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   What’s inside
 
    
 
   Taken at the Resort
 
   Jessica and Peter are relaxing by the pool on their holiday in Greece when a cocky young stud offers to rubdown the young wife. He won't take no for an answer, and soon, Peter is watching the stud apply his cream all over his willing wife. 
 
    
 
   That is only the beginning of the holiday fun, as the next morning Jessica invites three bronzed locals up to her room.. and Peter watches it all.
 
   
 
   Taken at the Pool Party
 
   It's time for Ashley's annual office party at her black boss's mansion. Her husband Jim has yet to meet his young wife's co-workers, and is looking forward to the occasion. Ashley warns him that the party can get pretty wild, but Jim shrugs it off. What's the worst that could happen? 
 
    
 
   Jim is in for the surprise of his life when he finds out how wild the party really is - and that his young wife is the main attraction..
 
    
 
   Taken at the Stripclub
 
   Amy has always harbored one secret, unfulfilled fantasy: To be the center of attention in a room filled with men. And tonight, that fantasy will become a reality. 
 
    
 
   Her boyfriend John's army buddies are in town, and Amy knows they are going to hit up the local stripclub. She also knows that same club is accepting newcomers. She plans to surprise her boyfriend on stage, but her plot quickly goes awry when she is ushered to the back by a bouncer and her boyfriend's friends visit her for private dances... 
 
    
 
   How far will she let them go.. ?
 
    
 
   Taken by the Team
 
   Up-and-coming sports reporter Amy Johnson is reporting on her very first Big Game when she gets swept up in the locker room celebration. Her husband Tim has to wait outside, denied by security, as his young bride parties with a whole football team, each player filled to the brim with testosterone just begging to explode. All the while he can hear exactly what is going on inside through Amy's microphone...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Tub
 
   Peter was planning on spending the night alone with his wife Amy, but she invited their newly single next door neighbor Dwayne over for dinner. A few drinks turn into many, and soon enough, they decide to move the party to the hot tub.
 
    
 
   When Amy needles Dwayne for not getting any, he reveals his secret... women are scared of the size of his manhood! Amy doesn't believe him for a second, and dares him to prove it...
 
    
 
   Taken in the Sauna
 
   It is the first day of Jack and Jessica’s honeymoon, and they've left their small town behind and headed to Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from all their friends and family, they can finally cut loose. 
 
    
 
   They go to their five-star resort’s sauna separately, looking for a bit of adventure. What they will find there is more that they can handle: two football players, taking a break from practice.. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ***
 
   Taken at the Resort
 
   ‘Excuse me miss, but you should really put some sunscreen on.’
 
   We turned around and saw a young tanned man standing behind us. I recognized him as he was staying in the room next to ours. From the looks of him he couldn’t be a day over 19.
 
   His young bronzed body was glistening in the sun, small droplets of water accentuating every inch of his muscled physique.
 
   ‘We’re good, thank you,’ my wife Jessica responded. 
 
   My wife and I were lying down by the pool, on our vacation in Crete. It had been a lifelong dream of her to see the island. I was a bit apprehensive, as I wasn’t sure it was really safe. Luckily I found a good deal on an all-inclusive resort, so we didn’t have to worry about a single thing. We had both been looking forward to this vacation, as our lives had gotten quite busy with both of us working forty-hour weeks. I hoped the island would rekindle some of the sparks we had lost over the years.
 
   ‘No miss, I insist. It’s no good if you burn. Here, let me help you,’ the bronzed boy insisted. He grabbed the lotion standing next to our seats, squirted some in his hand and applied his hands to her exposed back. 
 
   I raised my eyebrow at this persistent young boy. He wasn’t giving up without a fight, I had to hand him that. 
 
    ‘Okay, if you insist, young man,’ Jessica laughed as the young man started rubbing her back. ‘I am married though so don’t get any funny ideas.’
 
   ‘No, no,’ the boy said under his breath, but his gaze was now completely focused on my wife’s skin. His tanned hands were sliding across her pale white skin, massaging every exposed inch of her flesh. 
 
   Jessica closed her eyes and moaned softly as the boy touched her. From the looks of it he knew exactly what he was doing. I felt a pang of jealousy when I realized she was enjoying this. I looked around to see if anyone was watching, but no one was paying us any attention. 
 
   When I turned my gaze back to my wife, I immediately noticed he had undone her top and her hands were rubbing her sides, his fingers grazing past her exposed tits.
 
    ‘Hey, what’s going on,’ I said, my voice rising. ‘Don’t get any funny ideas young man.’
 
   ‘Don’t worry honey,’ Jessica said, ‘It’s just a massage… and he’s awfully good.’
 
   The boy ignored me and he continued his massage. After giving her back a good work over, he moved down to her legs. He squirted a copious amount of lotion on her thighs and started working it into her skin. Jessica slightly spread her legs to give him better access, and that sent a jolt straight down to my crotch. He was no longer merely applying sun cream – this was a massage for pleasure. 
 
   I had to admit that seeing his dark fingers move across my wife’s pale inner thighs was highly erotic. We had fantasized about threesomes and swinging, but we had never discussed it outside of the bedroom. Seeing this man touch my wife in intimate places reignited that fire inside of me. 
 
   As turned on as I was, I did hope the boy would stop soon. I wanted to take my wife up our hotel room and fuck her brains out. However, the young man was nowhere near done.
 
   My mouth went dry as I noticed his hands were creeping up her thighs. His hands kept sliding up higher and higher, until they were a mere inches away from her pussy. From his point of view, I’m sure he could see almost everything.
 
   Jessica was wearing a skimpy light blue bikini I got for her. I had intended it to be for my viewing pleasure, but now this young man was reaping all the benefits. Her round ass was almost completely exposed, covered only by a thin layer of fabric. The movements of his hands caused her entire ass to jiggle, and if her bikini bottom moved only an inch her naked pussy and tiny asshole would be completely exposed to him. 
 
   From where I was sitting I couldn’t quite see where his hands were, but it looked like they slid right between her legs. A soft moan escaped from Jessica’s lips. Was this young boy touching my wife right in front of me?
 
   I was about to stand up to put an end to this when Jessica grabbed my hand. I looked at her and she smiled at me, her face drunk with pleasure. ‘Sit down baby,’ she whispered to me.
 
   I sat back down, unsure why I was following her command. Her hand slid up my leg and briefly squeezed my erection.
 
   ‘Don’t forget my butt,’ she told the young boy. 
 
   He looked up, probably surprised we hadn’t put a stop to his seduction of my wife. I couldn’t help but notice he was pitching a large tent in his swim trunks. He quickly regained his confidence, grabbed the bottle of lotion and doused my wife’s ass with it. It was literally dripping down her curves.
 
   His magic hands went back to work on my wife’s butt. I could only stare as this young man brazenly fondled my wife’s big ass. This was no longer a massage – now he was just rubbing and squeezing her cheeks, his fingers digging deep into her skin. He grabbed her cheeks with both hands, his thumbs sliding up and down her skin, reaching lower, and lower…
 
   Jessica hand had now slid into my swimming trunks and she was gripping my throbbing erection tightly. Her eyes were tightly shut and her mouth was half open as she moaned softly and erotically, pushing the young assailant further and further. 
 
   I strained my neck to see what his hands were doing, but I couldn’t quite see, and I didn’t want to stand up as my erection would be painfully obvious. Judging by the movements of his hands he was now touching her outer lips. Her bikini bottom had been pulled to the side, and his thumbs were moving rhythmically between her legs. 
 
   Jessica’s breathing got faster and faster. Her grip on my erection tightened and she started jacking my cock up and down, slowly at first, but she quickly went faster and faster. She moaned softly under her breath. ‘Oh yes, oh yes… oh god… oh – oh – oh – OH!’
 
   It would have been obvious now to anyone caring to look over that my wife was jerking me off while this local youth was fingering her pussy from behind. I could barely believe it myself!
 
   My head was dizzy with lust, jealousy, anger and confusion as this complete stranger finger-fucked my wife. All pretenses were out of the window now as his wrist moved furiously back and forth as two of his fingers plowed my wife. Her ass jiggled with each thrust of his hand and her moans got louder and louder. 
 
   ‘Ah yes, yes – YES YES – OH YES!’ 
 
   Jessica was now screaming out in pleasure, her hand a blur as she jacked me off. I knew I had to put a stop to this before the resort staff would come over and we would be humiliated – but I couldn’t move an inch, as I was only a few seconds away from orgasm myself. 
 
   ‘I’M COMING, I’M COMING, OH FUCK!’ 
 
   Jessica entire body shook as the most intense orgasm of her life raced through her body. I had never seen anything like it before. Her toes curled up and a look of intense pleasure flashed across her face, a wicked smile on her lips. This set me over the edge and I came as well, shooting my cum all over her hand, soiling my brand new swimming trucks.
 
   As my orgasm subsided, I finally had the clarity of mind to look around, and I noticed several heads looking our way. They were whispering to each other, shooting us guilty looks. I noticed one older man walking towards the reception, no doubt about to alert the resort staff to our indiscretion.
 
   I grabbed my wife’s wrist.
 
   ‘We have to go, honey. Now. We made quite a scene.’
 
   She was still enjoying the afterglow of her orgasm. She had now turned over on her back, and the young man was sitting at her feet. His thick cock was showing clearly through the thin fabric of his shorts, the top of his bronzed cock peeking out over the edge. He had a lustful, intense look on his face.
 
   ‘Now my turn?’ he said confidently.
 
   Jessica softly prodded his cock with her left foot, feeling the hardness of his erection. 
 
