her legs up and her mouth stuffed with her dirty panties while the dude was fucking her brains out. And they even used the panties that I had given her with tender care a few hours earlier!

		"Did he... come inside you?" I asked excitedly.

		"Not yet!" My partner stated, lightly patting my face. "Look at me, honey! I want to see your eyes as I tell you how Brad fucked me! That's it..." she said with satisfaction at the sight of my wide-open eyes. "So he fucked hard and hit my G-spot so right, I enjoyed it like never before! If I hadn't had my panties in my mouth, the neighbors would have called the police on us!”

		And then my fiancée started sucking my cock again. This time she wasn’t gentle, she swallowed it all the way and was bobbing with her head on it like when she wanted me to come. I would have liked to hold her head so that I could finally squirt deep into her mouth, but the handcuffs turned out to be surprisingly strong.

		And just when I almost reached orgasm, Flora stopped with good sense, let my cock out of her mouth, and continued the story:

		"Brad was fucking me all through my orgasm! That guy is a beast! And then he turned me over, put me on all fours, and did what I'm doing to you right now!”

		“What...?” I moaned, quite disappointed that Flora still didn't let me relieve myself.

		"He put my hand back and handcuffed me! And he started fucking from behind! That's when I figured out,” she was now kneeling over my head, “that I'm going to handcuff you too and sit on your mouth so you can feel what I've been through!”

		"And..." I asked, but my lover interrupted me enthusiastically:

		"And she fucked me in doggy like a bitch! Can you imagine? I knelt there, stretched out on his bed, with my panties in my mouth, the heel of my shoe scratching Brad's thigh, but he didn't care, he was just pounding me like a stallion!”

		"Oooohh..." I whined as Flora lowered her pussy towards my nose:

		"Can you see how red it became? I can still feel it!”

		Now I managed to touch it with my tongue. I could only plow along her lips, but this time she didn't pull away, she just held herself high enough for me to stretch out my neck and tongue. I didn't feel the usual freshness of a freshly washed pussy, but the characteristic taste of rubbed skin and mucous membrane.

		"That's it, honey!" Flora sighed. "No one spoiled me like this tonight... My pussy only got a hard cock..."

		I also managed to lick her clit, which made her tremble violently, then she rose again.

		"So... did he come inside you this time?" I asked with eager curiosity.

		"Yes, he did..." said Flora wonderingly. "And it was so...wonderful! I mean... don't get me wrong, you also produce large loads, but the way Brad filled me up... I don't think I've ever had so much cum in me! Just taste it!” and she pushed her pussy completely on top of my mouth. I licked it deeply and could really taste the distinctive taste of fresh semen. It really seemed like a huge load even so, mixed with her pussy juices, it flooded my tongue immediately, and I could hardly swallow it.

		Flora rose again and looked at me between her legs:

		"It's delicious, isn't it?"

		"Delicious..." I nodded and licked the juices from my lips. "Don't you want me to completely...?"

		"Lick all the cum out of me?" she asked teasingly. "You haven't even heard the end of the story yet!"

		"The end?"

		"Yes! You know, Brad left me kneeling with my hands tied like a rag. He went to the kitchen, I think, for a beer or something, and then Greg appeared in front of me!

		"Who’s Greg?" I furrowed my brows. So far there was no mention of any other guy!

		"Didn’t I tell you...?" asked Flora, giggling, and lowered her pussy to my nose again. I watched her opening from close up, from which the white sperm had already started to leak out as a result of my licking: it was about to separate from her pussy in a thin thread. "Brad's younger brother! She was still a virgin back when we used to meet, but I had noticed that he had been watching me make out with his brother through the slightly open door. So I took pity on him once, and when Brad got out after a hardcore session, I decided to introduce this and that to his little brother.

		"Introduce?"

		"Relax, I just sucked him off a few times, nothing serious! I just wanted him to feel the love...”

		So my girlfriend hadn’t just kept a friend with benefits years ago, but just like that, she also sucked her younger brother off for fun a few times? What else will I know about my innocent fiancée tonight?”

		"I could have thought that Brad was staying at his place now... But of course, I couldn't think much about it, because Greg raised my head and looked me in the eye from very close. I can say that he has built up a strong figure in recent years! His body showed heavy weight lifting and some kind of maturity...”

		"I guess he's not a virgin anymore," I said hoarsely.

		"Certainly not!" Flora declared. "And now I thought he was there for some oral freebie for the good old times’ sake, but after seeing my face stuffed with panties, he let me back on the bed and stepped behind me!"

		"What...?" this wasn’t what we had agreed on at all. The younger brother walking in after some hardcore fucking felt so pornographic that I began to doubt whether all this really happened.

		“Can you imagine? Me laying there with my hands cuffed behind my back, my mouth gagged, and he could have done anything to me!”

		"And what did he do?"

		"He grabbed my hand, pulled me up to him, and penetrated me from behind! I was quite stretched out, maybe you can still see it...” and she reached back and parted her reddened lips for me. The sperm in her pussy immediately started to drip towards my lips. "Do you feel what he did?"

		So that’s why there was so much semen in my partner's pussy?

		"He only pushed a few, it didn't take much..." Flora whined, enjoying my tongue lapping up all the cum I could get out of her gaping slit. “His brother's cum lubricated my pussy well, so it was already oozing... It felt so good to take in another fresh load!”

		And her pussy began to gape wide on my tongue, her juices flooded my tongue, mouth, and chin in abundance. I was licking and slurping the fluids wildly, trying to clean it thoroughly. My wet tongue plowed over her clit quite a few times, but I was more trying to push it inside as far as I could to extract the juices from the hidden parts of her pussy.

