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I sat watching Hammer and Maria's OnlyFans. I had paid for the monthly subscription, but no new videos had been posted all week, and I was feeling like a fool for signing up. 

I was relieved, but also disappointed. Something about the thought of turning my Emily into a sexy animal like Maria made me hard. I knew she'd never cheat on me, not even with someone as good looking and well built as Hammer, but I couldn't get the thought out of my head.

My cock was hard as I drove in the driveway, as it had been all week, so I shut off the car and wondered how I could sneak upstairs and check my neighbor's page. I felt a little guilty. After all, shouldn't I be talking to my wife instead of thinking about her with another man?

In the end, it didn't matter. Emily met me at the door wearing nothing but her two piece and a long, thin robe. I was speechless as she put her hands on my shoulders and gave me a kiss on the lips. Her breath was a little salty and her whole body smelled of a sexy musk.

"What's going on?" I asked, unable to keep my hands from settling on her hips.

"Just thought you might like to take a dip in the pool before dinner," she grinned mischievously. "You know, to cool off."

"I'm not that hot." I didn't know how else to respond. Only a moment ago, I had been picturing Emily being just this way, sexy and wanton. Now, here she was, and I didn't know what to do about it. I felt like an awkward teenager again.

"You will be," she laughed and took my hand, leading me through the house and towards the pool.

As we stepped into the sunlight, I saw that her body was glistening with sweat and the musky odor was even more powerful as she led me to a seat by the pool. She must have been sunbathing, because her hands were hot as she gripped me through the shorts.

"Emmy," I moaned as she tugged down my pants, revealing my already hard cock. "The neighbors—"

"Let them watch," she grinned and gripped my cock in one hand, the other hand working under my shirt to tweak the nipple. 

I groaned as her hand jerked my cock and, lifting myself up, I reached out to touch her sweaty body. She smiled and pulled back, letting my cock drop with a flop against my lower belly, then continued to grin as she undid her bikini top and let her luscious breasts fall free.

"Touch me, Will," she moaned, and I did. Her breasts were slick with sweat and a little sticky, probably from the lotion. She murmured happily as I ran my hands over her hard, distended nipples and stroked me even harder.

We had done nothing like this outside before. I had wanted to, but Emily had always been too reticent. Even as the blood rushed from my brain to my turgid cock, I wondered what had made her so excited. Was it the thought that the neighbors might see, or did she really just want to please me?

No matter the reason, I knew I would not last long. I leaned forward again and tried to pull Emily on top of me. I wanted nothing more than to feel that hot pussy on my cock.

Emily pulled back, stroking me harder and faster. I grunted, my body twitching in the chair. 

"That's it, baby!" she laughed, bringing her other hand to cup my balls, one finger scraping the space between my cock and asshole. "Just cum for me!"

That was all the encouragement I needed. I yelped, my cock squirting a hot load over my stomach. Emily smiled happily as my butt jerked a few more times, then came to a rest on the seat.

"Did you like that?" she asked, rubbing her hand on a nearby towel.

"I did," I gasped, the cum on my stomach drying quickly in the heat. "What was that for?"

Emily shrugged and stood up, her beautiful breasts golden and perfect in the afternoon sun.

"I just thought you'd like it," she said. "Now, why don't you get cleaned up and take a dip? I'm going to go take a shower."

***
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I WAITED UNTIL I WAS sure Emily was in the shower and went inside. Instead of cleaning off in the pool, I wiped down with the towel, then quickly walked to my office. I wasn't sure what I expected, but Emily's behavior had been so out of the ordinary, I had a sneaking, awful feeling as I brought up the neighbors' OnlyFans page.

There it was, right at the top of the page, the title striking fear in my heart.

Hammer Nails The Neighbors Wife

It couldn't be! My hand shook as I clicked on the video and our pool came into view. Hammer was sitting on the edge, his head thrown back and his eyes closed as the sun shone down upon his face. A dark haired head bobbed furiously between his legs, her lower body submerged in the sparkling blue water. I couldn't see her face, but I knew who it was even before I heard Maria's voice speaking off camera.

"You see that?" she said to the viewer, to me. "I knew the neighbor's wife was a crazy slut!" 

Presumably, Maria was holding the camera and she walked slowly around Hammer's chiseled body until I could clearly see Emily's face, but unlike anything I'd ever seen before. 

Her lips were distended around Hammer's huge shaft, hungrily sucking his throbbing meat into her mouth. She gagged as the head hit the back of her throat, spit and pre-cum squirting around her lips and making Hammer's hard shaft glisten. 

"How's it feel, baby?" Maria asked, her voice loud in my ears 

"Fucking great!" Hammer grunted, then gathered up a handful of Emily's hair and fucked her mouth viciously until my wife couldn't take it anymore. Then, he pulled his enormous cock from her mouth and she coughed up even more drool.

And she did it all with a smile on her dripping face.

"I'll bet you never suck Willie's cock like that, huh?" Hammer growled, slapping the length against my wife's wet cheek.

Emily hesitated, looking at the camera, and I couldn't breathe. She looked so slutty, so lewd, and yet so beautiful.

"No," she admitted. "I don't."

"Why not?" Hammer said, and hit her again, drawing her attention back to his cock.

"Because, his isn't..." Again, she hesitated. "He's not as gorgeous as you."

I heard a low moan and slowly realized it was not on camera. It was me.

My gut was roiling with tension, but my cock was so hard it hurt. I didn't want to see my wife worshiping Hammer's cock, yet my body would not let me look away. Without thinking, I opened my pants and took out my tortured shaft. Even though Emily had just jerked me off a little while before, I was as hard as I had ever been. It was like watching porn, but the with the twist that it was my wife on the screen, the woman who had vowed to love, honor, and cherish me, and she as being bent over on all fours by the side of our pool and the biggest cock I had ever seen was punching deep into her unprotected cunt.

"Wait!" Emily moaned, looking back at Hammer's rock hard body. "You need a condom!"

"I don't have one!" Hammer grunted and Maria zoomed in on him, swabbing Emily's pussy with the fat tip of his cock.

"Do you want him to stop, Emmy?" Maria laughed. "Because I'll be happy to fuck him in front of you!"

Hammer continued to probe my wife's pussy, and I saw her bite her swollen bottom lip in consternation. I stroked my cock, knowing what was going to happen, the shame burning in my belly. I wanted her to tell him to stop, but my body hoped she would say...

"Just fuck me!" Emily cried, pushing her ass back to accept Hammer's cock. "Please, just fuck me, but don't cum inside me!"

"Whatever you say, slut!" Hammer snarled, and forced the fat head of his cock into my wife's body.

"Fuck!" Emily screamed as Hammer sawed two inches into her body. "It's so big!"

"Bigger than Willie's, isn't it?" Marie asked. 