   ‘Ohhh, what are you packing… we can’t just leave him here, baby,’ she said to me. 
 
   I was having none of this. Now that I had cum my lust had gone, and now I was just confused and angry. I pulled her up to her feet roughly.
 
   ‘Show’s over kid,’ I said curtly as I wrapped my arm around my wife’s shoulder and helped her to the elevator. Her knees were still weak and she could barely walk. I avoided all the accusational looks from the other guests the best I could. As we got to the elevator one older woman walked passed us, shaking her head at me and muttering ‘depraved’ under her breath. I ignored her and got my wife up to our hotel room. 
 
    
 
   She crashed down on the bed and fell into a deep sleep right away. I took a cold shower to structure my thoughts. How could this have escalated so quickly? As I replayed the images in my mind over and over, my cock sprang back to life. I was angry. Angry with that boy for taking liberties with my wife, angry at Jessica for enjoying it so much, but most of all, I was angry at myself for letting it happen. I could have put a stop to it right away, but instead, I let it proceed, and I had even enjoyed it. 
 
   As I thought about it my wife being finger-fucked in public by that young man I caught myself jacking off. My hand had absentmindedly started fondling my hardening cock. There was no way I could deny it: I had enjoyed it as well. I decided I shouldn’t direct my anger at my wife, for she had done nothing wrong. The blame laid squarely with me. 
 
   I got out of the shower and found my wife still asleep on the bed. Her ass was peeking out from under the covers, and I couldn’t resist. I cuddled up next to her, pushing her bikini bottom to the side. I slid my hand up against her pussy – and found it still dripping wet and slick with juices. I lined up my hard cock with her wet pussy and with a single thrust I was buried to the hilt in my wife. I fucked her hard and fast. She woke up halfway through, a surprised moan escaping from her lips. I don’t know if she thought I was the tanned boy – and I didn’t care either. If anything, that thought only made me hotter. I fucked all the anger out, the sounds of our passionate lovemaking filling the room. 
 
   The boys next door could probably hear us, I thought suddenly. 
 
   I came inside my wife as I pictured all three boys drooling over my wife, fantasizing about taking her every which way. They could only dream while I got to fuck her. The vacation had already paid off – the spark was definitely back in our life. Our bodies were intertwined as we kissed deeply. 
 
   That night we spoke little of the incident.
 
    
 
   The next morning we decided to have a cocktail with our breakfast, because why not? We sipped on our strong, tropical alcoholic drinks as we enjoyed the idyllic view of the island from the resort’s restaurant. 
 
   ‘I think I’m going to go for a walk to the beach, do you want to come with?’ I asked my wife.
 
   She shook her head. ‘I’m almost done with my novel. You go on ahead without me, I’ll just lounge by the pool.’
 
   I gave her a kiss and headed out for my walk. I walked past the shore line and my thoughts were free to roam wild. Yesterday seemed far away, a bizarre fantasy. I could barely believe that actually happened. The sex with my wife had been amazing afterwards, and in a strange way, I was thankful it happened. But, no more. One transgression was enough. If a similar situation would arise, I would put my foot firmly down on the ground. 
 
   After an hour or so had past I walked back to the resort. I went over by the pool but I couldn’t see my wife anywhere. I reckoned she had probably gone back to our room. While I was waiting for the elevator I suddenly saw her from the corner of my eye. She was sitting at the bar – and she was surrounded by three young virile bronzed men. 
 
   My heart leaped into my throat. 
 
   I walked over to them, and my fear was confirmed – it was the three boys who were in the room next to ours, including the confident young lad from yesterday. He had her arm around his waist, while a mate of his had his hand on her knee. 
 
   Jessica was laughing, smiling broadly as she talked to all three men. I felt jealous, angry, and betrayed, but I couldn’t really blame her. I would have liked three exotic young women to fawn over me, that’s for sure. 
 
   I cleared my throat as I reached the bar. 
 
   ‘Oh, hi honey!’ Jessica said when she noticed me. She was slightly slurring her words, and I noticed several empty cocktail glasses on the bar. Those guys must have been plying her with drinks.
 
   The one boy quickly removed his hand from her knee, but the leader of the pack kept his arm wrapped tightly around my wife. 
 
   ‘I ran into this boys when you left, did you know they’ve visited New York? They went on an exchange trip to the same high school I used to go to!’
 
   ‘Fascinating,’ I said, grinding my teeth. 
 
   ‘This here is Adonis, and that is Alexander and Nicholas.’
 
   I nodded at them. ‘So are you ready to go?’ I asked my wife.
 
   ‘Actually, the boys were just asking if I could show them some pictures from my school. I think they are on the laptop, back in our room. What do you say we all head up there?’
 
   I was shocked. These boys were talking her into taking her up to our room? Without me? And she saw nothing wrong with that? I didn’t know if she was naïve, drunk, or horny, or a combination of all three, but it didn’t sit right with me. 
 
   I opened my mouth to object but the boys had already helped Jessica to her feet and were walking to the elevator, leaving me standing alone. Adonis’s hand was still wrapped around her waist. I sighed and followed them. Unfortunately the elevator could only hold four people comfortably, and there was no room left for me.
 
   ‘Why don’t you take the stairs, hun?’ Jessica told me as the doors of the elevator closed. Through the closing gap I saw Adonis’s hand drop to her ass and heard Jessica infectious laugh.
 
   My stomach was in knots. This was not going as planned.  
 
    
 
   I raced up the stairs as fast as I could, I didn’t trust those three guys for a second. When I had finally reached our floor I ran to the door. In my mind I could already see her, on her knees in front of those three kids, their big dicks hanging out of their trousers. She’d alternate sucking on each of their rods…
 
   I busted through the door, sweat dripping down my forehead and my heart beating in my throat. 
 
   ‘What’s gotten into you, honey?’ Jessica asked me. 
 
   She was lying on our bed – fully clothed. She had her laptop out and was showing the three guys pictures of her high school. 
 
   She had been telling the truth. I’m just paranoid. 
 
   ‘I… don’t mind me, I just ran up the stairs,’ I said and got a glass of water. I sat down on one of the chairs to catch my breath. 
 
   ‘Damn, this must have been a long time ago’, Nicholas said, looking at her photographs. ‘Those buildings all aren’t there anymore.’
 
   ‘Time does fly,’ Jessica responded. ‘To me it was only yesterday… such a different time. No stress, no obligations, just partying non-stop, not worrying about tomorrow… cherish this time boys!’
 
   The three boys grinned.
 
   ‘Enough about me. Do any of you have girlfriends?’
 
   The boys shook their head. ‘Nah’, Adonis responded. ‘Can’t be tied down, there’s a whole world out there.’
 
   ‘So you’re one of those, huh?’ Jessica said with a smile. ‘God, I’ve been married so long, I can barely even remember what it was like to date… no offense honey.’
 
   ‘None taken,’ I said with a wry smile.
 
   ‘How long have you been married?’ Alexander asked her.
 
   ‘Let’s see, I think this summer it’s our.. seventh year of marriage, and ten years since we started dating?’ 
 
   ‘Damn’, Adonis said. ‘I can’t even imagine being with one girl for a month, let alone ten fucking years.’
 
   ‘If you love each other, then it feels like no time at all,’ Jessica responded.
 
   At least she still loves me. I didn’t like the way this conversation was going at all. I hoped it would soon be over and we could continue with our vacation. Jessica had other plans…
 
   ‘…but, sometimes, do you get curious, you know?’
 
   The three guys looked at her inquisitively. I shifted around uncomfortably in my chair. What was she getting at?
 
   ‘What are you saying?’ Adonis responded. 
 
   Jessica grinned mischievously at him. 
 
   ‘I think you know exactly what I’m saying… or have you forgotten yesterday?’
 
   My throat got dry. She couldn’t be serious? We hadn’t talked it through but I thought it was obvious that we crossed a line yesterday I was not eager to cross again. 
 
   I saw the eyes of Alexander and Nicholas light up. Adonis probably bragged all day about the married American chick he seduced right in front of her hubby.
 
   Jessica ran her fingernails across Adonis’s chest slowly and seductively.
 
   ‘Sometimes married couples get a bit curious… and now I find myself in bed with three handsome young men…’ she whispered seductively. She slid both her spaghetti straps down her shoulders.
 
   ‘Honey, I don’t think-’
 
   ‘Isn’t this what you want?’ Jessica cut me off. She looked me right in the eyes, and I saw a fire burning inside her eyes. ‘Tell me this isn’t what you fantasize about every time we make love. I know you enjoyed yesterday. I know you want this. I’ve seen the stories you read, I’ve seen the movies you watch. And I want it too. We’re here in Crete, no one will ever know. Tell me you don’t want to watch.’
 
   With that she pulled her top down and her large white breasts sprang into view. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her tits were on full display. My cock swelled instantly in my shorts, stretching the fabric. My mouth was dry, my heart was beating like crazy, and every ounce of common sense I had left told me to put a stop to this… but my throbbing cock demanded otherwise. My cock wanted to see my wife get fucked by those three hard big bronzed cocks. I wanted it. I wanted to hear her beg for their cum.
 
   I nodded softly at my wife. She grinned and grabbed Nicholas’s hand and placed it on her left breast. He was staring open-mouthed at my young wife, he probably couldn’t believe his luck.
 
   ‘Have you ever seen of these before?’
 
   He shook his head. ‘Not this nice.’
 
   ‘Have a feel, go ahead.’
 
   He didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed her tits with both of his hand and started squeezing them roughly. Jess closed her eyes and moaned erotically. 
 
   ‘That’s it, don’t be shy. I like it rough.’
 