		That made her orgasm wildly. Her pussy twitched on my tongue wildly, and so did her thighs on either side of my head. She let out a loud moan and fell forward onto my thighs. My face was completely flooded with the perfect mixture of cum and pussy juice.

		Then she got up and stretched out next to me.

		"Well, that's why it was worth squeezing my thighs together on the way home," she said with a happy smile and pressed the key to the handcuffs into my hand. "You can jerk off now," she added. "My pussy is already sore, and unfortunately, Brad also kept my ripped panties as a souvenir, but it was as good as your porn, wasn't it, dear?"

		I couldn't say anything to that, I struggled wildly with the handcuffs so that I could finally relieve myself. Flora left me there and headed for the bathroom.

		"Oh, and thank you, honey!" my fiancée declared with a happy smile. "You cleaned up great," and she deliberately didn't specify whether she was referring to the apartment or her ruined pussy.

		"You’re really welcome!" I gasped. "I also thank you for the double present!"
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		"I want to watch it," I said to my fiancée on Sunday morning. We were just drinking our coffee at the kitchen table and were mentally preparing for next week's discussion, which we always did at this time by the suggestion of time management books. My lover's eyes lingered on her orchids in the window, and she looked at me with her sleepy brown eyes, surprised by my sudden outburst.

		“What, my dear?” she asked. "You mean, the calendar for next week?"

		"Not really..." I said and took a sip of the coffee, then quickly placed the cup on the table. "It was really nice how you relaxed a bit with Brad, and I was also happy with the gift you brought back for me..."

		"But? Maybe you became jealous? After all, if it weren't for those cuckold porn of yours, it wouldn't even have crossed my mind...”

		"Not at all!" I pushed the thought away. “That’s not the case. You only know when Brad took you in front of my eyes in that room in that dirty hotel... That was something cruelly exciting!”

		"Really?" Flora leaned back with a cheerful smile. "Did you enjoy watching the guy fuck me hard?"

		The way she said it made my cock twitch.

		"Very much so..." I answered. "Don't get me wrong, it was also exciting that you were together away from me, without any distractions, and also the way you told me afterward, but..."

		"The real thing is when you watch it, right?" Flora asked over her coffee cup. "Well, if that's your heart's desire, we can arrange it..."

		"Seriously? No worries?

		"To be fucked in front of my fiance by my old one-night stand? I don't mind if you don't either,” Flora smiled again.

		"Good then," I said with a red face. "And may I have one more request?"

		"Anything, honey!"

		"Let Greg be there too!"

		Flora picked up her phone with a smile and said,

		"I'm writing to them right now!"
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		We didn't have to wait long for the brothers’ answer. I guess the opportunity to fuck my fiancée without strings attached may have been more important than any other agenda, so we were able to arrange the meeting for the next evening.

		Flora prepared with her usual thoroughness. Like last time, she retreated to the bathroom for a long time. I tried to occupy myself with my favorite TV Show, but despite James Spader being evil in it, my thoughts kept drifting to the evening. On recent occasions, Flora has humiliated herself quite a bit in front of her old lover and then the dude's younger brother. I wondered how it would go with both of them at the same time? And how could I enter the picture? Partly I would have liked to jerk off my cock in the background, but somehow I also wanted to benefit from the experience Flora was about to partake in.

		I was interrupted by my partner as she appeared in front of me in her bathrobe, hiding something behind her back.

		"Can you help me, honey?" she asked.

		"Sure, baby," I straightened up. "Shall I shave you again?" I asked because I couldn't forget the last time I had prepared her pussy for her night with Brad.

		"I'm done with that quickly, just look at it," she pushed her crotch in front of me. I pushed the cloak apart and took a look at her pussy: she was really completely naked, and she still smelled of my shaving cream.

		I would have liked to caress the freshly shaved, slightly parted lips with my tongue, but Flora recoiled from the move.

		“No, no!” she waggled her index finger forbiddingly. "Let's leave that to the boys for the evening!"

		“Are you sure?” I asked longingly.

		"You'd better help me with this!" she showed what she had in her hand. I was quite surprised: she was holding our rarely used, shiny steel butt plug. I had surprised her with this for Christmas last year, and although we used to spice up our time together with that a few times, unfortunately, it never fully integrated into our sex life, just like anal sex itself. Flora mostly avoided it or claimed that she wasn't ready for it, or that I was too thick, which I had never really believed. And now here she was standing in front of me with her freshly shaved, fresh-smelling skin, asking me to insert the gray steel toy into her asshole.

		"You mean with Brad...?"

		"Maybe..." said my partner with a coy smile. "In any case, I want to be prepared!" and she turned around in front of me, leaned on the armchair, and slipped her bathrobe off. Her round bottom was revealed to me, which made me swallow. My jaw dropped as she looked behind her shoulder with a smile and pulled her round hemispheres apart with both hands:

		"Put it in!"

		Biting my lip, I looked at my partner's tight anus. Was she really ready to offer this tiny opening to her old lover? And what struck me even more: was I ready for it?

		I raised the anal plug to her butt: I seriously doubted that I could insert it so unexpectedly. Flora also handed back a tube of lubricant and then spread her bottom again:

		"Just gently!" she said.

		I unwrapped the lube and squeezed some into my palm. I knew Flora didn't like the cold cream touching her skin, so I warmed it up a bit and only then applied it to the anal plug. As soon as the clear liquid completely covered the toy, I attached the pointed end of the metal dilator to my fiancée's anus.

		I pressed it a little. Flora hissed, but the toy didn't go in. I tried again. Flora tried to relax her sphincter with her head down and her eyes closed. The tip of the cone slowly penetrated my partner's tight bottom.