"Fuck!" Emily moaned and the top half of her body fell forward, her ass held in the air by Hammer's hands and his thick cock. "Yes! It's so much bigger!"

"Yes!" Hammer grunted, his face screwed up in pain as my wife's cunt gripped him right. He rocked her pale body back and forth, working her round ass farther and farther onto his cock until he was fully sheathed in my wife's warm, wet pussy.

How must it feel, stretching my wife to her limits like this? How good did it feel to have her twitching and moaning at the end of your cock like she was being filled with electricity?

As I stroked my cock, I realized I would never know.

"Is she tight?" Maria asked Hammer as he gritted his teeth, my wife's pussy obviously tightening over his cock.

"So fucking tight!" Hammer growled. "Wille must have a tiny pecker!"

"It... it's not!" Emily cried, the squeals she was emitting piercing through her lie. "He... he's not... FUCK!"

My wife screamed as Hammer fucked her hard and fast into her ass, her round buttocks slapping loudly against his ripped abs. Her body twisted and twitched as Hammer sawed his enormous cock deep into Emily's body.

Maria moved the camera to Emily's face, which had a lewd expression I had never seen before 

"So," Maria said. "It's better than your husband, right?"

Emily looked into the camera and straight at me. His mouth curled into a tired smile as Hammer pounded her from behind.

"Yes!" she moaned. "So much better!"

"Fucking slut!" Hammer growled and pounded Emily even harder. I watched, my hand humping my cock as I watched my wife orgasm on my neighbor's cock  

She screamed and thrashed, falling forward, still convulsing as Hammer turned her over and straddled her face, the fat head of his cock poised over her lips. A second later, his cock spewed forth thick ropes of syrupy cum over my wife's face, covering her from jaw to forehead with milky white froth.

Emily NEVER let me cum on her face and the sight of my wife being a lewd slut made me cum. Since I'd already cum, all I managed was a thin truckle of cum, but the pleasure in my balls made it one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever experienced.

Meanwhile, on the screen, Hammer lowered his cock to Emily's lips, and she took him deep into her mouth, lovingly sucking the last drops of his milky cum from his balls.

"You won’t be able to fuck your husband tonight!" Hammer promised.

"No," Emily murmured. "I'll be too sore."

"Give him a hand job," Maria advised, chuckling. "He'll be happy. And oh yeah..."

She zoomed in on Emily's cummy lips.

"Give him a nice, big kiss!"

I sat, exhausted, in my chair, my smaller cock dribbling out a few last drops of cum as the realization hit me. I had kissed my wife with Hammer's cum still on her lips and she had jerked me off because Maria had told her to.

Did Maria know I'd be watching and jerking off to the video? Of course she did. She was the one who had given me the website address. She must have imagined me, cum drying on my belly while my wife let Hammer do everything he wanted to her beautiful body, everything I had always been afraid to do.

Even now, I wanted to go upstairs and confront my wife, to treat her like a whore the same way Hammer had treated her, but after two orgasms, my cock twitched pathetically and I knew there was no way I could get hard enough. Plus, a thought kept nagging at the back of my mind.

Even if Emily let me fuck her like a whore, would I even be able to satisfy her?
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Will just couldn't satisfy me! I knew it was horrible to admit, but ever since I'd had sex with Hammer and Maria, Will's attempts at lovemaking seemed boyish and were over all too quickly.

Worse, ever since my time with the filthy neighbors, Will's libido had increased. He called me every day from work, like we were newlyweds, and he wanted sex every night. Hammer must have released a lustful vibe that my husband was picking up on. 

Normally, Will's increased attention would have thrilled me, but the experience was so underwhelming. Will would pound away at my pussy, a look of furious concentration on his face, and cum in just a few minutes. Afterwards, exhausted and spent, he would fall asleep almost immediately.

More than once I masturbated next to my husband while thinking about the smell and feel of Hammer as he pounded inside of me. I knew it was wrong, but I didn't care. I felt like a young girl again, realizing just how good my body could feel. I knew that was because of Hammer and I felt guilty, but that didn't stop me from fantasizing about him.

No matter how much I masturbated, by the end of the week I was crawling the walls, the unmet desires in my body only partly satisfied by my hand. I found myself out by the pool, wearing a brand new two piece red bikini that showed off the curves of my body in a most sinful way.

I hoped that Hammer or Maria might see me and invite me over, but they didn't. The few times I saw Hammer from a distance, he was mounting his big motorcycle and tearing off without a look in my direction.

I felt stupid and numb. I had cheated on Will, been taken advantage of by the neighbors, only to have it made clear to me that I meant nothing to the sexy young couple. I mean, why would I? After all, I was ten years older than them, not as fit as I'd like to be. Sure my generous hips and round breasts still got looks from men, but I was nothing compared to the Maria's sex-packed body. I wasn't young or adventurous. I was just an old married woman that had been a bit of fun.

I decided, finally, to forget the whole thing. It had been so wrong anyway, cheating on Will. I had been drunk and stupid. I tried to convince myself that while it had been fun; it meant nothing to me.

To prove it to myself, I decided I would go over to the neighbors myself. I would face down the lust in my body and, having done that, move on from my stupid, horrible mistake.

Of course, I couldn't very well just go over. I had to bring something. Some home-baked cookies seemed the best idea. Chocolate chip, that was the thing. Just a neighbor bringing some baked goods to the new people on the block. No matter that I had already welcomed both of them with my body in a variety of ways. Cookies seemed like just the thing.

How to dress? I stood in the mirror, studying my body. Not a bikini, that was for sure. Heddy Lightener, the neighbor across the street and head of the homeowner's association, would surely have something to say about me, in a two piece, bringing cookies to the neighbors. Besides, I didn't want to seem like a slut, no matter how I had acted the last time I was with Maria and Hammer.

No, a light summer dress that would do nicely. Light green, to set off my dark, wavy locks of hair falling to my shoulders. The dress was tight enough to show off my curves, but not too short that it looked like I wanted anything but a pleasant chat and maybe a cup of coffee.

Satisfied that I was equal parts pretty and conservative, I took the warm plate of cookies and steeled myself for the short walk to Hammer and Maria's front door.

Maria opened the door wearing nothing but a very thin, very short robe, her golden skin covered with a light sheen of sweat. The musky smell of sex drifted up from her, cutting through the smell of the freshly baked cookies. 

"Um... hi!" I said, trying not to look at the way her robe opened and exposed the lush fullness of her breasts.

"Hey, neighbor!" Maria smiled knowingly. "We were wondering when you would show up!"

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Will

[image: image]


I spent the next few days in a strange delirium. The video of my wife with the neighbors, especially with Hammer's enormous cock, had lit a fire inside of me. Equal parts anger and lust, I couldn't focus on work and I couldn't get enough of my wife.

In my more lucid moments, the reason was very simple. Hammer had pleased my wife in a way that I never had. In doing so, he had also taken something away from me, a precious fantasy that my wife was mine and mine alone. I needed, somehow, to get that back, and I did my best to reclaim it.