   Nicholas clamped down on her left breast and sucked hard on her tit. Meanwhile Alexander did the same for her right breast. Jessica threw her head back in ecstasy, enjoying every second of being ravaged by these three virile young tanned men. 
 
   Adonis, obviously the leader, tugged down her skirt with one hard jerk. His shorts and boxers slid to the floor as he climbed between her legs. I could barely believe the size of his cock as it swayed menacingly between his legs. It easily dwarfed mine.
 
   ‘Make way guys, let me show you how it’s done,’ he said to his comrades. They backed off instantly. 
 
   Jessica looked up at Adonis, her eyes glazed over. 
 
   ‘Are you going to fuck me?’ She asked him.
 
   Adonis grinned and pushed his hard cock against her pussy, now only covered by a thin layer of fabric. ‘You feel that hard cock?’
 
   ‘Yes.’
 
   ‘Is this what you want?’
 
   Jessica nodded feverishly. 
 
   ‘Is this all you’ve been thinking about since yesterday?’
 
   Jess’s cheeks were flushed bright red. ‘Yes,’ she said with a slight hesitation. 
 
   ‘When your husband fucked you, did you imagine it was me?’
 
   She averted my eyes. ‘Adonis, I-‘
 
   ‘Answer me!’ He demanded as he roughly pulled her panties to the side. He rubbed his slick cockhead up against her dripping wet pussy.
 
   ‘Oh god,’ Jess moaned the instant his cock touched her bare slit. He rubbed it up and down her lips, teasing her. It was driving Jessica mad with desire.
 
   ‘Yes, Adonis, I imagined you your big fat cock filling me, stretching me, it’s all I want, please, fuck me Adonis, please fuck me.’
 
   ‘Are you going to be my little American whore?’
 
   ‘I’m your whore baby, I’m your slut, please, fuck me,’ she pleaded. I was shocked. I had never heard anything like that escape her lips.
 
   ‘That’s a good little whore. Here it comes, bitch.’
 
   Adonis lined up his cock with her wet pussy and slowly pushed his thick cockhead into her wet pussy.
 
   ‘Oh god it’s so big,’ she moaned. ‘It’s stretching me out. I can’t take it.’
 
   ‘Oh, but you will,’ Adonis said as he slid inch-after-inch of his cock into my wife. I could only watch, mesmerized, as this cocky young teen used my wife like a cheap fucktoy. He had my wife of seven years begging for his cock like a cheap whore.
 
   ‘Damn, what a slut,’ I heard Alexander say to Nicholas. Silently, I agreed. My wife was a total slut. And I loved it.
 
   Adonis grunted when he filled my wife to the hilt, stretching her pussy in a way I never could. Jessica was panting like a wild dog. 
 
   ‘These American bitches play hard to get, but when it comes down it, they all want the same thing,’ he told his mates. ‘They are crazy for that Greek cock. Isn’t that right, bitch?’
 
   Jessica’s eyes had rolled to the back of her head, her mouth half open as she was lost in pleasure while Adonis slowly rocked her entire body with small movements of his pelvis. Adonis wrapped his hand around her neck, choking her. ‘I asked you a question, bitch: Do you love my cock? DO? YOU?!’
 
   Adonis thrust into her roughly, pulling his ten-inch cock all the way out before hammering it back into her. Jessica screamed in a mixture of pleasure of pain.
 
   ‘OH! GOD! YES! YES! OH! FUCK ME! OH IT HURTS! IT HURTS SO GOOD!’
 
   I took my dick out and started masturbating as I couldn’t stand to sit by and watch anymore. 
 
   ‘Shut that bitch up, will you,’ Adonis commanded Nicholas. He got the hint, kneeled by her head and held his thick cock in front of her mouth. 
 
   As soon as Jessica saw the thick piece of meat dangling in front of her she opened her mouth wide, and Nicholas immediately pushed his cock into her mouth.
 
   Adonis fucked her as hard as he could, the sound of their flesh slapping together filling the room. Jessica’s screams were muffled by the cock in her mouth, but she was still making one hell of a racket. I suddenly realized the window was still open, and anyone sitting by the pool might be a secretly enjoying our indiscretion. 
 
   The thought turned me on like crazy. After only a few days here I would be known around the resort as the guy that lets his wife get gangbanged by local teens. What if the news spread? Oh god – what if the resort staff wanted a turn? Jessica would spend the entire vacation on her back, taking cock after cock… I had seen the ways the waiters and the bellboys had looked at her. If they only knew she was a willing cock addicted slut... I could invite room service over, and let Jess answer the door, stark naked… how would that be for a tip?
 
   Adonis squeezed her tits roughly, twisting her nipples. ‘I love these white titties… there’s nothing better than breeding a white bitch,’ he grunted.
 
   At first I was hesitant, but seeing my wife getting so roughly fucked right in front of me I was hooked. 
 
   ‘I’m about to blow,’ Adonis said. ‘Do you want it in your white cunt?’
 
   Jessica nodded as she begged for his seed, but she was hardly audible as Nicholas was face-fucking her roughly. His hand held her hair tightly as he forced his entire cock down her throat. 
 
   ‘Here it comes bitch!’
 
   Adonis gave a last hard few thrusts with his thick spearhead before he erupted inside of her. His butt cheeks clenched together tightly as he emptied his large bronzed balls into my wantons wife’s cunt. He fired rope after rope of his potent seed into her unprotected womb, coating her inside with his seed. Jessica moaned loudly as she could no doubt feel this young man’s seed filling her completely. When Adonis pulled out cum came gushing out her slit and dripping down her thighs. 
 
   ‘She’s all yours,’ he told Nicholas and Alexander. When he saw me jacking off in my chair he let out a harsh laugh. 
 
   ‘Thanks for letting me breed you wife, American. If she wants more, you know where to find me,’ he said with a cocky smile as he walked out of our hotel room stark naked, his big dick still swinging between his legs. He left the door open, and anyone walking past the hall could now hear my wife begging Nicholas and Alexander to cover her tits in cum. 
 
   Jessica was squeezing both her tits roughly, tweaking her nipples, as Alexander and Nicholas jacked off in front of her, their thick cocks only a few inches from her face. 
 
   I wanted to get up and shut the door, but I didn’t want to miss the cumshot either. 
 
   ‘Are you going to cum all over me? Are you going to cum on my face? And my tits? Are you going to drench me with your cum? I want your seed all over me. I’m your little American cock whore. I love your big fat dicks,’ Jessica said. She was crazy with lust. 
 
   Alexander and Nicholas could only groan. I doubted they ever met such a wanton slut as my wife. I knew she could be a freak in the sheets and she loved swallowing my cum, but this was a surprise even for me.
 
   I saw Nicholas’s knees buckle as he came, shooting ropes of his white seed all over my wife’s face and chest. Alexander was not far behind, and when he came he covered her other cheek with his seed.
 
   ‘That’s it, that’s it,’ my wife moaned as the two virile young men drenched her in cum. She opened her mouth wide, trying to catch as much seed as possible in her mouth. 
 
   The two boys stumbled backwards and left right away, shooting me a quick glance as they walked past. I walked after them and shut the door behind them.
 
   My wife was still laying on the bed, absolutely soaked in cum. It was dripping down her cheeks and tits, and she was rubbing it into her skin as she pinched her nipples. I stroked my hard cock as I watched her play with her seed. 
 
   ‘Mmm, do you love you little cumslut?’ She asked me.
 
   ‘You bet,’ I grunted as I stroked my meat.
 
   ‘Do you have something for me? Cover me with your cum too!’
 
   I walked up close to my wife and jacked off inches from her face. She opened her mouth wide and waiter for her prize. Up close I could see just how much cum she was covered in. It was still dripping down her chin, the thick ooze slowly sliding down all of her curves. 
 
   I could feel my cum rising deep in my balls.
 
   ‘Here it comes, baby,’ I grunted through my teeth. 
 
   ‘Uh-huh, give it to me,’ she moaned. 
 
   I shot the biggest load of my life all over her pretty little face. Rope after rope of my thick white seed covered all her features before her hot mouth clamped down on my rod and she sucked the last cum into her mouth and swallowed it all down. 
 
   My knees were weak and I crashed down on the bed next to her. 
 
   ‘God… that was amazing,’ I breathed. 
 
   ‘Is this what you had in mind for this vacation?’ She said with a mischievous smile. 
 
   ‘Something like that, yeah,’ I joked.
 
   ‘There’s a lot more where this came from,’ she said as she rubbed the cum into her pale skin. ‘I could get used to this.’
 
   ‘As long as I can watch,’ I piped in. 
 
   ‘Of course. I wouldn’t have it any other way. What’s the fun in being a naughty wife if you’re not there to watch me suck all those fat dicks?’
 
   ‘Oh god,’ I groaned at her hot dirty talk.
 
   ‘I’m going to take a shower and clean-up, do you have plans?’ She asked me.
 
   ‘I thought we could just eat here at the restaurant, perhaps go for a stroll down to the sea, and if you’re up to it, we could order some… room service tonight.’
 
   She bit her bottom lip. ‘Great idea. I could use some servicing.’
 
   This was turning out to be one hell of a vacation.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ***
 
   Taken at the Pool Party
 
   ‘You’re wearing THAT?!’ I asked my wife Ashley as I saw her stashing a miniscule blue bikini into her purse. 
 
   She sighed deeply. ‘Yes, Jim, I am. You’re not going to be a stick-in-the-mud are you? I told you, you don’t HAVE to go if you don’t want to.’
 
   ‘It’s your company’s annual party, of course I’m going! Do you not want me there?’
 