		Then it got stuck. I guessed that the whole thing wouldn't slide in right away, so I gently pulled it out. Then I pushed it in again. I only moved it a tiny bit, from my wrist, slowly widening my fiancée’s back door.

		Flora sighed heavily and listened only inward. It was a strange feeling to prepare her bottom with such precise, meticulous movements so that her ex-lover could fuck her tonight. "Maybe..." as she had just tentatively stated before, that is, my partner was ready for this eventuality as well. This was a big change compared to the fact that it had proved to be quite hard to convince her even for a blowjob in our car parking in a remote forest clearing. Now, only a month ago, she had allowed her one-night stand to fuck her again during our trip to that village nearby. And she had him later in our city again. And now she would have even let herself be fucked in the ass? In addition, she even let me watch it, and she would even make me lick her clean afterward.

		Where was this sex-hungry creature coming from? And where had my quiet, restrained fiancée gone, with whom we had lived so peacefully until now? Of course, I didn't really have a reason to complain, after all, my cuckold videos could also have contributed to the development of the situation. I really should have had the sense to delete my history. But I really enjoyed the sight of my lover's exposed bottom in front of me, and I was easing her asshole with the greatest pleasure. In addition, her labia trembled appetizingly at my movements.

		The anal plug was already halfway into Flora's gaping back door, and I could clearly see how her anus opened up around the widest part of the toy. I stopped here and dripped some more lubricant onto the base of the plug. My dear lover hissed, the cool liquid touched her skin abruptly, but I couldn't stop now. I pulled the toy back once more, then pushed it all the way into my partner's bottom with a powerful thrust. The tight sphincter muscle immediately smacked on the narrow end of the plug, so that the plug was firmly fixed between the two hemispheres.

		"That's perfect," Flora said, straightening up. "You'll help me get dressed, won't you?"

		I obediently handed her the underwear prepared on the armchair: a black lacy bra and a matching black thong. I can't say that it completely covered the red shiny end of the butt plug in my partner's bottom, but at first glance, you couldn't tell. Added to this were her golden high heels, which she hadn't even worn since they had arrived from Amazon. I was drooling watching her fasten the straps of those shoes. She made me so horny! But I couldn't get her now, only after her evening adventure, that was exactly the point.

		She checked herself in the mirror once more. she turned around, stroked her thighs, her stomach, and adjusted her breasts, which were straining in the bra.

		"Do you think they'll like me?" she asked, looking in the mirror.

		"Oh, really!" I groaned.

		“Really?” She was swinging her bottom back and forth, on which the thong was merrily straining. "Maybe you're right..." she said wonderingly. "But something else is needed!" and she opened one of the drawers, and took out a black leather collar. I couldn't say anything to that, my eyes widened. There had been instances where I had shaved my lover's private parts, and in recent months I had also experienced other men sleeping with her. But this hardcore BDSM porn collar was completely new to me.

		"Would you put it on?" she handed it over, not caring about my astonishment. I took it from her, and she turned her back to me, clasped and raised her hair. I stepped behind her and put the collar around her neck and fastened it in the back.

		"Isn’t it too tight?" I asked.

		“It’s just fine!” she answered with a smile, and then as another surprise, she put an identical black leash in my hand. "Would you buckle this on it, too?"

		There was a large metal ring hanging at the front of the collar, I could easily clip the carabiner of the leash on it. I let go of the thin leather strap, which fell softly between my partner's breasts, and the end stopped somewhere around her navel. I stepped back and eyed my fiancée up and down. If I hadn't been here during the transformation steps, I would have seriously doubted that she really was my lover.  Instead of the restrained, modest woman I had known so far, there was a sex-starved, horny slut in front of me. She must have liked the look too, so she let her hair back.

		"You can call the cab now!"

		

		3

		We sat tensely next to each other in the back seat. Flora must have been wondering what was in store for her tonight because she was staring out the window without a word, her crossed legs moving up and down in a relaxed rhythm. In a prosaic way, I wondered if this taxi driver was the same one who had also taken my fiancée to Brad to be fucked wild a few weeks ago. And what was he thinking now, seeing this couple in the back seat, wrapped in silence, of whom the woman was sitting with bright make-up, in an elegant short dress showing almost all of her thighs, and gold high heels, while the guy was looking around with an obviously anxious look.

		Fortunately, we reached our destination soon. Brad's place was in the middle of the block, in a gray concrete building. Flora waited in her seat for me to pay for the fare and then to open the door for her. It was incredibly exciting to see her bare feet appear in the doorway and her high heels clatter to the asphalt. The cab driver also stared at her from the driver's seat, I sincerely hoped that his neck wouldn't hurt.

		We then stood next to each other in the elevator, I breathed in the fresh scent of my fiancée and stared at her shapely legs. The elevator flew us up to the seventh floor surprisingly quickly, and the door was already open,

		“Are you sure?” Flora asked, looking into my eyes. "We can still turn back now!"

		I nodded hoarsely, thinking about how Flora entered the path of the cuckold lifestyle, partly due to my influence, what she had been through since then, and how much she had prepared for tonight. Now it had to be done.

		I rang. The door soon opened and Brad was standing in front of me in an elegant shirt and matching pants, as if a Latin lover had dropped in front of us from the TV. He was just as muscular and bright as the last time we met when he rekindled the old fire in Flora and made her his in front of me in our hotel room. He eyed my partner up and down like a gourmé sensing the taste of a fine dish, and, stepping aside from the door, invited her inside. As Flora entered, the guy took a spectacular look at her bottom, then nodded with an approving grin.

		“My dear, you are beautiful! You almost glow!” he declared. "Should we take off this little jacket?" he asked.