To my delight, Emily was more than willing. The first time after I watched the video, I expected her to be loose. My cock was, after all, much smaller in circumference than Hammer's. But she was still tight and if I hadn't seen her acting like a complete slut for the neighbor, I never would have known she'd cheated on me.

But I knew. I should have confronted her, but all I could think of was her on her knees for Hammer, getting roughly fucked by the biker's hard cock. The visions swam in my head as I thrust into my wife's body. Emily reacted with excitement, but I never elicited the sounds I had heard when she was with Hammer and that ate away at me and only made me want to try harder.

These thoughts consumed my mind and, subsequently, I was getting nothing done. So, I gave up and called Emily.

My heart raced as the phone rang. Was she fucking Hammer? The thought had occurred to me before, but there had been no new videos posted. Still, that didn't mean she wasn't fucking them, did it? If it could happen once, it could happen again. So, I had taken to calling Emily at different times of the day to check in.

The phone rang and rang. For the first time, I wondered if Emily might not pick up.

Finally, on the tenth ring, I heard a shuffle and Emily's voice came over the phone.

"Huh... hi, honey!" she huffed into my ear.

"Are you all right?" I asked. "You sound like you're out of breath?"

"Nuh... no!" Emily said. "I just left the phone in the kitchen and had to run all the way from the laundry room to catch you."

There was a rustle, and for a second I thought I heard a muffled voice.

"Emily?" I said, and I felt a rising suspicion in my gut. "Em, are you...? Are you alone?"

"What?" she laughed breathlessly. "Of course I'm alone. Who did you think was here?"

I couldn't tell her I had seen the video with Hammer. Not now and not over the phone. As I searched for an answer, there was another rustle, and I was sure I heard a soft moan.

"Emily, are you sure you're alright?"

"Yes, silly!" she laughed. "I may have... may have pulled a muscle coming down the stairs, but I'm fine."

She paused a moment, then murmured huskily into the phone. 

"I can't wait for you to get home, baby. I really need you."

My cock got hard in my pants and it was all I could do not to reach down right there at my desk and give it a tug.

"Oh yeah?" I said, glancing around at my office mates to see if anyone had noticed. "I can't wait either."

"Mmm," she moaned seductively, and my mind went momentarily blank. We'd never had phone sex before, not in all our years of marriage. "I want you to fuck me sooo hard, baby!"

"Emily!" I coughed. "What are you doing?"

"Nothing, baby!" she moaned, then let out a small cry of pleasure. "Just imagining you fucking me!"

Of all the lousy times to initiate phone sex! I looked and my co-worker Sam glanced over at me and raised his eyebrows.

"Sweetie!" I hissed into the phone. "I can't right now!"

"I know, baby!" she laughed. "I was just teasing you! I... I guess I'll just have to pleasure myself until you get here!"

There was another loud moan, and I thought I heard a slap echo through the speaker.

"I..." Emily breathed huskily into my ear. "I'll see you soon."

There was a beep as the phone disconnected and I was left staring at it blankly.

"That the wife?" Sam said.

"Yeah," I said absently.

"What'd she want?" And I could tell from his grin he had gotten the gist of the phone call. 

I smiled sheepishly.

"She just can't wait until I get home," I said.

"Lucky man," Sam said, shaking his head and turning back to his work. "Lucky man."

***
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MY COCK WAS HARD ALL damn day. Nothing I did could get Emily's words out of my head. When I finally got into my car to drive home, I looked nervously around to see if anyone was nearby, then checked Hammer and Maria's OnlyFans site. There were no new videos talking about Emily, although a very sexy clip of Maria giving Hammer a sloppy blowjob. I was tempted to click on it, but realized that it would only get me more worked up.

Besides, Emily was waiting to have sex with me at home.

It was all I could do not to speed home, but I kept my foot off the gas, my cock pulsing in my pants. I wanted nothing more than to rip Emily's clothes off and fuck her rough and fast, just like Hammer would do it. I didn't care what room she was in, I was going to bang my wife and show whose slut she really was.

Emily was in the kitchen when I got home, preparing dinner. She wasn't dressed very sexy, just a pair of cutoffs and t-shirt, but that didn't matter to me. She could have been wearing a gunny sack and I would have been excited.

"Mmm," she murmured when I came up behind her and gripped her hips, bumping my hard crotch against her round ass. "What are you doing?"

"What do you mean?" I asked, rubbing my cock through my pants. "I've been thinking about you all day after that phone call!"

"That's sweet," Emily said and twerked her ass backward a little, making my already throbbing cock weep in my pants. 

I reached around to cup her heavy breasts, squeezing them together. Emily moaned, then turned around, putting her hands firmly on my chest.

"I'm sorry, baby!" she moaned. "I was... I was worked up earlier, but I... I've taken care of it."

I blinked.

"Taken care of it?"

"Yeah," she smiled sheepishly. "I had to! I was so horny! Then, I cleaned the house and went shopping and now... "

She patted me gently on the chest. 

"Now, I'm just too tired."

"What?" I shook my head and took a step back. "But I thought... after that call... I thought you'd wait for me."

"I'm sorry, baby!" she moaned and kissed me. Her tongue flicked across my lips and I wondered if she would taste salty, like the day she had fucked Hammer. But, all I tasted was spearmint.

She had brushed her teeth.

I growled with hunger and, quite unlike me, I thrust my hands up her shirt to grab her tits. My lust had been building all day, and I'd be damned if I was going to take no for an answer. Emily moaned and slid her hand down the front of my pants. Taking this as a sign that she wanted to continue, I kissed her harder.

She rubbed me harder through my pants as I released her tits from her bra. I shoved the shirt up over her tits and latched onto a swollen, red nipples.

"Ooh, yes!" Emily moaned. "Just like that, baby! You like that?"

"Yes!" I mumbled against her breasts as she bore down on my cock. "I want to fuck you, baby!".

"I know, sweetie!" she huffed hotly in my ear. "I want you too! You're so hard! You want my pussy?"

"Yes!" I grunted. "Shit!"

Her hand was still rubbing my cock roughly through my pants. I had expected her to unbutton them, but she gripped the fabric of my pants and my cock, and jerked even harder.

I was more turned on than I had thought. Hours of Emily's teasing voice and the naughty images in my head erupted in my balls. I twitched, then humped pathetically against Emily's hand as I squirted a hot load of cum into my pants.

I let out a strangled sob of release against Emily's breasts, the spasms of my orgasm running through my body.

"Oh my God!" Emily laughed. "Did you just cum in your pants?"

A wave of embarrassment made my cheeks grow hot. This was the second time in a month that I had ejaculated prematurely in my pants. What the hell was wrong with me?

"Yes," I muttered, unable to meet Emily's eyes. "I did."