   ‘Of course I do honey, but I want to have fun as well. I’m going to be mingling with my colleagues, and I’m not going to spend all night hovering around you. Don’t get one of your grumpy moods.’
 
   ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ I asked dejected.
 
   She shrugged. ‘Sometimes when you drink you get grumpy. These people are all more… my age. I understand if you don’t want to come.’ 
 
   It’s true that my wife Ashley was quite a bit younger than me. While I was in my early forties, she was only in her mid-twenties. We met through work. I have a job in finance, and she works in marketing. When my company hired her firm we got in touch, and we hit off right away. This was only a year ago. I hadn’t met any of her colleagues, but I knew her work-place was quite a bit different than mine. The company I worked at was a very conservative, traditional one. Dress-code, the works. On the other hand, Ashley worked at a free-spirited marketing firm, with very different rules of conduct. I used to get very jealous when I saw the short skirts and low-cut tops she would wear to work, but eventually I realized she lived and worked in a different environment, and it was just something I would had to accept. And so I did. Every Friday she would go out for colleagues with drinks, and I had never been invited. No spouses allowed, she told me. This pool party was the first company outing that was open to spouses, so there was absolute no way I was not going. I wanted to see with my own eyes what Ashley was surrounded with every day.
 
   ‘Nonsense. I’m coming.’
 
   ‘Alright,’ she said, ‘but don’t say I didn’t warn you. These guys can party pretty hard.’
 
   ‘I’ve partied plenty in my day, I think I’ll survive,’ I said with a chuckle.
 
   She smiled. ‘If you say so dear.’
 
    
 
   The drive over we were both quiet. I could sense Ashley was not too pleased with our earlier conversation, but I figured she would get over it after a few drinks. I didn’t like how I was always cut out of her work-activities – it made me feel unappreciated, not to mention old. Of course I didn’t have to energy to party every weekend like she did, but from time to time I could still pull my weight. 
 
   We pulled up to a gigantic mansion perched on a hill-top, overlooking the city.
 
   ‘Whoa, this place is amazing,’ I blurted out.
 
   ‘It’s my bosses,’ Ashley said casually.
 
   ‘Seriously?’
 
   ‘Uh-huh.’
 
   I knew Ashley’s work was going well, but I hadn’t imagined it was going quite this well. The place was simply huge. Parked in front were dozens of luxurious cars. I suddenly felt quite poor as we arrived in our beat-up sedan. 
 
   Standing by the front door was a young guy wearing nothing but shorts, from the looks of it he could not a day over twenty. He was broad-shouldered, with a dynamite jawline and a sixpack to die for. I hated him already. 
 
   ‘Ashley, you made it!’ He said with a big smile. ‘And you… brought you husband,’ he said, sounding surprised. 
 
   ‘Hi Chad.’ Ashley greeted him with three kisses. ‘This is my husband, Jim.’
 
   I shook his hand, and he nearly crushed mine in his vice-like grip. 
 
   ‘Welcome. The party is out back. You can get dressed upstairs, just pick a room, there’s plenty to choose from. Drinks are in the kitchen. Have fun!’
 
   We thanked him and walked in. The mansion was as stunning on the inside as on the outside. The entire floor was made of marble, with tapestry lining the walls and Greek statues adorning the bottom of the enormous staircase. 
 
   While I was staring at the luscious decorations, Ashley walked up the stairs as if she’d been here countless times before. ‘I’ll catch you out back,’ she said casually to me, and then she turned the corner and she was gone. 
 
   I could see the party through glass doors. Everyone there seemed to be scarcely dressed, incredibly young and enormously fit. I felt horribly out of place. I thought my figure was quite good for my age, but it was nothing compared to these studs. But it was too late to back out now. Ashley had warned me about this, but and I had been too pigheaded to listen… so now I had to suck it up and deal with it. I owned it to Ashley.
 
   I walked up the stairs and found an empty room to change in. There were literally tens of rooms to choose from, each fully furnished with a bed and everything. I wondered why Ashley’s boss needed so many bedrooms. How many guests could a person have?
 
   I put my swim trunks on and looked in the mirror. I should work out more. I sucked in my gut, took a deep breath and descended down the stairs. I wish Ashley wouldn’t have left me alone – I knew none of her colleagues, and everyone would probably wonder who that weird old guy was, I thought to myself. I resigned myself to drinking alone for the rest of the day. I’d stay out of Ashley’s hair, let her have her fun, and hopefully I could get her to leave at a respectable time.
 
   I walked in the kitchen and fixed myself a scotch. As I took my first sip a big-breasted blonde walked into the kitchen.
 
   ‘Hi, you must be Jim! So nice to meet you, I’m Kelly. Ashley told me so much about you!’
 
   ‘Good things I hope!’ I said.
 
   ‘Of course,’ she laughed. She had an infectious smile. We made some small-talk, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her body. Ashley was gorgeous, but this woman oozed pure sex. Her tits were impossibly huge – they must have been fakes. But fake or not, they were definitely working. She wore a tiny yellow bikini, covering not much more than her areoles. Her body was tanned and curvy in all the right places.
 
   ‘I see you like my bikini,’ she said as she caught me looking.
 
   ‘Sorry,’ I answered, caught red handed. 
 
   ‘Don’t be, that’s what I’m wearing for, isn’t it?’ She turned around, showing me her back. I hadn’t noticed earlier that her bikini-bottom was only a yellow thong! From the back she was almost completely naked except for a small piece of string.
 
   ‘How does it look?’ She asked.
 
   ‘Uhhhh great’, I stammered. Her ass looked so amazing I wanted to stuff my face in it, or at the very least give a nice hard smack.
 
   She wiggled her butt at me. ‘You don’t think my ass is too big?’
 
   ‘No, no, it’s just right,’ I mumbled like an idiot.
 
   Kelly laughed. She was obviously enjoying making me uncomfortable. ‘Good boy,’ she said as she turned back around. I was now pitching an obvious tent in my trunks, and she patted my cock through the fabric. I jumped at this sudden intimate touch. 
 
   ‘There’s more where that came from, tiger,’ she said with a wink as she sauntered out the door.
 
   She left me dazed and confused. What the hell just happened? I fixed myself another scotch – a double this time – to calm my nerves and let my erection subside. Is this what Ashley meant when she said her colleagues could get quite rowdy? I hoped that my wife wasn’t as flirtatious as this Kelly had been with me, but I had a sinking feeling in my stomach and I feared for the worse.
 
   After I had once again gathered my courage I walked out back. I could barely believe my eyes. There was a large swimming pool and two different hot tubs, each one large enough to fit at least ten people. There must have been thirty people in total, some lounging by the pool, some relaxing in the tub. As I had feared I stuck out like a sore thumb, as Ashely’s colleagues were without exception young hardbodies. 
 
   I saw Ashley talking to Kelly. Kelly was whispering something into her ear, and Ash burst out laughing, nearly spilling her drink. Kelly then motioned towards me, and Ash turned around, waving me over to her. Where they talking about me?
 
   I set my fears aside and strove over there.
 
   ‘Hi honey,’ Ashley said with a broad smile plastered on her face. I was glad to see her foul mood had been lifted. ‘I heard you just had the pleasure of meeting Kelly,’ she said with a glint in her eye.
 
   ‘I did,’ I said. How much did she know? ‘Are you having a good time?’ I asked her.
 
   ‘I most certainly am.’ 
 
   I chatted with Ashley and Kelly for a while, and slowly I started to feel more at peace. Even though Ashley’s colleagues might all be twenty years younger than me, that didn’t mean I still couldn’t have a good time.
 
   ‘You must be Jim,’ I heard a deep, dark voice say behind me. I turned around and was shocked to see a nearly seven foot tall black man extending his hand towards mine. He was shirtless and his chest was so broad, he was nearly twice as large as me!
 
   I shook his hand, but his hand dwarfed mine. I wondered if he registered my hand shake at all.
 
   ‘That’s right, I’m Jim. And you are..?’
 
   ‘My name is Marcellus. I am Ashley’s boss.’
 
   I stared back at him, shock probably registering on my face. Ashley had never told me her boss was a giant of a man, and black at that!
 
   ‘How do you like my place?’
 
   ‘It’s amazing,’ I stammered.
 
   Ashley touched my arm. ‘I’m going to go talk to Chad, alright honey?’ Before I had a chance to respond she had walked off. Marcellus asked me some questions about my line of work, and I got caught up in a conversation with him. I wanted to keep my eye on Ash, but she was gone from my view. Every time I tried to end the conversation Marcellus roped me back in with a new question, and I didn’t want to risk offending him so I politely answered all his enquiries. By the time he was sated at least forty-five minutes had passed, and still I had not seen a sign of my young wife.
 
   By now my heart was beating in my throat and my palms were sweat. Where the hell could she be?
 
   I walked into the house, scanning my view for a glimpse of my wife. Kelly saw me looking around, distressed.
 
   ‘You lookin’ for Ash, darling?’ She asked me, clearly drunk by this point.
 
   ‘Yes, have you seen her?’
 
   ‘Oh don’t worry about her, why don’t you join me outsi-’
 
   ‘Where IS she, Kelly?!’ I insisted. By now my stomach was in knots, and it felt like everyone was looking at me, snickering to themselves.
 
   ‘She and Chad are just discussing… business, that’s all.’
 
   I could have sworn I heard a few muted laughs at Kelly’s comment.
 
   ‘Oh look, there she is!’
 
   I turned around and Ashley was walking down the stairs. Her hair was tussled and I noticed a very visible blush on her cheeks. She was reapplying her lipstick that looked a bit smudged. If it wasn’t my wife I would have sworn she had that post-sex glow. But Ashley certainly never would…
 
   ‘Hi honey,’ Ashley said, slurring her words.
 