		"Yes, we can," Flora agreed. She unbuttoned the jacket of her suit and let it fall off her shoulders. Brad whistled at the sight of my partner's body. Apparently, he also liked the black bra and the leash hanging from Flora's collar. He immediately grabbed the end and stretched it horizontally, pulling my fiancée very close to him.

		"You're going to get it pretty hard today, you know that?" he hissed very close to her face. "Isn't it a problem, mate?" He looked at me above my partner’s shoulder. "Isn't it okay if I fuck your girl in such a way that she'll feel it for days?"

		"No..." I managed to moan. "Do whatever you want with her!"

		"Do you hear that baby?" Brad turned back to my partner. "Our good old Steven allows me to use you as I please tonight!" With that, he turned around and dragged my partner by the leash into the apartment. She could hardly follow her, tiptoeing in her golden high heels like an escort in a rich guest’s room.

		I stood in the hall confused. I picked up Flora's blazer from the floor, hung it on the hanger, and then took off my shoes as befits a well-mannered guest. Of course, Flora's high heels stayed on and will probably stay on in bed.

		I followed the muffled sound of their conversation into the living room. They were standing in the middle of the room: Flora sprawled with her hands behind her back like an obedient slave, and Brad in front of her, still holding the leash, explaining to the other person present.

		“... as you may have already experienced. Ah, here we have another guest, Stephen, who was so generous as to let us use his partner as we pleased tonight. Stephen, Greg, Greg, Stephen,” he beckoned like a master of ceremonies. The stranger's face definitely resembled Brad's, although he was slightly thinner and a head shorter than his brother. His eyes, on the other hand, had the same gray, scrutinizing look, only his hair was sticking up more vividly. Without even paying attention, he nodded at me, eyeing my lover's body, chewing gum.

		"Have you had dinner yet?" Brad asked.

		"Yes, but I can still fill my mouth with something," Flora replied, smiling at the cliche-porn phrase.

		"Good girl," Brad praised her with a grin. "Then you'll be happy because I've prepared a little dessert for you," and he picked up a bottle of whipped cream and began to shake it vigorously. Even standing in the corner of the living room, I could see that it was the cheapest bottle made of  vegetable foam. "We did so many things together, and we didn't even do it with whipped cream," he mused, examining my partner.

		"True..." answered Flora. "And where do you plan to blow it?"

		"Here!" the guy pointed at the front of his feet. I had to step away from the coffee table to see what he was pointing at on the floor: a brand new, shiny gray inox dog bowl was set up there. Flora looked at it with wide eyes, but the two brothers standing in front of us just grinned. As if they wanted to test us. Well, what could I say, it worked.

		"I don't really know..." Flora shook her head. "I wasn't exactly prepared for this..."

		"It's okay, I think you'll love it! So, kneel down!” Brad ordered her. My fiancée obediently knelt before the two perverted brothers. Greg didn't move, only his eyes followed my partner eagerly. The older one, on the other hand, shook the whipped cream twice more, then turned it over and pushed some from it into the bowl.

		"There you go!" he declared, pushing it towards my partner with his foot. Flora shrugged and got down on all fours to approach the bowl. "That's it, baby, enjoy your reward!" added the guy, crouching next to my partner.

		Flora bent down to the bowl and stuck out her tongue. She looked at the guys once more to see if they really wanted this, and then, seeing their reassuring looks, she leaned above the bowl and licked into the whipped cream. The white foam clung to her lips and nose, but her mouth also filled with it, so she raised her face and swallowed it. The brothers nodded in satisfaction, and Brad pressed another load of cream next to the former.

		"Here, there's more, take as many as you wish," he said and put the bottle on the floor. Flora bent over again, and although the bowl was sparkling clean, the body position of my partner and the horny males watching her turned the whole situation into a bitch-like one.

		Furthermore, Brad was not only staring at my partner's tongue working in the white foam, but he was also looking at her cleavage hanging towards the floor and her black miniskirt that ran up her thighs. The guy breathed with widened nostrils, looking tensely at my fiancée on all fours, like a cheap submissive whore.

		Flora straightened up, the white foam stuck in spots on her chin, nose, and cheekbones – it was not difficult to associate it with fresh semen.

		"Do you like what you see?" she asked.

		"Very much so," Brad turned back to her. He took my fiancée's chin in his hands and kissed her slowly, softly on the lips. My blood started to boil: the partner of my life was standing on all fours in this unknown apartment in a rather incomplete outfit, and she was already making out with her ex-lover! Blood started rushing to my cock.

		Meanwhile, Greg knelt behind my partner and slid his hands up Flora's brown thighs. He was fondling her smooth skin with pleasure, his fingers slipped under the miniskirt and gently grabbed my partner's butt cheeks.

		"She's got a nice little ass," he said with satisfaction before Brad broke the kiss and said to him:

		"Take off her skirt!"

		Greg meticulously enclosed his fingers over my partner's skirt. He easily pulled down the tiny zipper, then slowly, with almost artistic detail, he pulled down the black piece of clothing onto my partner's thighs. When it reached her knees, Flora lifted them one by one so that the guy could pull it off them. With such a delicate method, he pulled it to my partner's feet, then he raised them up one by one by the high heels, and finally threw the freed piece of clothing with great vigor into the corner.

		Meanwhile, Brad lustily licked the whipped cream off my partner's face, which Flora enjoyed with her eyes closed. They were completely immersed in their intimate situation, which is why Greg's exclamation, returning to my partner's butt cheeks, had a surprising effect:

		"Oh my god!" he declared and pulled Flora's bottom apart with both hands. "What's this, baby?"

		At this, Brad straightened up and leaned over. The red end of an anal plug was clearly visible in the incomplete covering of the thong between the parted butt cheeks. Still embedded to the core, it stared at us firmly.