Em lifted my chin. She was smiling warmly, not at all disdainful or cruel.

"Hey, it's ok!" she giggled. "I was tired anyway. Besides, it's flattering that I could get you so excited."

"Really?" I muttered hopefully and Emily smiled.

"Of course!" She laughed again and kissed me. "I can get you off with just my tits and hand! That's good to know!"

I wasn't sure I liked the way she said it, but I was glad she didn't think I was weak for not being able to hold back my lust.

"Now," she said and gave me another kiss. "Why don't you go upstairs and get cleaned up while I get dinner ready?"

I looked again to see if there was any sign of disappointment, but all I saw was my beautiful wife smiling back at me, her warm hand patting my cheek.

"Ok," I said and pushed away from Emily. 

As I neared the door, I turned to look at her. She had lowered her shirt and was standing at the counter, humming a cheerful tune as she chopped vegetables. I shook my head, still wondering what had happened, and went upstairs to wash off the cum that was even now drying in my pants.

***
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AFTER A QUICK SHOWER and dinner, Emily went up to bed to rest and sleep. I waited until I heard the bedroom door shut and snuck off to my office.

Something about the way Emily had been hot and horny on our call, then cold when I got home, nagged at me. The suspicions were swirling around my brain and I couldn't stop thinking about them as we chatted through dinner. She seemed happy and her conversation was light as she relayed the boring but exhausting items of her day, as if to reassure me she had been tired instead of not wanting to have sex with me.

My suspicions were confirmed as I brought up the neighbors' website. There was a brand new video, and the name struck me to my core. 

Hammer Nails the Neighbor's wife AGAIN!

I sat back, my cursor hovering over the play button. The screen cap was of Maria, smiling wickedly into the camera and no sign of Emily, but I was sure that she was featured. I couldn't breathe, but my cock was already getting hard again, even though I had only cum an hour before.

Slowly, my finger lowered, and I hit the mouse, the pixels of the cursor pressing down on the virtual button with a damning click.

"Hey, Hammer!" The camera was positioned just above bed height. In the foreground was Hammer, naked, stroking his cock. Maria was in the background, entering the room through the doorway. "You'll never guess who stopped by."

Maria reached into the hallway and pulled my wife into the room. Emily was dressed in a tight sundress that showed off her large breasts and wide hips to great advantage. In her hands was a plate of cookies.

"She even brought cookies!" Maria laughed and pushed Emily into the room. My wife stood, transfixed as Hammer lay on the bed, stroking his thick cock slowly, up and down, for the benefit of my wife and the camera.

"I'll bet she didn't come over here for cookies," Hammer growled.

"Oh, well, I um... " Emily was spluttering and trying to step back towards the door, but Maria blocked her way. "I just came by to... um... "

Hammer slid off the bed and stood up in front of my wife. All I could see was his largely muscled back and hard ass, the tattoos snaking over his shoulders and down along his spine. Maria grabbed the plate of cookies and set it down on the dresser, forgotten as her husband closed in on my lovely wife.

"You wanted more of my cock," Hammer murmured. "Admit it."

"No, I—" Emily said. "That's not it!"

Hammer moved to the right as Maria turned my wife sideways to the camera. The pair knew they were being filmed. If Emily knew, she gave no sign as she was caught between Maria's lush body and Hammer's hard muscles.

"I really didn't mmm—"

Maria slid her hands up Emily's body as Hammer moved in closer. My wife moaned as Maria gripped her breasts through her dress. Hammer grabbed her hand and lowered it to this thick, throbbing shaft.

"Oh, we know what you meant," Hammer smirked, and wrapped Emily's thin fingers around his cock. It was so big, the fat length of it barely covered by her small hand.

My cock, a much smaller and better fit for Emily's hand, pulsated between my legs. I unbuttoned my pants and watched, helpless as Hammer guided my wife to stroke his cock until her hand was moving on its own.

"That's it," Maria murmured, kissing my wife's neck. "You missed that cock, didn't you? That's the real reason you came over."

"Nuh... no! That's not it!"

Emily protested, but she looked down, unable to take her eyes off Hammer's cock, her other hand stroking the finely chiseled muscles of his chest. So, she had been with Hammer while I was at work. The realization of my fevered dreams only made me hotter and, when I touched my cock, it was hot and almost painful with the pressure of my lust.

Slowly, Maria pushed on Emily's knees and before she could protest again, Hammer pushed the fat head of his cock between her lips. They stretched, taking his extreme girth as Maria forced my wife's head forward, the rigid fleshy shaft stabbing deep into Emily's throat. It only took a few thrusts of Hammer's hard ass and Emily was sucking him again, gorging herself on his cock. The choking slurping sounds filled my ears as I once again watched my wife worship the neighbor's cock.

"That's it, bitch!" Hammer grunted happily, then kissed Maria, my wife working hard to pleasure him as the couple made out above her. "That's what you wanted."

"Yes!" Emily moaned, finally giving in. "Yes!"

Hammer pulled his cock out of her mouth, slapping the slimy length against Emily's cheek.

"Good little slut!" Hammer moaned. "But I need you to show me how much you want me."

"Anything!" Emily moaned.

Hammer turned toward the bed and bent over, lifting one knee and placing it on a nearby chair. Emily was now staring at his finely sculpted ass, a confused look on her face.

"Go ahead," Maria said, then reached down and pulled Emily's dress up over her head, leaving her wearing only her bra and panties. She still looked confused, and Maria laughed in her ear. "Eat his ass, baby! Show him how much you want his body!"

I stroked my cock, unable to stop or look away. There was no way, no way, that my wife would do such a thing! Sucking cock was one thing, but eating a man's ass? The thought of it filled me with a sense of shame and jealousy. I was sure that Emily would never think of doing that for me.

"Do it!" I barely heard Maria hiss in Emily's ear. "Do it or you don't get to fuck him! You'll have to go home and be with your husband."

I wanted her to get up and leave, but my cock wanted her to stay. I held my breath, slowing my strokes as I was already at the edge and I didn't want to spill over into orgasm.

Emily swayed on her knees for a moment, then, with a determined look on her face, she scooted forward and pushed her face between Hammer's buttocks.

"Fuck, what a slut!" Maria laughed. She pushed Emily's head cruelly into Hammer's ass, Emily snuffling like a pig as she licked and sucked at the powerful man's body. I heard her moan in anguish and hunger as she lapped from Hammer's heavy ball sac to his anus.

When Maria was sure that my wife would continue on her own, she walked towards the camera, her body full and lush in her tiny bikini. I wondered if she would join in. Instead, she grinned at the camera, then reached out, picked it up and pointed at the lewd scene of my wife licking her husband's asshole.