   ‘How much have you had to drink? And where were you, for that matter?’ I asked, annoyed.
 
   Ashley leaned forward and planted her lips firmly against mine, slipping her tongue into my mouth. ‘Oh calm down babybuns, I’m just partyin’. And I was discussing a project with Chad. He’s my partner at the office. Chill honey.’
 
   Her kiss tasted a bit…funny. I couldn’t quite place it but it was an oddly familiar, yet weird, taste. 
 
   ‘Whatever,’ I shrugged. 
 
   ‘Let’s just get some burgers, you’ll feel better,’ Ash said as she took my arm and led me outside. I saw Chad as we walked past, and he winked at me with a smug smile. Jerk.
 
   Marcellus had several large barbeques lined up outside, and was busy flipping burgers. We both ate some, and I did start feeling better. All that hard liquor on my empty stomach had made me a bit paranoid and jealous, and I probably overreacted, I thought to myself.
 
   Suddenly I heard a loud yelp coming from the pool. One of Ash’s co-workers had yanked a girl’s top off, and was holding it up high in the air. She was laughing and jumping up and down, trying to get her top back, without success. She made no attempt to cover her large breasts.
 
   I couldn’t help but stare, and Ashley elbowed me gently in the ribs.
 
   ‘Not so bad party after all, huh?’ She joked.
 
   I wasn’t sure how to react. Was I supposed to look? Was it rude? Would it be rude not to? While it turned me on, I was also quite uncomfortable. Everybody acted like it was no big deal at all. Was this considered normal behavior at Ashley’s company?
 
   Marcellus noticed my awkward stance.
 
   ‘You feeling alright, Jim? I hope you don’t mind. The party is just getting started. You’re free to leave, I wouldn’t hold it against you.’
 
   ‘Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,’ I lied. ‘Do you want to go?’ I asked Ashley, hopeful.
 
   ‘What? It’s just getting started. I told you it could get quite rowdy,’ Ashley said unapologetically. ‘You can go if you want.’
 
   ‘No, that’s okay,’ I said. I did not like where this was going. I finished my drink in silence.
 
   Marcellus was right – it had only been the beginning of the festivities. The girl in the pool quickly halted her attempts to retrieve her top and resigned to remaining topless – though she didn’t seem to mind, judging from her big smile. Other women soon followed suit, and ten minutes later, almost all the women were topless, playing around in the pool.
 
   Ashley was still standing next to me. I could sense she wanted to join them, but felt awkward in my presence. Suddenly someone hugged me from behind – and I felt two pair of naked tits press into my back.
 
   ‘Hey you two, why don’t you join the party?’
 
   It was Kelly. She stood next to me and my eyes nearly popped out of my head. She had two large double D’s bolted onto her chest, glistening with water. 
 
   ‘I, uhh,’ I stammered.
 
   ‘What, never seen a pair of these before?’ Kelly asked teasingly as she squeezed her luscious tits. My cheeks turned bright red as I took a large sip of my drink.
 
   ‘Come on you party poopers, get in the pool,’ she said.
 
   ‘I’m, uhm, not feeling well,’ I lied through my teeth.
 
   ‘Well, why don’t you take a seat then?’
 
   ‘I, uh, alright.’
 
   ‘Good, then I’ll take Ashley.’
 
   Damn it, I had walked right into her trap. I sat down on a lounge chair by the pool as Kelly in one quick motion ripped Ashley’s top off. Her big natural breasts spilled out. Her tits weren’t as large as Kelly’s, but Ashley was all natural.
 
   The entire party cheered as her tits came into view. I hadn’t noticed everyone was staring at us – and that Ashley was the last woman still fully dressed. I saw Ashley blush, but from her bright smile she enjoyed the attention. I had never known she was an exhibitionist – it was something we had never explored. I wondered why. Was it because of my jealousy?
 
   She joined the party in the pool, and I watched from my chair, the sinking feeling in my stomach intensifying. While the play was harmless, I felt incredibly jealous. The men seemed to swarm around Ashley, she was very popular. With so many people in the pool I couldn’t quite see what was going on – and I had no idea what was going on under water. For all I knew all the guys could be feeling her up under water. 
 
   Marcellus handed me another scotch. 
 
   ‘Here, you’ll need this.’
 
   I thanked him, not knowing whether that was meant friendly or as a threat. I took a deep sip and looked back to the pool.
 
    
 
   Ashley had climbed out and was walking to the hot tub, hand in hand with Chad. She was laughing and obviously enjoying his company very much. As they got in the water they scooted very close to each other in the tub – to close to my liking. Chad was whispering something into her ear, and from the looks of it she was listening very intensely. Her brow was slightly furrowed, like she was having trouble thinking straight. 
 
   I noticed Chad’s hand was moving rhythmically under the surface. He must be really be trying to prove a point, from the way his arm kept making the same circular motions. Ashley’s mouth was now wide open – what was Chad telling her that was so shocking? Suddenly her whole body shook, and she threw her head back and closed her eyes blissfully. After resting for a few moments, Chad leaned back and closed his eyes as Ashley’s arm was now moving up and down in the water. I stared bewildered. What in earth could those two be up to?
 
   Ashley stood up, her large breasts shimmering with drops of water, and I hoped she was coming to look for me. However, Chad grabbed her by her waist and pulled her onto his lap. She laughed as if it was no big deal. We’re going to have a proper conversation about boundaries, I thought to myself.
 
   I kept my eyes on those two. Ashley made no intention of getting up, and to my shock, she even started grinding on his lap! I was shocked to see my prim and proper wife behave like such a wanton slut. Going topless okay, while I did not like it, perhaps it was different for the youth. But grinding on her co-workers lap? That was seriously crossing the line.
 
   Chad wrapped his large hands around her waist and started bouncing her up and down. Her breasts jiggled lewdly with each bounce, and a few people looked over and snickered at their predicament. Ashley's mouth was hanging wide open, her cheeks flushed a bright pink. If she wasn’t wearing her bikini-bottoms I would have sworn she was having sex right there and then. Surely that wasn’t the case, and she was just having a thrill by teasing her co-worker… right?
 
   A few eyes wandered my way, but I avoided all eye-contact. I felt jealous and humiliated. How could Ashley do this to me? I was her husband, I provided for her, and now she was dry-humping a guy she worked with daily while her entire company could see – and could also see I was doing nothing to stop it. Was this what she was doing every Friday night? I thought to myself, horrified at the possibility that his could have been going on underneath my nose the entire time we’ve been together.
 
   No, that’s impossible. Ashley would never do that. She’s just had too much to drink, and Chad was taking advantage of her. 
 
   But why wasn’t I interfering? Isn’t that my duty as a husband? What kind of guy just lets this happen? Was it my fault for not stepping in? Was Ashley doing this to make me jealous, and to pay me back for being so protective of her? 
 
   These thoughts were swimming through my mind while my stomach was doing summersaults. My palms were sweaty and my mouth dry. Just as I was taking myself into going over and there and putting a stop to this, Chad seemed to give a few final, hard thrusts with his pelvis against Ashley’s bottom. He then laid down, resting his head on the edge of the tub, a smug smile on his face.
 
   Thank god that was over.
 
   Ashley stood up and – my heart skipped a beat as my world came crumbling down. Her bikini bottoms were around her ankles. She was standing in the hot tub, completely naked. A few guys cheered and hollered as they got a glimpse of her pussy. She blushed and pulled her bottoms up.
 
   My blood ran cold. Did she just fuck him? Did Chad just fucking fuck my wife in front of everyone while I sat there and watched?! This was turning into the worst day of my life. I had never felt so humiliated and out of place than at that very moment. 
 
   Ashley walked into the house as if nothing out of the ordinary had just transpired. Some other jock heads joined Chad in the ‘tub, and every single one high fived him. I felt sick to my stomach. And for some twisted reason, my own dick was as hard as a rock and throbbing like crazy. Was I getting off on this? This had gone too far. I was putting a stop to this, right now. 
 
   I readied myself  and tried to stand up – I had been hitting the sauce pretty hard and I was drunk as hell – but as soon I stood up, I was pulled back into the chair. 
 
   ‘What the -,’  I struggled as I fell back down.
 
   ‘Relax, cowboy,’ a sultry voice whispered into my ear from behind.
 
   Kelly.
 
   She climbed onto my lap. She too had discarded her bikini bottom and was as naked as the day she was born. I had been so focused on Ashley I hadn’t noticed what the other partygoers were up to. A quick scan around the pool showed that everyone was now hooking up with everyone – and half of the party had retreated into the house. Which is where Ashley went. 
 
   ‘I have to get Ashley,’ I said resolutely, my words slurred. 
 
   Kelly pushed her naked ass down on me, and she could no doubt feel my hard erection straining against the thin fabric of my trunks.
 
   ‘Mmm, what do we have here,’ she cooed as her hands ran down my chest.
 
   ‘No, stop,’ I protested, albeit weakly.
 
   ‘You have to relax, Jim,’ she whispered into my ear as her hands slid into my briefs. She wrapped her manicured fingers around my throbbing erection, and I couldn’t help but let out a low guttural moan. 
 
   ‘That’s it baby, let it out. Unwind. Give in to me.’
 
   ‘Oh god,’ I groaned. I couldn’t believe this sex goddess was jacking me off. If you had told my yesterday I would have let a big-titted bimbo jerk me off after watching my wife get creampied by a beach blonde stud, I would have called you crazy. And now, it was actually happening.
 