		"So this is how you want it?" Brad asked with an even wider grin than before and touched the plug in my partner's asshole with his middle finger. "Is the little one ready for this?"

		Flora lowered her eyes, kneeling silently between us, letting her body speak instead of words, like some perverted statue. She wiggled her bottom a little, indicating that the plug had not slipped inside by accident.

		Greg then grabbed the base of my partner's thong with both hands and tore it in two with a light movement. Flora squealed with giggles, and we all watched in surprise as the guy threw the ruined piece into the corner of the room – this meant they didn't want to keep it as a trophy like Flora's previous panties, which the other sibling had stolen the last time. I looked around to see if I could discover where they were keeping their trophies, but the standard furnishing of the living room – TV, bar cabinet, bookshelf, sofa set – didn’t reveal any filthy collection like that.

		Greg grabbed the end of the plug with two fingers and began to carefully pull it out. Flora's body tensed noticeably from the widening metal stretching her anus, and Greg must have sensed it well, as he gently pushed the toy back. Then he pulled it a bit out again, leaned closer, and spat on it. He smiled as he watched his saliva drip onto the metal, then pushed it back again. Biting her lip, Flora enjoyed the gaping of her asshole. The guy persistently pulled the plug in and out, which made my fiancée moan a little in a high voice. Meanwhile, Brad undid her bra and pulled it down my partner's arms, then tossed it aside as well. But he left the collar and the leash hanging from it, grinning as he watched as it swayed between my partner's breasts along with Greg's movements on the other side.

		The guy now pulled the plug out halfway, then leaned over and dribbled more saliva behind the red stone. He knelt between my partner's knees - his hairy calves provided a shocking contrast to Flora's brown, bare legs and her faintly shiny golden shoes – and he was pushing and pulling the plug almost violently. Flora's screams echoed between the bare walls of the living room.

		"Gag her mouth already," Greg said to his brother, and Brad knelt to my partner's head and slowly opened his fly in front of her face.

		"Time for a little face fuck, honey," he stated, taking out his cock. He jerked hard, his cock must have hardened like a Pavlovian reflex, whenever my fiancée just visited him. He didn't hesitate, he grabbed Flora's hair in two fistfuls and stuck his enlarged member in her mouth. Flora's screams really died down, but Greg, encouraged by that, pushed on the plug a huge one, which again stuck into the bottom of my fiancée. Flora instinctively turned back with a loud moan, the cock slipping out of her mouth. Brad quickly took off his shirt, exposing his six-pack. Then he bent down and slapped my partner on her breast, who was still staring at the guy behind him with wide eyes. The snap sounded sharp in the small room, and my partner had already received the second one.

		"Yes!" Flora moaned with her eyes closed. Brad’s strong fingers got into her hair again and he pulled my partner's head onto his cock again. Flora wrapped one hand around the base of his cock, her mouth eagerly moving up and down the thick rod. Meanwhile, Greg quickly got rid of his clothes and kneeled naked behind my partner. He took hold of the red end of the plug again and now slowly but surely pulled it completely out of Flora's bottom; the girl's anus trembled, gaping a tiny hole. The loose, wet butt plug ended up on the coffee table, and since no one cared about it anymore, it rolled all along the tabletop and fell to the floor with a loud thud. It kept on rolling on there and finally hit the whipped cream-stained stainless steel bowl. It occurred to me that I should take a photo. These two objects on the floor would be a good cover photo for a porn story, but my partner's moans drew my attention back to her.

		This time, Greg released his saliva on his own cock, spread it over its head, then put it to Flora's ass. My fiancée said nothing with Brad's cock in her mouth but tried to look back. She moaned deeply from the cock penetrating her asshole. She didn't have much room to move from the men impaling her from both directions, only her breasts swayed back and forth as a result of the thrusts. Brad reached down with his free hand and grabbed one of her tits. Flora was sucking her lover's cock with her eyes closed, and now her saliva was running and dripping in small streams onto Brad's testicles.

		I couldn't decide if it was due to the stretching of the anal plug or perhaps the humiliating situation, but Flora's ass accepted Greg's veiny dick as easily as if a hot knife had sliced ​​through soft butter. With a few thrusts, he was already half inside and began to pound my partner in the same rhythm as Brad was doing in her mouth. Flora's moans were no longer just a sign of pleasure; there was an appreciative note in her voice, like when she tasted some magnificent menu.

		I couldn't take it anymore, I had to take out my cock too. I was still standing in the doorway, no one paying attention to me, so I quietly pulled down my fly and took my hard dick out. It almost hurt from the rush of blood, I'd never felt so turned on before. Even the knowledge that Flora threw herself at these two guys without any emotional connection excited me to the extreme, and the highlight of the evening was still to come. Anyway, I had my hopes up and stroked my cock wildly, reveling in the porn scene unfolding in front of me.

		Brad was holding my partner's head firmly with both hands, fucking her mouth vividly. He was pushing so violently that I wondered if Flora was going to be injured on her forehead with the buckle of the guy's belt. Due to his cock penetrating her throat to the balls, the metal rectangle came dangerously close again and again, but luckily, it was always a little bit away from my fiancée's forehead.

		As if the guy had guessed my thought, he let go of Flora's head and undid his belt. This time, the end of the black leather strap really brushed over my fiancée's head, but only fleetingly, because she looked back and encouraged Greg at her back:

		"That's it, fuck my ass really hard!"