Slowly, the camera zoomed in and I could suddenly see Emily's face glistening with spit as she feasted on Hammers flesh. Her pale fingers were wrapped around his cock, milking him like a cow as she worked her pink tongue into the puckered hole of his ass. I whined, thinking about kissing my wife earlier. She had brushed her teeth, but had that been enough to remove the stain of Hammer's asshole on her mouth? My cock twitched and, despite the disgusting thoughts, my body reacted to Emily worshiping Hammer's body.

Finally, Hammer had enough and turned, pulling Emily to her feet. He pushed her down onto the bed and lifted her legs, peeling off her panties. She squirmed in anticipation, but Hammer took it slow, reaching forward and pulling at her bra until my wife helped him remove the skimpy piece of fabric.

She was laid bare before him, Hammer's gleaming tattooed body between her legs, the thick full length of his cock laid across her cunt and belly. Emily moaned with need as Hammer grinned down at her, a pagan god happy with the sacrifice displayed before him.

"Have you been fucking your husband?" Hammer asked and slid the tip of his cock up Emily's swollen furrow.

"Yes!" Emily moaned, her hips lifting, her body responding to his manhood and trying to lure him in. 

"Was it good?" Hammer growled.

Emily whined. She sat up and tried to reach forward to grab his cock, but Hammer pushed her back onto the bed. 

"Was it good?"

"Yes!" Emily cried, and I felt a surge of triumph. So she had enjoyed sex with me! "But not as good as you!"

"Did he make you cum?"

My sense of triumph descended into shame as Emily mewled and twisted on the bed.

"No," she moaned. "It was good, but he can't make me cum. Not like you."

"Good girl," Hammer grunted and took the enormous shaft and pointed it at my wife's needy, hungry body. "Here's your reward for being such a good little slut!"

Emily screamed as Hammer plunged his thick cock inside of her, burying himself up to the hilt. Maria maneuvered the camera expertly to show that his impossibly large shaft was now deep inside Emily's belly.

"It's so big!" Emily screamed, echoing my thoughts as Hammer drove her into the mattress with long, hard thrusts.

His power took Emily's breath away and, for a moment, she was silent, her mouth open but no sound coming out. Maria closed in on my wife, showing me the intense pleasure written on Emily's face. 

Finally, she let out a long, low moan as Hammer's cock beat a steady rhythm into her soft body, the same body she had denied me earlier that night. But, for Hammer, she spread her legs, welcoming in each hard thrust, her moans turning to cries, and then screams of intense pleasure.

"Oh God, baby!" she cried. "I'm cumming, baby! I'm cumming for you!"

"Your husband can't do that, can he?" I heard Maria's cruel voice in my ear. "He can't make you cum like that, can he, bitch?"

"No!" Emily screamed in pleasure and anguish. "Never! Never! Never!"

Her cries echoing in my ears, I stroked again. I kept time with Hammer's pounding thrusts as my wife came on his cock, crying in an ecstasy I could never give her. The shame was too much, but so was the pleasure and I was just about to cum when I heard a tinkling of bells I recognized as Emily's ringtone.

For a second, I was pulled out of the video. I looked around my office wildly to see if Emily had somehow snuck in behind me. But the door was firmly shut, and the bells continued until the camera moved. Emily's phone was in Maria's hand and she held it in front of the camera to show the image of me, smiling awkwardly in my profile pic. 

"Look who's calling!" Maria laughed. "It's your husband! I think we should answer!"

"Nuh... no!" Emily moaned as Hammer gave her a hard thrust. Maria lowered the phone to her ear and clicked the button. Emily took a deep breath as Hammer slowed his pace. "Huh... hi, honey!"

I couldn't hear my part of the conversation, but I knew what I was saying. This was the same conversation we had earlier. 

"Nuh... no!" Emily said, desperately looking at Hammer. "I just left the phone in the kitchen and had to run all the way from the laundry room to catch you."

She held the phone to her breast and mouthed the words 'stop!' to Hammer. He grinned maliciously and slid his cock out, then slowly slid it back in.

"What?" Emily chuckled as she took the entire length of Hammer's cock. "Of course I'm alone. Who did you think was here?"

She was lying, lying to me even as I sat here, my hand on my cock, stroking myself to her horrible betrayal. What the hell was wrong with her? How could she do such a thing? 

And how could I be enjoying this?

She moaned, then bit her other hand to hold back the sound of her pleasure.

"Yes, silly!" she laughed, and I knew I had just asked if she was all right. "I may have... may have pulled a muscle coming down the stairs, but I'm fine."

She paused a moment, then murmured huskily into the phone. 

"I can't wait for you to get home, baby. I really need you."

The pure evil of what she was doing struck me deep in my balls. She was teasing me, acting as if she wanted me. All the while Hammer kept slowly fucking her, Maria filming the entire scene.

"Mmm," she moaned again as Hammer bottomed out in her pussy. "I want you to fuck me sooo hard, baby!"

She wasn't talking to me anymore. She was staring at Hammer; her smile matching Hammer's malicious glee.

"Nothing, baby!" she moaned, then let out a small cry of pleasure. "Just imagining you fucking me!"

Hammer thrust again, and she covered her mouth so she wouldn't cry into the phone. My hand had moved on my cock, my body lost to the desire of seeing my wife being fucked while she talked to me on the phone. The scene was surreal, and I felt like I was floating. My wife was speaking to me, fucking someone else. I was in two places at once, and I no longer questioned my lust.

"I know, baby!" she laughed. "I was just teasing you! I... I guess I'll just have to pleasure myself until you get here!"

Hammer thrust hard into her and a moan escaped her lips as Hammer's thick body slapped wetly against her.

"I..." Emily breathed huskily into my ear. "I'll see you soon."

She ended the call and Hammer growled, plowing deep into my wife, lifting her legs until her thighs were pressing into her large tits, her upturned pussy taking every inch of Hammer's shaft.

"What a fucking slut!" Maria laughed off camera. "Lying to your husband while fucking mine. I'll bet Will doesn't even know how big of a slut he married."

Emily and I moaned together and Hammer pounded her hard and fast into the mattress. My cock throbbed, and I felt that amazing, awful pressure in my balls explode and I was cumming as Emily gave into Hammer’s fucking. Her screams filled my ears as I shot my load across my stomach. She was cumming again, unable to speak except in a series of cries and grunts as the primal animal side of my wife was released by Hammer's fucking.

"I don't want you to fuck your husband tonight," Hammer murmured in Emily's ear as she came down from her orgasm.

"But... but I promised," she moaned.

"I don't care!" Hammer growled. "You'll be too fucking sore, anyway. Just give him a handjob and he'll be happy. You know he will."

Emily turned her head to the side and Maria got a closeup on her face, catching my wife's small nod as she agreed to Hammer's demands.

"Good girl!" Hammer said, and her fucked her again, pounding her hard and fast, but Maria kept the camera on Emily's face as she first frowned, the opened her eyes and looked at the camera as she came again on Hammer's cock.