   I gasped for air as she kissed my neck roughly, biting into it as she jacked my cock up and down. My hands found their way to her large breasts. I squeezed them roughly. 
 
   ‘Oh yeah baby, you love my tits, don’t you?’
 
   ‘They’re so fucking huge,’ I heard myself say. 
 
   She pushed my face into her chest, smothering me with her large tits. ‘Suck my tits baby, that’s it, suck my tits!’
 
   I obeyed her commands as I went to town on her bosom, roughly sucking on both of her nipples. 
 
   With one quick jerk she pulled my trunks down. I looked down at her wet pussy, her pubes trimmed perfectly into a straight line leading right to her honey pot. She grabbed the base of my cock and lined it up with her pussy.
 
   ‘Holy shit,’ I muttered. 
 
   Kelly sat down hard on my lap, my dick sliding easily inside of her. My cock was buried to the hilt in her wet cunt. ‘Oh YES,’ she cried out loudly. 
 
   She started bouncing up and down my lap, and I held on to her tits as she rode my cock. All thoughts of Ashley had left my mind – all I could think of was unleashing my cum into this beautiful bronzed whore. 
 
   ‘Oh yes, oh yes, Oh – OH – OH – YES – FUCK ME JIM – YES,’ Kelly cried on the top of her lungs, her voice filling the night’s sky.
 
   ‘I’m going to fill you with my cum, you bitch,’ I grunted lewdly in reply. 
 
   Kelly grabbed the back of my neck roughly. ‘Yeah, cum in me! Cum in me! Am I your little bitch?!’
 
   ‘You’re a little bitch whore!’ I moaned. ‘You’re a good for nothing bitch, I’m gonna fill you up. That’s all you are, a cum guzzling little whore.’ 
 
   I was surprised by the filth that was coming from my own mouth. I had never said anything like that, but then again, I had never hate-fucked someone before. 
 
   ‘Ohhh Jim, who knew you were such a dom?’ Kelly teased me. She roughly twisted my nipples, and I screamed in pain. In response I slapped her ass hard, before roughly jamming my thumb up her ass.
 
   Kelly let out a pleasurable howl in response. ‘YES, YES, YES,’ she moaned. ‘YES I’M COMING! YES!’
 
   She rode me hard as her orgasm washed over. She bucked up and down, her face scrunched into a mix of pleasure of pain. Her groans sent me over the edge, and I unleashed my cum inside of her.
 
   ‘Oh yes, I can feel you cumming! Cum in me big boy, give me that cum! Oh yessss,’ she moaned as I shot load after load of my seed deep inside her cunt. All the frustration, the anger and the jealously flowed out of me.
 
   I collapse, exhausted. Kelly planted several kisses on my neck and chest.
 
   ‘Thank you, lover,’ she said with a wicked smile as she got off my lap. My cum leaked from her pussy, running down her thigh. She dipped her finger in and tasted my seed. ‘Mmm,’ she moaned erotically. 
 
   I had met such a wicked woman.
 
   No wonder Ashley had gotten so out of control, my inner voice said, if this was her example. 
 
   Suddenly I regained my senses. Ashley!
 
   Where the bloody hell was she? How much time had passed? 
 
   I got up quickly, stuffing my softening erection back into my trunks. I speed walked into the house. I saw several couples fucking by the pool. One blonde girl was getting double penetrated on a lounge chair – one guy was drilling her asshole while another cock was filling her pussy. Right next to them, two girls were 69-ing. I couldn’t believe my eyes – I had never seen such a depraved orgy. I always thought orgies were for old people, bored with their sex lives with a desire to spice things up. Yet everyone here was in the prime of their life. Young and drop dead gorgeous. 
 
   I feared the worse for Ashley. I walked into the house – and the moans and sounds of flesh slapping against flesh became louder and louder. 
 
   As I turned the corner and walked into the living room all my worst fears were realized. 
 
   Sprawled out on the leather couch was unmistakably the love of my life. She was naked, her legs spread wide – and Marcellus was between them. His big black frame was moving up and down, and from behind I could see how his thick cock was sliding in and out of her most sacred hole – without protection. Her cunt was stretched to limits I had never reached. Marcellus’ cock was large and thick.
 
   I walked up close and saw Chad was kneeling by her head, his own large cock stuffed into her mouth. Ashley was sucking on it greedily, coaxing the cum out of his balls. A bunch of jocks were lined up behind him, all awaiting their turn. 
 
   ‘Come on man,’ one of them complained. ‘You’ve had your turn Chad, you’ve creamed that pussy twice already.’
 
   Twice? I knew now he had fucked her in the tub, but… suddenly, it clicked. When I was talking to Marcellus outside, and Ash was discussing ‘business’ with Chad upstairs, they must have been having sex instead! No wonder her hair was tussled, her cheeks were flushed, and everybody was snickering at me. 
 
   Was everyone in on this? Was the conversation with Marcellus just a stall tactic by him to allow my wife to fuck around? 
 
   My anger started rising to the surface again – and with it, my erection. I couldn’t help but grab my dick as Chad unleashed his cum on my pretty wife’s face, dousing her with his cum. She licked it up, hungry for more. 
 
   Chad was quickly replaced by one of his mates, and the show repeated itself. All the while Marcellus kept pounding his large black cock into her. I watched as man after man added his cum to Chad’s, covering my young bride in seed from head to toe. She sucked eagerly on every cock, crazy for their cum. I had never seen anything like it, and I could not look away. 
 
   I found myself getting in the line, and soon, I was standing in front of my wife, my cock hard, as I watched Marcellus slam his cock into her. I grabbed her by her hair and pushed my cock into her mouth.
 
   I made eye-contact with her. She smiled mischievously at me.
 
   ‘I’m glad you decided to join the party,’ she moaned with my cock in her mouth.
 
   ‘Shut up and suck my dick,’ I said brashly, and with one hard thrust I pushed my cock down her throat. I fucked her face hard. This was not tender, it was not loving: it was raw and hard.
 
   My eyes stayed glued to her tiny cunt being split apart by Marcellus’s big black cock. He fucked her tirelessly, and I knew her pussy would never feel the same again as I blew my load down her throat. Ashley gaggled and struggled, but I held her head tight and forced her to swallow every last drop of my seed. 
 
   After my orgasm I was pushed to the side by another guy eager to take my place. I crashed down in one of the chairs and watched the gangbang play out. Marcellus finally added his load into her dripping wet snatch after pounding her for a solid hour. Her pussy was now so stretched out that the next guy opted to fuck her in the ass – and Ashley didn’t hesitate for a hot second. I couldn’t believe it, but over the course of the next few hours I watched at least ten different guys fuck her in the mouth, pussy, and ass. 
 
   When the orgy was winding down, I lifted Ashley up and carried her to our car. She was passed out, no doubt overwhelmed by the sex marathon she had just endured. She was still leaking cum from every orifice. I drove home – by now I had sobered up. I laid her down in our marital bed and crashed down beside her. 
 
   The next morning I woke up with her body wrapped tightly around mine.
 
   ‘Hi baby,’ she said, her voice hoarse. 
 
   I gave her a hard kiss. ‘Hi.’
 
   ‘So… you’re not mad at me?’
 
   ‘I… don’t know,’ I said truthfully. ‘I do know I love you. But I wasn’t expecting… that.’
 
   ‘I told you it would be a wild party’, Ash joked.
 
   ‘Yeah, no shit!’ We both laughed. 
 
   We were both quiet for a minute.
 
   ‘So… when’s the next one?’ I broke the silence.
 
   Her eyes twinkled. ‘Soon.’
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ***
 
   Taken at the Stripclub
 
   I can’t wait to see the look on his face, I thought to myself as I admired myself in the mirror. I was backstage in The Leopard Lounge, my boyfriend Johns favorite hangout. He would not admit it as such, but I knew better than that: Whenever it was ‘boy’s night out’, John and his mates would end up in here, ogling all the naked women. I knew damn well what the Leopard was: A stripclub. I didn’t really mind, though. I knew some girlfriends would lose their shit if they found their man in such an establishment, but I’ve always thought: if a guy wants to look, let him look. Besides, whenever John had gone on his night out he’d always come home hot and bothered. He would jump me in bed and force himself roughly unto me – and I loved it. It was always hot and passionate sex.
 
   Which is what brings me here. I’ve teased John relentlessly with my fantasy. ‘If you don’t stop going there, I’ll have to come get you myself. What would you say if you walked in and I was on stage, hm?’ I’d taunt him. He would just laugh it off with a ‘Ha, the guys would love that,’ but I could feel his hardening erection whenever I brought it up. It had always been my number one fantasy to be the object of desire in a room filled with men; to feel their eyes glued to my body, taking in every inch of my exposed flesh. And tonight, it was going to become a reality. 
 
   Earlier this week I drove past the Leopard and I saw a sign saying there were looking for fresh meat. My fantasy immediately popped into my mind and I thought it over all day. I really wanted to try it and surprise John, but I wasn’t sure he’d be thrilled if all his friends found out his girlfriend was stripping. That night, before I had a chance to discuss turning my fantasy into reality with John, he told me some of his old army buddies were passing through our town this Saturday and he was going to take them on a night out. I knew what that meant …
 
   I had heard countless tales about the mischief John and his friends had gotten into, but I had never met any of them. I realized this was the perfect opportunity: I could surprise John at the stripclub, and none of his friends would have a clue that their stripper was their buddy’s girlfriend! The thought alone got me so hot I immediately needed to take a long shower the moment John left that night. I mulled it over all week, and before I had a chance to chicken out I called the Leopard and set up an appointment for Saturday evening.
 