		Greg was fucking my lover’s ass vigorously, entering hard again and again as if he was just angry with her for something. Meanwhile, Brad also got rid of all his clothes and returned to my partner's face. He was fucking Flora's mouth again as hard as his younger brother was pounding her bottom; my honey's freshly dyed hair swung wildly in time with the leash. I was jerking my cock wildly; it was a dizzying sight as the muscular, thin guy wildly fucked my innocent fiancée’s dirty back door. Moreover, although Flora's pussy had been ignored until now, I bent down to see that her lips were wetly parted; the harsh treatment had apparently turned her on completely.

		"Come on, let's do her in a sandwich," Brad declared boldly. He pulled his cock out of my lover's lips, a thick line of saliva flowing after him, dropping on Flora’s jaw. The guy rose and pulled my fiancée behind him by the leash; with an understandably displeased movement, Greg noted that his throbbing cock was slipping out of my partner's tight ass. Flora stood up on shaky knees and stumbled after Brad in her high heels.

		Brad laid on his back on the mattress and pulled my fiancée over him. Flora threw her legs over the guy's waist easily and sat on his lap.

		"That's it, it'll be fine," her lover declared, grabbing her breasts. He snapped them again, several times both of them. Flora just giggled as if she was being tickled and reached back for the guy's cock. I watched tensely as my partner prepared to ride, and at the same time, her freshly massaged asshole was waiting for penetration again. Brad stopped breast-slapping, pulled my partner's bottom apart with two hands, and commanded:

		"Put it in!"

		Flora reached back and pressed his cock against her gaping pussy. My aching member twitched wildly at the sight of Flora's carefully manicured nails running across her lover's testicles. Then my fiancée easily pushed the huge cock into place with two fingers and lowered herself onto it. Both of them enjoyed with loud sighs as the guy penetrated my lover’s throbbing pussy again.

		"Start fucking her, I don’t have all day," Greg said hoarsely, stroking his cock.

		"Do you have a date, little brother?" Brad asked from under my partner and entered her with a firm thrust which made her moan loud.

		"Damn funny," the younger guy grumbled, taking his gum out of his mouth and throwing it on the table.

		Meanwhile, Flora began riding Brad rhythmically; the man's hard cock greedily made its way into my beloved's pussy, and as Flora straightened up, the dick penetrated her to the balls. My partner enjoyed the fast thrusts with small squeals.

		Greg let a good amount of saliva on his cock again and knelt behind my partner. Brad spread Flora's ass even more in front of him, and my fiancée looked back over her shoulder, waiting to receive the first sandwich of her life. The head of the younger brother’s cock was straining against her freshly fucked anus, right above Brad's cock, which was stuffing her pussy full. Greg gave a thrust and his cock entered Flora's asshole again, causing my darling to collapse onto the older brother's chest beneath her, screaming violently from the two phalluses straining inside her. Greg pushed forward mercilessly, pushing his cock deeper and deeper until finally, he pushed all the way in, his balls almost touching his brother's cock.

		The whole scene was like a live porn shooting. My cock was aching, it took all my conscience to refrain from jerking it off then and there. The perverted sight of the love of my life double penetrated by these guys was something I wanted to keep in my memory forever.

		Flora was taking deep breaths and screamed in a voice that it was hard to tell if it came from pain or pleasure. Perhaps both, as my partner was clearly overwhelmed by the novelty penetration. Meanwhile, Greg fondled her back surprisingly gently. Both guys kept their cocks still so that my fiancée could get used to the feeling of tension in her orifices.

		"Let me know if we can continue," Brad said.

		"Okay..." Flora moaned, closing her eyes and trying to relax. "That's damn good," she said with a smile. Apparently, she didn't mind that the two brothers penetrated her body at the same time. The sight was completely etched in my memory.

		Barely half a minute passed like this, and Flora already indicated that they could continue. The two guys didn't even hesitate, first Greg pulled his cock back, then pushed forward, then Brad pulled out of my partner's pussy, then pushed it back. They took turns to pound my fiancée's sensual body like a well-tried machine, hard and determined.

		My cock was throbbing in my pants wildly. I just realized my throat went completely dry so I swallowed one, looking with wide eyes as my fiancée completely gave herself to these brothers by her orifices.

		Greg leaned over my partner's shoulder and inhaled the scent of her hair. So from behind, I could see both of my lover's orifices even better, as the thick cocks of the two brothers went in and out of them. I could smell the characteristic smell of genitals rubbing against each other.

		"More! More!” Flora burst out, and the guys grinned and fucked her harder and harder. The rhythm now alternated, so that there were times when their cocks penetrated her alternately, and there were times when they were moving in complete agreement.

		As the double penetration became more intense, Flora was clearly giving herself more and more to the experience. She was moaning louder and louder, and the men's cocks were moving faster and faster in her pussy and asshole. My partner's moans revealed increasing pleasure, much to my delight. Greg's fingers dug deep into the skin at her shoulder, fucking my partner's bottom hard, which enclosed tightly on his cock. His brother was moving just as hard under him, I was even a little worried that the thin barrier separating Flora’s pussy and asshole might break. The guys were just fucking her animalistically, the sweat was already dripping from them, but they didn't bother with it, they just penetrated my darling again and again. She was playing the role of meat, in the middle of this filthy sandwich.

		The usual changing of poses during our lovemaking didn't even arise. Flora closed her eyes, screamed, and enjoyed the fornication, and the guys must have hit something, because she suddenly grabbed the cover of the couch and reached her orgasm.

		The two brothers continued to fuck my trembling partner all through her pleasure without mercy. Their balls slammed to my lover's abdomen loudly, again and again, causing Flora to visibly enjoy another wave of pleasure. The couch creaked wildly beneath them, and it took a lot of self-control to hold back my own orgasm. I let go of my cock and didn't even dare to blink, I stared so intently as Brad and Greg made her theirs completely.