Then she shifted, and Hammer's cock came into view. My wife continued to look at the camera, dazed by her violent fucking, as the first thick squirt of cum dripped over her cheek and down her lips. She gasped as she felt the heat and Hammer shot another ropy stream across her forehead, then a last milky strand across the bridge of my wife's nose. 

"Good girl!" Hammer said again, and nudged her cheek with the fat head of his cock. Emily turned obediently and opened her mouth. Maria closed in even further as my wife's pink lips wrapped around the throbbing shaft and she sucked out the last precious drops of cum.

The screen faded to black as my wife laid back down in the bed, a cummy smile on her lips. She was still looking at me when the picture went dark.
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There were no more videos the next week, but I was sure that Emily was making daily trips to the neighbors. She ignored my phone calls, but always had some plausible excuse for missing them. At work, I would imagine Emily screwing Hammer, or on her knees in front of him, her face sprayed with his thick cum. 

When I arrived home each night, Emily would greet me with a kiss, a kiss I was sure tinged with the cum she had drunk from Hammer's cock that day. And, even though I tried to start sex, Emily would put me off, teasing me mercilessly until she finally jerked me off by hand. My cum decorated many surfaces in our house, but not one drop touched my pretty wife. 

The jealousy and lust warred within me. While Hammer had enjoyed my wife, cum on her face, and treated her like a slut, all I got was a handjob and wasted cum on the hardwood. Still, despite the pain, I could not bring myself to confront Emily about her affair. I was floating in a weird haze of lust and anger, and a part of me could not break the spell. I couldn't explain why, but I was as horny as a teenager. 

And I liked it.

I know it's crazy, but whatever it was, it kept me quiet, even as another video appeared on our neighbor's OnlyFans. 

It was uploaded the day after an intense session between Emily and myself. I had come home from work and, quite unlike the previous nights, Emily stripped naked. She still wouldn't let me fuck her. Instead, she maneuvered me onto the bed, then straddled my face. Her cunt was sticky and had a swampy smell I didn't recognize.

"Emily—"

"Ssh!" Emily hissed and ran her pussy over my nose and mouth, coating me in her juices. They were thicker than usual and I stretched out my tongue experimentally. My first reaction was revulsion. The juices were salty and bitter, not at all like my wife's familiar taste. But, when Emily moaned, my already hard cock throbbed in sympathy and I licked harder, pushing past the thick fluid and touching her warm, wet inner flesh. 

Emily gasped and sat down on my face. Suddenly, I was drowning in sticky juices and her musky flesh. Soon, she was humping my face, pushing all of her flesh into my mouth as more gooey fluid dripped onto my lips and into my mouth. I had a fleeting idea, a horrible thought so incomprehensible that I pushed it to the back of my mind as I continued to lick and suck down all of my wife's juices. 

Finally, the sticky liquid was gone. Emily cried out as she smothered me with her cunt, grinding her pubic bone into my chin. I couldn't breathe, but that somehow seemed unimportant as my wife had a powerful orgasm and her fresh juices replaced the sticky fluid. 

Emily bent forward, and I sucked in a deep breath. Before I knew what was happening, she had my cock in her hand and was stroking me violently. My head was swimming with lack of oxygen and pent up desire and, quite suddenly, I was cumming, crying out in shock against Emily's hovering ass cheeks.

"Fuck!" I moaned as Emily expertly pinched the tip of my cock, squeezing out the last few drops.

"Did you like that?" Emily laughed as she rolled off my body and snuggled down next to me.

"Yeah," I murmured. "You tasted different."

Emily hesitated, running her fingertips across my nipple.

"Did I?" she asked. "I guess it was just because I was so turned on."

I said nothing. The horrible suspicion I had imagined came floating back, but I didn't have the strength to confirm it. I didn't know if I wanted to confirm it.

It didn't matter, because the next day there was a new video waiting for me on Hammer and Maria's page. The title was clear.

Hammer Owns the Neighbor's Wife with a Creampie

Before I even clicked on the video, I knew that my horrible, awful suspicion had been correct. My wife had forced me to eat her out while she had Hammer's cum in her pussy. I didn't need to watch to know it was true, but, once again, I couldn't stop myself.

The video itself wasn't that long. Maria was once again behind the camera and she narrated it as she walked through a hallway and into the bedroom.

"Guess who's back?" she laughed unnecessarily and pointed the camera at the bed.

Emily was lying on the bed, her knees locked over Hammer's arms and her feet flailing out behind him. Hammer's hard ass pounded mercilessly into my wife's pussy, the steady smacks of wet flesh punctuating my wife's screams of pleasure.

"Oh, fuck, baby!" she cried. "Hammer baby, it's so fucking good!"

"That's right, slut!" Hammer grunted as Maria slowly walked around the heaving, sweaty bodies. "Tell it to the camera!"

Emily turned to the camera, her face contorted in pleasure. 

"It's so good!" she moaned. "So fucking good!"

"What a slutty little wife you are!" Maria laughed, her voice loud and clear. "What would your husband think?"

"I don't care!" Tears of pleasure were running down her cheeks. "I don't care anymore!" 

"Fuck!" Hammer moaned and turned her face towards him. "Do you fuck your husband anymore?"

My heart stopped as Emily shook her head.

"No, baby! Just hand jobs. Luh... like you told me too!"

"Good girl!" Hammer leaned forward, and Emily moaned lovingly as she passionately kissed him. They kissed for a long time, Hammer's steady pounding slowing down as he focused on my wife's sensual lips.

Had she ever kissed me like that?

"Now," Hammer murmured when he finally broke the kiss. "Now, I'm going to cum inside you, Ok? I'm going to fill you up with my cum so you can take it home to your husband."

"Oh, God!" Emily moaned. "I can't. I'm not on birth control."

Hammer gripped her chin and forced her to look in his eyes. Maria held the camera steady.

"Do yiu want me to keep fucking you?"

"Yuh... yes!" Emily sobbed.

"Then you're going to give me that pussy. I'm going to fill it up and you're going to take a fucking creampie home to your husband!"

My brain froze. Suddenly, I remembered the taste and smell of Emily's pussy. Except it wasn't just Emily's body. It was Hammer's cum, cum he had released into my wife's unprotected pussy. And now, after the fact, I got to see the sordid act in all its awful glory.

"Yes!" Emily screamed. "Yes! Take that pussy! Give me your cum! Please!"

Emily's pleas burned my ears as Hammer fucked her again, pounding her with savage thrusts that shook her whole body. Her cries became more and more intense, then her body tensed and I knew she was about to cum.

Hammer was cumming too. He growled and stabbed his cock deep inside her body. My wife howled with pleasure. Every nerve of her body exploded, and she was thrashing on the bed as Hammer unloaded his cum into her defenseless womb.

"Oh my God!" Maria gasped. "Did you see that? They came together! That's so hot!"