   And here I was. I was so anxious all day I could barely sit still. I told John I was going to spend the day at my friend Nicole’s house, and he did not question it. In truth, I went to the beauty salon and got my nails, make-up and hair done. If I was going to do this, I wanted to do it right. I had already visited all the lingerie stores in town during the week to pick the best outfit. I had settled on an all-time classic: the naughty schoolgirl.
 
   I admired myself in the mirror. I was wearing black stiletto heels. A short plaid skirt was fitted around my waist, covering my tiny red lacy thong. A white top was knotted around my waist, exposing my flat tummy and accentuating my breasts. To finish it off I put on a short blonde wig, to make sure that I would be incognito. 
 
   A girl with long black hair and tattoos covering her body walked up to me. ‘Ha, new meat. Nice to see fresh blood I here. You lookin’ fine girl,’ she said. ‘You nervous?’
 
   ‘A little bit yeah,’ I laughed.
 
   ‘Don’t be, tonight’s audience is good, no sloppy drunks. Just strut your stuff and you’ll do fine. Don’t overthink it, just enjoy it. And you certainly have the goods for it,’ she said as her eyes travelled my body. 
 
   ‘Thanks,’ I murmured. To be honest, my heart was pounding in my throat. The moment I would have to go on stage was creeping closer and closer. I took a deep breath and reminded myself that it was too late to back out now … before I had chance to doubt myself, my train of thought was interrupted by the speaker.
 
   ‘Gentleman, please give Jasmine a warm applause! Thank you for that lovely show, Jasmine. And now, if I could have your attention: We have a new performer for you tonight! All the way from Houston, Texas, the Leopard Lounge is proud to present Cinnamon!’ 
 
   That was my cue. 
 
   The girl with the raven hair smacked me on the tush. ‘That’s you, sugartits.’
 
   I walked up to the curtains separating the backstage area from the stage, took one final deep breath to calm my nerves, and walked in. 
 
    
 
   The first instant I was almost blinded by the bright light. It took me a moment to adjust, but slowly I started to see the crowd. I strutted around the stage as I had seen the other girls do; earlier I had peeked through the curtains and seen all of their routines. While I was not as gifted as them on a pole, I was going to make up for it with sheer enthusiasm. The men clapped for me, and I could make out that there were around fifteen to twenty men in total in the club. I did not yet see John, but it was very difficult for me to make out faces in the dark. 
 
   I swayed my body to the rhythm of the music to get into the groove, while my hands wandered across my body, squeezing my ass and grasping my own firm tits. I walked up the pole standing in the middle of the room and started to grind my crotch sensually against it, like I had seen the other girls do. I turned around and bent over at the waist, pushing my bottom back against the pole. My skirt was very short, so now my ass was almost completely exposed. I looked around the room and I saw all eyes were on me. I made eye-contact with several men sitting close to me and I could see the lust and hunger burning in their eyes. I was getting immensely turned on. 
 
   A few men beckoned for me to come closer so that they could give me their tip. I got on my hands and knees and crawled over to them, giving the men sitting behind me a good view of my ass. An elderly gentleman held out a bill for me, and I grasped it with my teeth. His friend took use of this opportunity by sticking his fist full of dollars directly into my bosom. While there, he instantly grasped my tit and gave it a hard squeeze as well, tweaking my sensitive nipple. This sent a powerful shock wave through my body, all the way from my nipple directly to my now pulsating clit. Rather than being offended, I loved how this man treated me like a hot piece of meat. Before he had a chance to assault me further, I clambered back onto the stage. 
 
   My pulse was racing and my body was on fire. I took off my top; my tits were now only covered by a very slim red lace bra. I grabbed the hem of my skirt, slowly lifting it up, exposing my thong-covered pussy to the room full of strangers. I couldn’t resist and snuck my hand into my thong, and I felt my pussy was dripping wet. In the back of my mind I knew I had to get off the stage before I was going to do something I would perhaps regret, but at that instant, I saw John out of the corner of my eye. He was sitting in a booth with five different men, some dressed in camo. It was unmistakably John and his army buddies.
 
   I strutted over to their booth.
 
   ‘Hello there, boys,’ I said in a sultry tone. ‘Have you got anything for me, hm?’
 
   I made eye-contact with John, giving him a mischievous wink. I could see the confusion on his face, as he was trying to make out why I looked so familiar. The confusion turned to surprise and then shock as I saw him figure it out. His jaw dropped, and I blew him a kiss. 
 
   I got on my hands and knees on the stage and wiggled my behind at the men. ‘Come on, give me some sugar, honey.’ 
 
   John remained frozen in his chair, but his friends certainly weren’t as shy. A large man, who would later introduce himself as Frank, walked up to the stage with a fist full of dollars. I seductively waggled my ass at him, and he slapped my barely naked behind – hard. I yelped, and he let out a bouldering laugh. He stuffed the dollars into my thong, all the while kneading my ass with both of his hands. I couldn’t help but moan as this complete stranger was so forward with me, touching and rubbing my most intimate parts in front of my own boyfriend – one of his friends!
 
   I turned around to look John in the eyes. His eyes were fixated on me, and I could clearly see a bulge in his jeans. My body was burning with lust, yearning for more. 
 
   I got off the stage and walked over towards John. I climbed on his lap and moaned into his ear. His hands grabbed my ass, slapping them hard. I pushed my half-naked boy against him.
 
   ‘I told you I would have to come for you,’ I whispered into his ear.
 
   ‘Oh god baby,’ was all he could mutter as I grinded my crotch against his.
 
   ‘Do your friends know your girlfriend is a stripper whore?’ I asked, caught up in my own lust. ‘Are you going to watch as I give them all lapdances, as they grind their hard cocks against my ass, mmm?’
 
   ‘Fffuckk,’ John moaned into my ear. ‘You’re crazy baby,’ he whispered. 
 
   ‘Yes, but you love it, don’t you?’ I replied.
 
   He closed his eyes and nodded, biting his bottom lip. 
 
   I could sense he was only an inch away from coming right there in his jeans, when we were stopped by Marcus, one of the bouncers. 
 
   ‘Excuse me gentlemen,’ I heard a deep, dark voice say. ‘But lapdances are strictly in the private areas in the back. If you would follow me, I could show you the way.’
 
   I turned around, panting as my own orgasm was close as well. The large, black bouncer held out his hand for me to climb off John. We had talked briefly when I came in, he knew I was new. 
 
   I didn’t know what else to do, so I grabbed his hand and climbed off John’s lap. Immediately, Frank jumped up from his seat and grabbed my other hand. 
 
   ‘It’s my turn now!’ He yelled. 
 
   John tried to protest, but he was overruled by his friends. ‘You can’t claim her, you have to wait your turn!’ They declared. After seeing the show I put up for John, all five of the men were eager to get in on the action.
 
   I had never anticipated this. My plan was to strip on stage, get John all riled up, and then wait for him to ravage me at home. Now, I was being led to the private room by one of his mates – and four more were waiting their turn! I weighed my options, but it was too late to back out now.
 
   The bouncer let us to a small room in the back. There was only a seedy looking leather couch in there. ‘I’ll wait out here if he gives you any trouble, alright?’ The bouncer whispered into my ear. I nodded, and he let us both into the room, closing the door behind him. 
 
   Frank sat down on the couch, patting his lap. ‘Come here dolly. What can you do for me?’
 
   I realized I had no idea what strippers actually did backstage, or even how much they charged for it. ‘Let’s start with a dance,’ I told him.
 
   I started dancing for him. The music from the stage was still clearly audible in the back, and I swayed my body to the rhythm. I could feel the fire returning to my loins – I couldn’t believe I was actually backstage at a stripclub, giving a private dance to one my boyfriend’s friends, while he was outside waiting! He must be going mad, I thought, the wildest images running through his mind. 
 
   As I bent over in front of Frank, giving him a perfect view of my thong-covered ass, he reached out and gave my cheeks a hard smack. ‘Ohh,’ I involuntarily moaned. 
 
   ‘Yeah, you like that, huh?’ He said.
 
   I didn’t move an inch as he slapped my ass again and again. I closed my eyes and bit my lip. With every smack I got, I could fill my clit pulsate harder. 
 
   I could feel his thumbs hook into the sides of my thong and with one quick yank he pulled them down to my ankles. I knew I should have stopped him and called the bouncer – but I didn’t. I remained in that position, bent over at the waist, my dripping wet pussy now on display for this stranger.
 
   His hands roamed my naked ass, his fingers probing into my sopping wet pussy. ‘Yes, that’s it. You’re a good little whore, aren’t you?’ He asked me. When I didn’t reply, he struck my ass hard. ‘Answer me!’ He suddenly demanded.
 
   ‘I’m a good little whore,’ I cooed as he roughly finger-fucked me. I could hear him unbuckle his pants, and I trembled in anticipation. I wanted him to fuck me hard – but I knew I shouldn’t let this happen. 
 
   Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the door.
 
   ‘That’s time buddy!’ The bouncer yelled. Frank cursed and I quickly pulled my thong back up as Marcus opened the door. 
 
   ‘Everything all right in here?’ He asked, perhaps noticing the frenzied look on my face. 
 
   ‘Yeah, everything’s fine,’ I assured him. 
 
   Marcus turned to Frank. ‘Pay the girl, I think she’d been very nice to you.’
 
   Frank quickly grabbed his wallet. ‘Sure sure, no problem,’ he replied, obviously intimidated by Marcus’ presence, and the knowledge that if Marcus opened the door while he was balls-deep inside of me, he might have ended up with some broken legs! Frank gave me a fistful of money, before quickly walking out. I tucked the money into my bra.
 