		After the umpteenth wave, Flora opened her eyes with a distorted expression on her face and looked at Brad:

		"Come in me!" she shouted. "Now!"

		Music to their ears, the two men tensed, Brad was holding on to my partner's reddened breasts, and Greg was pulling her head up by her hair.

		"Please!" my fiancée was flooded with orgasm again, and this time the guys really only moved a little inside her tortured body. Then they held her still and flooded her with their load. From behind, I could clearly see how the testicles in the two scrotums moved up at the same time and pumped up my partner's lovely pussy and ass.
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		Brad and Greg scrambled to their feet. They were panting and sweating, satisfied enough to move away from my partner, who was panting again with her eyes closed. Greg slumped into one of the armchairs, his naked body and flabby cock making a strange impression on the gray fabric. Brad, on the other hand, stepped back to Flora after taking a few breaths and took my partner's head in his hands.

		"Did you like it, baby?" he asked.

		"Oh, very much!" Flora cooed and plopped down on the sofa. "I'm all done!"

		"Enjoyed your first sandwich, huh? You little whore,” Brad continued. His cock didn’t seem soft at all, pointing straight at my partner.

		"Damn... it was good..." Flora replied with a stutter.

		"Ladies never forget the first," Brad declared with a grin, and he sank into an armchair. "Come on, Stevie boy, I know what you want! Clean up your precious little fiancée!”

		I couldn't say anything, I felt so confused. All the participants of the dirty threesome were laying around me naked and satisfied, I felt strangely overdressed so that only my reddened, aching cock was sticking out of my fly. But Flora also reached out her arms to me invitingly:

		"Come on, honey!" she cooed in a cute voice. "Here's a little treat for you!"

		I obediently sidestepped to her between the armchairs. Greg was already pressing his cell phone, if I could see correctly, he was throwing hearts on Insta at the saucy pictures of overseas models.

		Flora patted the sofa next to her with her palm. I sat down beside her, and she made me lie down. She draped her legs over me just as easily as she had when she had sat on Brad's lap, but now she was hovering with her abdomen over my head.

		"Lick it, honey!" she ordered and pressed her pussy completely on my face. A white liquid began to drip from her reddened, parted labia, which I greedily licked. I immediately recognized the taste of Flora's pussy juice mixed with Brad's already familiar cum.

		"Yummy, isn't it?" Flora cooed with pleasure. In response, I pulled her pussy apart a little and began to lick her fiercely. The released sperm literally flooded my face. Meanwhile, my fiancée wrapped the leash around the base of my cock sticking out of my fly, and she began to jerk it violently with her cool palms. Moaning with pleasure, I pushed my tongue deeper and cleaned the juices from her dripping wet pussy. "That's it, lick it off me!" my partner moaned. “You see...? This is the real... sperm of alpha males!”

		She pressed her pussy completely on my head, I could hardly breathe, but I didn't care, I grabbed her bottom with both hands and pulled her onto me, pushed my tongue up into her opening, and licked everything I could from her deepest parts. She might have also felt that she had run out of material from here because she moved lower and pushed her asshole onto my mouth. "Lick it out of here too!" she commanded and squeezed my cock. As soon as my tongue penetrated her tight little back door, I felt the characteristic taste of sperm there, I couldn't take it anymore and I came. A huge amount of my fresh load squirted on my partner's face, and she continued to jerk my cock persistently.

		“This is it!” she shouted. "Just enjoy! You deserve it, honey!”

		I also felt like I lasted long enough. It was an incredibly satisfying experience to get rid of the contents of my testicles after watching my partner being humiliated like a true slut. I moaned loud and deeply, but in the meantime, I fulfilled my task: digging my tongue hard into my bride's asshole, I sucked out the life-giving fresh sperm from her.

		I was completely drained. The head of my cock was already sore from the previous jerking and shooting. Flora gave it another kiss and untied the leash from it. Brad stepped next to her and said in a hoarse voice:

		“Show me your face!” And he examined her carefully. "Come here, I'll clean this inferior seed off you," he declared, pulling my partner off me by the leash. Flora swayed with a giggle, trying to balance her weak knees in her high heels. But Brad looked down at her naked body and ordered:

		"On your knees, bitch!"

		Flora was probably surprised since all three men present in the living room had already blasted their loads on her body or her face. In any case, she continued to play obediently, kneeling and getting down on all fours, her ruined hair falling over her face.

		"Come here, baby!" Brad ordered, pulling my fiancée behind him by the leash. "Time to wash you!" And like an obedient bitch, Flora followed him to the bathroom.
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		I stared after Brad and Flora in astonishment. The woman I wanted to marry and with whom we were constantly planning our future together, from renovating the apartment to having a child, was crawling on all fours after her ex-lover on the floor, sweat, and sperm blooming on her body. In a couple of weeks, the world had turned around us enormously, it became clear how much my fiancée could get horny by my secret cuckold fetish, and how enjoyable it is to experience it with these guys. What comes next?

		I was lost in my thoughts when the familiar bass of Netflix's opening slogan suddenly jolted me back to reality. There was Greg, lounging comfortably in the armchair, completely at ease and undistracted, leisurely switching between different shows while in the nude.

		"Have you seen Red Notice?" he asked, not even looking at me. "Of course, everyone saw that." What about Blacklist? I love James Spader in it, he can be so evil!” and started it with a grin.

		"Do you often... do that?" I asked as the series started.

		"Sure, I have an annual subscription, I think it's much better than regular TV," Greg said, but his eyes were already hanging on the opening sequences.

		"No, I mean... you know..."

		"Oh, to double fuck someone? It happens sometimes...”