I groaned as Maria zoomed in on the heaving, sweaty bodies of Emily and Hammer, laughing as they kissed. They both looked at the screen and smiled as the picture again faded to black.
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"Hey, babe," Emily called me at work two days after the video. There had been no new uploads to the neighbor's page, and I had to stop myself from checking hourly to see if my wife was starring in a new scene.

Emily and I still hadn't had sex for two weeks, and I knew she was keeping her promise to Hammer. When I kissed her or ate her out, I wondered if I was tasting the remnants of Hammer's lust. The thought both repulsed me and filled me with an uncontrollable lust. So much so, Emily barely needed to jerk me off to get me to cum all over the floor or myself.

I didn't know how it would end. I knew I would have to confront her eventually, but I was so caught up in my desires, I just couldn't do it. How was I supposed to tell her that I had been watching the videos all this time? How could I explain how good it felt when she denied me sex, only to have powerful, passionate orgasms with our neighbor?

What kind of man did that?

"What's up?" I asked. Even my wife's voice on the phone made my heart beat faster. Was she with Hammer right now? Was his cock in her cunt? I hadn't felt this excited since we were first married. It's a shame it took another man, a stronger man, to bring out these feelings.

"I was wondering if you could stop and get some wine on the way home tonight," she said  

"Really?" I asked. "Is there a special occasion?"

"You could say that," she giggled, and the sound made a shaft of heat to light up my balls. "I have something... fun planned for tonight."

"Yeah?" My heart was pounding and so was my cock. "What is it?"

"It's a surprise," she giggled again, then paused. "Honey, make sure you get some good wine, OK? None of the cheap stuff."

"Oh... OK," I said, my mind whirling with thoughts and images of the videos I had been watching over the last two weeks. 

What could she possibly be planning?

So, as ordered, I stopped at the Perfect Grape, a high end liquor store in a posh area of downtown. I knew Emily liked a nice, bold red, so that's what I got, easily twice as expensive as the wine we usually drank. Then, finally, I went home.

The house was quiet when I got there. I set the wine on the counter and called for Emily.

“Em's a little bit busy at the moment.” A sultry voice I recognized said. It was the same voice that had been narrating the videos.

I turned and my mouth went dry. Maria stood in the doorway, wearing nothing but a sheer peignoir open down the front and offering a delectable view of her dark skin and the large swell of her breasts. Her pussy was covered by a skimpy piece of black lace pulled taut over her pubic bone. 

In other words, she was gorgeous.

"Wuh... what are you doing here?" I asked. "Where's Emily?"

"Oh, she's close!" Maria said and plucked the wine out of my hands. She set it on the dining room table. "Let's keep this for later, shall we?"

I didn't know what to say. Maria stepped forward, her warm hands turning me towards the stairs, then pushed me slowly up the steps to my bedroom. 

As we neared the top landing, I could hear the sounds, muffled echoes of the noises I had seen on the videos. I didn't need anyone to tell me what was happening. I knew what was going on behind that door.

I hesitated at the threshold. Maria chuckled and snuggled her warm, voluptuous body against my back.

"You've been watching the videos," Maria said, not a question. Her strong fingers found the bulge in my pants and rubbed my cock through the fabric. "The question is: Why didn't you tell your wife?"

I moaned, unable to answer, but Maria seemed to read my mind.

"It's because you liked it!" she laughed and nipped my ear with sharp teeth. "I know you liked it and so does Emily!"

She reached around me with her other hand and turned the doorknob.

"Just think how much you're going to love seeing it in person!"

She pushed open the door and the sounds of Emily's screams overwhelmed me. I stumbled, with a little push from Maria, into the room.

"Hey, Will!" Hammer grunted . "I wondered when you would get here!"

Emily was riding Hammer's cock reverse cowgirl, a position I had never seen before. Her back was to Hammer, and she was facing me, giving me a perfect view of her stretched pussy, taking the massive length of Hammer's cock.

I didn't know where to look. Emily's heaving breasts bounced frantically up and down as she impaled herself on Hammer's thick sausage. Her face had a look of giddy lust, her eyes barely able to recognize at me through the haze of desire.

Then, my eye trailed down to her pussy, and I was shocked to see that it was clean shaven, making her cunt seem that much smaller and Hammer's cock that much bigger. Just above her pussy and a little to the right was a tattoo. A hammer that matched the ones on my neighbor's chest, a lightning bolt pointing towards my wife's engorged pussy.

"You like that?" Maria asked as her hands moved in front of me. I looked down and saw a camera in her hands. "That means her pussy is Hammer's now."

She opened her robe and pushed down the strap of her panties. Just above her pussy, in the exact same spot, was a hammer and lightning bolt. A brand to let everyone know who she belonged to.

I moaned as Maria pushed the camera into my hands.

"It's OK!" Maria said. "She still loves you. She just loves Hammer's cock more!"

I groaned, but Maria was slipping around behind me. She unbuttoned my pants as I looked at Emily, bouncing on Hammer's cock.

"I'm sorry, baby!" Emily moaned. "I just... I just couldn't help myself!"

I thought the excuse was weak, but she frowned as Hammer gripped her hips and stabbed into her as he pulled down her hips, slamming his cock deep into her body.

"We didn't think it was fair that you never got to be a part of this," Maria simpered in my ear as she stroked my cock. "So, this time you get to film." 

She gripped my hands and raised them towards the face, her other hand stroking me slowly. Groaning, I allowed her to position the camera in front of my face and suddenly, was looking through the small square of the viewfinder, capturing all the action.

It made it easier. I could pretend I wasn't there, passively filming my wife giving her body and soul to another man. This was just like watching the videos. I felt the pain, but the lense seemed to filter out the worst feelings.

"Jesus!" I moaned as Maria stroked me faster.

"Get a closeup on that pussy," Maria hissed in my ear. "Look at that big fucking cock going inside of her!"

I obediently zoomed in. The hammer tattoo was easily recognizable and Hammer's cock was huge! Emily's pussy was squirting, drenching that throbbing, plunging shaft with her lustful juices and dripping over Hammer's huge balls. I moaned deep in my throat, a moan that I could later hear on the video, as Maria continued to stroke me, her hot, lewd words in my ear.

"You can't blame her. She loves that cock! Watch!"

Hammer lifted Emily off of his body, then rolled her over onto her back. Maria pulled me backward so I wouldn't miss the action as Hammer straddled my wife's chest and rolled his wet cock over her face.

"How much do you love my cock?" Hammer growled.

"Mmf!" Emily moaned as she sucked in the enormous head, then let it pop out of her mouth like a fat, fleshy lollipop. "So much!"

"Tell your husband!" Maria laughed behind me and Emily turned her head towards the camera and grinned, her face glistening with a sheen of spit.

"I love it, Will!" Emily moaned. "I love it sooo much!"