		I could see that the guy wasn't in a chatty mood. So I took care of myself, put my cock away, pulled up my pants, and adjusted my shirt. Then I thought I'd check on Flora.

		I started for the bathroom. I could already hear muffled sounds from the hallway, and I immediately realized that Brad's horniness was not enough with the previous hard ride.

		As I turned the handle, the door creaked open slowly, revealing a narrow gap through which billows of steam escaped from the small  room beyond. When the largest part flew off, I finally saw my fiancée kneeling in front of Brad in the shower. The guy was holding my partner's head by the hair, and she was passionately licking the guy's testicles. Greedily, as if she had been served with her favorite ice cream scoops. She was even pulling him towards her mouth a little bit, swallowing the sensitive balls between her lips. Apparently, the guy didn't mind that my partner's face was still decorated with the white traces of my previous pleasure, in fact, maybe that's why he got so wild.

		Brad was jerking his own cock wildly and then released my partner. Flora eagerly grabbed his cock with both hands and pulled it between her lips like a treasure. But the guy grabbed her hair again and, keeping her head still, slapped his wet cock all over my partner's face, who smiled and enjoyed the drops of her own saliva hitting her skin. Her hand now slid down between her spread thighs and began to circle her clit violently with her finger.

		The guy took my partner's head in both palms and, holding it firmly against the tile, began to fuck her mouth with his legs apart. It was a real deep throat, the head of his cock clearly bulged on Flora's throat with each thrust.

		"That's it, bitch!" Brad shouted. "Swallow my dick deep!"

		Flora really just obediently held her head, she didn't have much to do, as the guy made sure her mouth was properly fucked. His dick penetrated very deeply, all the way to the bottom of my beloved's lips, his testicles hit her chin again and again.

		I couldn't believe what I had witnessed. After all the hardcore double penetration tonight, this filthy couple still had the energy to have some fun in the bathroom. A fun which I had seen on the filthiest porn so far only.

		"Swallow!" Brad commanded again, giving one last thrust with his crotch and then holding his cock inside my fiancée’s throat. Flora's mouth and throat were flooded with sperm, the love of my life was swallowing this guy’s cum with her eyes closed. "That's it, swallow!" Brad shouted again, sending another dose down Flora's throat with a small push.

		As soon as he was empty, he pulled out his cock, leaving a thick strand of saliva and sperm behind; my beloved took a deep breath.

		"Good," her lover declared, stepping back. "But we still haven't cleaned your beta guy's sperm off you."

		Flora involuntarily reached for the shower head, but Brad told her again:

		"Leave it alone, I have the perfect tool for that!" and now he aimed his dick, which was starting to sag slightly, at my partner's face. He was visibly concentrating, which Flora stared at from close range with wide eyes.

		After a few moments, a stream of transparent urine burst out of the opening of the guy's penis and came in an arc on my partner's face. With a contented moan, Brad washed Flora's face around - my beloved now closed her eyes but involuntarily held her face to the warm beam. I don't know how much and what the man had drunk before our adventure, but a lot of liquid came out of him, he washed the sperm stains off my partner's face with a strong stream, and it guttered onto my beloved's breasts and belly.

		Holding her mouth open, her tongue pushed out, Flora's hand was playing all along on her clit, and when the stream of urine became the strongest, my partner came again. Now she didn't make a sound, only her whole body was shaking, so strongly that I was afraid she would hit herself against the hard tile. Fortunately, she was able to easily lean back and support himself. The orgasm completely overwhelmed her, as if she was not even mentally there, as if the hardcore fucking and humiliation she had experienced that night had pushed her into another dimension.

		Brad admired his work with satisfaction: the partner of my life crouched panting in front of him with a trembling, naked body and spread legs. Her hair was wetly tangled and hung in her flushed face, the collar still hung crookedly between her breasts. Sweat, urine, and sperm were mixed in an untraceable manner on her skin.

		As Brad turned around, his eyes scanned the room until they landed on me standing by the door. A wide grin spread across his face as he looked at me, and he said proudly:

		“We’re done! She’s yours!”
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		Brad spent six months in our town, during which he had several encounters with Flora. Naturally, my fiancée diligently reported each of these sessions in detail. They revived the old times over a cup of coffee, had dinner, and of course had sex with the hardness and perversion typical to him. There were no more sandwiches, but there were times when Brad only wrote on messenger where and when the love of my life should show up for an urgent blowjob, and other times they disappeared for an entire evening in some dirty hotel room. It proved to be hot as hell to admire their adventures from afar, from checking the hotel bill through the pics and videos Flora sent to me of their encounters, to the stories she told me afterwards while I was reclaiming her.

		While I had to work on a weekend, my partner decided to explore the area with her ex and stumbled upon a beautiful, forested hiking trail just outside the city. I was grateful for the fact that there was proper cell coverage. It allowed me to stay connected and enjoy the photos that were being sent to me as they had their filthy adventure. Even though the house was on fire at work, I had to run to the bathroom; the pictures in which my partner was kneeling in front of the guy, lying down, or just swallowing his cum, turned me on so much.

		And once, when I had to travel, he took my fiancée in our own bedroom. Even though washing the sweaty and semen-stained sheets the next day proved to be my duty, the tingling knowledge that my partner’s brain was fucked out by her old lover on the spot of our married life made it all reasonable.

		It has been several wonderful years since those events unfolded. After some time, Brad was reassigned back to the original location of his company. A year later, Flora and I celebrated our marriage, and today we are joyfully raising our two beautiful children. Our days are filled with love, laughter, and the shared joy of tending to our garden, which has become a beautiful and cherished part of our home.

		Even when Brad is not around, we stay connected with him online. Whenever he visits town, he never fails to bring joy to us with his thoughtful and generous gift.

		The End
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