Hammer and Maria both laughed as Hammer moved up Emily's body and, in full view of the camera, lowered his ass onto my wife's pretty face. Maria stroked my cock as Emily rooted underneath Hammer's heavy balls and found his asshole, working her face back and forth along his perineum.

"See that, Willie?" Hammer asked, and Maria made me raise the camera with one hand so I could see the grin on his face. "I'll bet this little slut never licks your ass, does she?"

I whimpered, my voice caught in my throat as Maria continued to stroke my cock, the pressure already boiling to an uncontrollable roil in my balls.

"Slurp... never... mmf!" Emily snuffled from underneath Hammer as his heavy balls covered her nose and eyes, her mouth working at his ass. "Only you, baby!"

"That's right!" Maria chuckled. “She's only a slut for a real man!”

"Oh, God!" I moaned, and the camera shook, but Maria kept her hand on my wrist, steadying the camera as she expertly worked me to the edge of my orgasm.

"Oh, God!" I moaned and the camera shook, but Maria kept her hand on my wrist, steadying the camera as she expertly worked me to the edge of my orgasm.

"Don't cum yet!" she giggled. "It's not over."

She slowed the stroking of my cock as Hammer left Emily's face. It was glazed with spit, pre-cum and whatever sweat had dripped off Hammer's ass cheeks. She was moaning in dazed lust, totally drunk on Hammer's body.

"I'm going to cum inside you now," Hammer said as he worked his thick cock back into my wife's unprotected pussy. "I'm going to fill you up in front of your weak ass husband."

Emily moaned in anguish, whether from the slight to me or from her own lust I couldn't tell. But, the anguish was soon replaced by cries of ecstasy as Hammer lifted her thighs until they were pressing against her tits, her pussy pushed upward to accept every inch of his glistening cock. Maria increased her strokes in time with Hammer's violent thrusts and as my wife's cries grew, so did my lust.

"You love my cock, don't you, slut!" Hammer growled down at my wife.

Emily groaned, but she nodded.

"Yes! Yes, I love it!"

"You love mu cock more than your husband?"

Emily hesitated, and Maria fisted my cock hard at the same moment. My wife turned slightly and looked up at the camera and directly at me.

"I'm sorry, Will!" she moaned. "But, I do! I love Hammer's cock more than you!"

"Fuck!" I sobbed and Maria grabbed the camera from me, directing the lens down to my cock as I spurted out my load on the floor. She laughed, then raised the camera to the couple on the bed.

"Look at that!" she giggled. "He already came!"

Emily looked up at me, a smile on her face.

"That's good, baby!" she said to me. "Maria said you'd like it!"

I didn't know what else to say as Maria backed up, pointing the camera at my sad, dripping cock, then back to the bed. I looked up and Hammer was fucking Emily with savage intensity. My humiliation had driven him over the edge of lust and I watched as he used my wife's body for one thing and one thing only.

To get off.

Emily accepted every bit of his lust. She must have been in pain, but the pleasure overrode any injury. Hammer's pubic bone mashed hard into her and she screamed. Her orgasm reverberated through my body, making even more drops of cum emerge from my sad cock.

"I'm going to cum!" Hammer growled. "I'm going to cum inside you!"

"Yes, do it!" Emily screamed. "Please, cum inside me, baby! Please!"

Hammer grunted and with a final, violent thrust, he stabbed his cock into Emily's cunt. She shivered as Hammer let go of her legs and she wrapped them around them, hugging him lovingly as she kissed his throat, chin and, finally, his mouth.

"Thank you!" she moaned. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."

Hammer smiled warmly down at her. For the first time his cocky demeanor seemed to soften. He kissed my wife, then rolled off her.

Emily moved to the edge of the bed and spread her legs, opening her pussy with her fingers so I could see the milky white cum dripping out of her swollen lips. Maria continued to film as Emily looked up at me.

"Do you still love me?" she asked and, even though she was smiling, I could hear the note of worry in her voice.

I could leave now and never look back. I could file for divorce. I could run. The sheer humiliation of this moment should have forced my feet into motion.

But, as I looked at Emily's glowing face and gleaming body, she had never looked more beautiful. The videos, the teasing, and finally this explosive moment had broken something inside of me. Even if I left right now, my life would never be the same.

"Yes," I said finally. "Yes, I do!"

"I'm so glad!" There were tears of relief in her eyes. "Thank you!"

Maria moved up behind me, smiling behind the camera.

"Now, why don't you go clean your wife up?" she laughed. "It's not like you haven't been eating Hammer's cum all week!"

Hammer snorted, and Emily couldn't suppress a giggle. I did my best to shrug off the humiliation, but even as I looked at my wife's stretched cunt and the white droplets of Hammer's seed drip along the pink flesh, my heart raced. Slowly, I lowered myself on my knees in front of my wife, dipped my head forward and took licked at the syrupy, salty cum.

"That's good, baby!" Emily cooed. "Clean my dirty pussy."

I needed no other encouragement. I pushed forward and buried my face in Emily's cummy, sticky cunt. She groaned in encouragement and I dug deeper, filling my mouth with her pink flesh and Hammer's cum.

And the camera continued to film.
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Emily wasn't home when I got home from work. That was nothing new, of course. Since that day in our bedroom, Emily had been spending more nights with the neighbors.

I wasn't invited to join.

Emily and I hadn't had sex for weeks. Instead, the only way I could have sex with my wife was by watching the videos and then cleaning up afterward. Maria and Hammer forced me to pay for a special tier that allowed me to unlock movies of my wife. The amount was exorbitant, but it only added to the feeling of humiliation as I clicked on the next video.

My mouth went dry and my cock was already hard when I clicked on my video.

"Hi, baby!" Emily smiled at me in the camera. The picture zoomed out, and I saw she was riding Hammer's cock, much the way she had been riding him the day I had come home from work. 

I took my cock out of my pants and stroked as my wife fucked Hammer's hard body, the sound of Maria's laughter in my ears.

"How's it feel to see someone else get to fuck your wife when you can't?" Maria said, and I groaned as Emily hit her climax.

"Fuck, Willie!" she screamed. "It's so much better than you!"

Maria's evil laughter filled my head, and I came as Hammer grunted. Emily sat down on his cock, forcing the head into her womb so she could catch all of his seed. It was only a matter of time before she got pregnant.

I panted as Emily rolled off of Hammer and spread her legs, opening them so Maria could get a shot of Hammer's thick, white cum dripping out of her pussy. I could almost smell and taste her dirty cunt. My cock twitched weakly against my thigh.

"I'm going to be late," Emily chuckled, spreading her pussy lips and showing me her messy, pink cunt. "But don't worry..."

Maria zoomed in on Emily's pretty face and she blew me a kiss.

"...I'll bring dinner."

There was more laughter, and the screen faded to black.

The End

***
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I hope you liked this series! If you'd like to see more of my work and sign up for my newsletter, check out my website at manusdare.com!
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