   ‘You ready for more or do you want to call it a night?’ Marcus asked me. ‘Most fresh meat don’t do any private dances, but I saw you going to town on that boy in the booth, so I figured you were game. I know his friends are dying to see you now.’
 
   This was my exit: I could call it a night now, head on home, before things got more out of hand than they already did. 
 
   ‘I reckon you’ll make at least $500 before the night is over though,’ Marcus added. That money could go a long way to that vacation me and John had been saving for. 
 
   ‘Let’s get the next one!’ I heard myself say. I did not know what had gotten into me, but I was desperate for more male attention. Together with Marcus I walked back to the booth.
 
   I could see John was sitting in the back, quickly downing his drink as Frank was loudly telling his friends how far he had gotten with me. One of his mates elbowed him in the ribs as Marcus was approaching, and he quickly shut his mouth. The other guys cheered loudly as I walked up to the booth. 
 
   I stood in front of them, my hands on my sides. ‘Any of you boys ready for more?’ I asked. A cheer erupted. ‘Alright, but which one of you has got the deepest pockets, hm?’ They hurried to overbid each other, until a broad-shouldered black man set the highest bid at a whopping $300. I took his money and led him to the back. I blew John a kiss as I left, while his friends hand was resting on my ass. I could see from the glazed look in his eye that John was as turned on as I was.
 
   ‘What’s your name?’ I asked my new client when we reached the couch. 
 
   ‘I’m Tyrone,’ he said. His voice was deep, with a commanding tone. He was extremely well built, with a broad chest and muscled shoulders. I pushed him unto the couch and climbed on his lap. I unbuttoned his shirt, running my hands over his naked chest. His skin tone contrasted erotically with mine. I grabbed his hands and put them on my ass as I kissed his neck. He squeezed my buns and I let out a soft whimper into his ear. I could feel the bulge in his pants straining the fabric, pushing against my thong-covered pussy. 
 
   My hand snaked down his chest and his stomach, rubbing the bulge in his jeans. ‘Have you got something for me here, soldier?’ I moaned.
 
   I had let Frank turn the tables on me and take complete control of me. I was determined to take control this time, and I even surprised myself with how well I was doing it. I was acting like a proper whore, I thought to myself.
 
   ‘Oh baby, that’s the stuff,’ Tyrone groaned as I rubbed his bulge. I looked down and I could see the tip of his black dick peek out from the top of his jeans. Intrigued, I stood up and slowly unbuttoned his jeans, and then pulled his jeans and boxers to his ankles. Free of constraint, his big black cock now reached all the way his naval, throbbing menacingly.
 
   ‘Good god,’ I said to myself.
 
   Tyrone grabbed my thighs and pulled me on to his lap. His cock pressed against the mound of my pussy, and I could feel the heat radiating of his manhood. He unhooked my bra and threw it in the corner. His hands grabbed my tits and he squeezed them roughly, as he sucked on each of my nipples.
 
   I threw my head back. ‘Oh god yes,’ I moaned. I am losing control, I thought to myself. 
 
   ‘I love your white titties,’ Tyrone growled as he mauled me. I grinded my crotch against him, rubbing my clit on his shaft, separated only by a thin layer of fabric. I reached down and wrapped both my hands around his thick shaft, pressing his manhood against my naked stomach.
 
   I jerked his cock up and down. I couldn’t believe how big it was – it was as thick as my wrist and the size of my underarm. Tyrone caught me staring openmouthed at his monster.
 
   ‘You like my big black cock? You’ve ever seen something so big?’ He asked. I shook my head no. ‘Why don’t you take a closer look …’ he said as he gently pushed me unto the floor.
 
   Effortlessly I dropped to my knees in front of him, both of my hands still wrapped tightly around his fat cock. All other thoughts had left my mind – I was no longer aware of where I was, or what I was doing here. My mind was completely occupied with this big black cock standing in front of me. Without giving it a second thought, I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around the head of his shaft. I could taste his salty pre-cum, and this made me crazy with lust. I started licking up and down his humongous shaft, all the way from the top down to his tennis-ball sized balls.
 
   With my boyfriends I had never explicitly liked giving oral sex, but I worshipped Tyrone’s cock. He grabbed the back of my head as I sucked on his balls. ‘Yeah, that’s it you nasty little whore,’ he grunted. ‘Suck those big black balls.’ I tongued his balls with passion and intensity, rolling them around in my mouth and planting sloppy kisses all over them. 
 
   He pulled me up my hair and slipped his fat cockhead into my waiting mouth.
 
   ‘You ready to get mouth-fucked, bitch?’ He said. I nodded feverishly. The more he treated me like a common whore, the hotter it made me. 
 
   He thrust his cock deep into my mouth. I coughed as I nearly choked on his man meat, but he did not relent and pushed all ten inches of his black cock down my throat.
 
   ‘That’s a pretty picture right there,’ he groaned as I had his entire cock down my throat. ‘What if your white boyfriend saw you now, with my big black cock all the way down your throat?’ Tyrone said menacingly.
 
   My eyes widened in panic – did he know?
 
   Tyrone loosened his grip and I fell back, my breath ragged, desperate for air. He only allowed me a short breather before he grabbed me again and forced my mouth back on his cock. He fucked my face hard and rough, sometimes pulling out and slapping his cock against my face.
 
   ‘I’m going to cum on your pretty little white face,’ Tyrone announced. ‘Get ready you whore.’
 
   I opened my mouth like a proper slut and stuck out my tongue as Tyrone jacked himself off a few inched from my waiting mouth. My hand had snuck down to my dripping wet pussy as I was fingering myself to orgasm. I’m about to receive a load of cum, was all I could think. From a big black cock.
 
   ‘Oohhh yeahh,’ Tyrone grunted. ‘Here it comes!’
 
   Ropes of delicious cum shot out of his magnificent cock, landing on my cheeks, my outstretched tongue, and into my mouth. He shot wave after wave, covering my face completely in his seed. There was so much cum my face was dripping. I wrapped my mouth around his cock as I coaxed the last drops of his seed out of him. I closed my eyes as I scooped his seed from my face into my mouth, savoring the taste of our illicit deed. 
 
   ‘I knew you had the makings of a whore,’ I heard a dark voice say. 
 
   I opened my eyes – but Tyrone was gone. Standing in front of me was Marcus, his pants unbuttoned, and his right fist wrapped tightly around his black cock. 
 
   He was right, I was a whore. I had just let a strange man come all over my face, and I had wanted him to. I wanted to taste his seed, his cum, and I loved every single second of it. 
 
   ‘Get on the couch and spread your legs,’ Marcus demanded.
 
   I followed his command, while still dazed by what was happening. 
 
   In one quick motion Marcus ripped my thong off and threw it in a corner. I was now completely naked, on a couch in the back of a seedy strip club, about to get fucked bareback by a bouncer. What a day.
 
   Marcus grabbed my thighs and pushed my legs back, nearly folding me in half. The head of his cock rubbed against my wet pussy. He had complete control over me.  ‘Have you ever had a black dick before?’ He asked.
 
   I shook my head no. ‘Ha, a black cock virgin. I love breaking bitches in. Get ready, cause once you go black …’
 
   He pushed the head of his cock into my wanton cunt. I couldn’t believe it would ever fit, as his cock was as large as Tyrone’s. Inch by inch of his black dick slid inside of me, and I felt him fill me up in ways I had not ever imagined. 
 
   ‘Oh fuckkk,’ I groaned. ‘It’s so bigggg.’
 
    ‘Here it comes baby,’ Marcus said. ‘You’re halfway there.’
 
   My pussy stretched to accommodate his large cock, and my pain soon turned to pleasure as he filled me up completely. He started pounding me – soft at first, but he quickly thrust into me harder and harder.
 
   ‘Oh – fuck – oh – shit – fuck – yeah – fuck – me – fuck – me,’ I moaned like a lunatic.
 
   Marcus grabbed my throat and pushed two of his fingers into my mouth. I sucked on them as if it were another cock. 
 
   ‘Fuck! Yeah! You love it, don’t you! I knew from the moment you walked in I was going to fill you up with my black cock!’ Marcus grunted as he fucked me without mercy.
 
   ‘YES!’ I screamed. ‘I love your – oh! – black cock! It’s so – ohhhh – big!’ 
 
   ‘Are you going to come back tomorrow and work for me?’
 
   ‘I’ll – fuck – do – ohh – anything you want me to, just – OH – keep – OH – fucking me!’ I moaned deliriously between his strokes. 
 
   ‘You want my cum?’
 
   ‘Yes!’
 
   ‘Beg for it!’
 
   ‘Please cum in me Marcus,’ I begged. ‘Please give it to me,’
 
   ‘You want me to cum in your unprotected pussy?!’
 
   I nodded vigorously, completely lost in lust. ‘YES! Please do! I love cum!’
 
   ‘Here it comes bitch!’ 
 
   Marcus grabbed my ankles and spread my legs wide as his cock exploded inside of me. I could feel every pulse of his black cock inside of me as it filled my cunt up with wave after wave of seed. His orgasm sent me over the edge as the biggest orgasm of my life rocked every inch of my body, sending waves of pleasures all the way from the top of my head to the tip of my toes. Marcus came for what seemed like an eternity as he filled me up to the brim with his potent seed.
 
   As he pulled his magnificent cock out of me I felt his seed flow out of me, dripping down my ass and my thighs. 
 
   Marcus pulled his pants back up and buttoned his jeans.
 
   ‘I have to get back out there. I reckon you’re done for the day. I will see you tomorrow,’ he said sternly.
 
   I was still dazed. ‘I … maybe,’ I mumbled.
 
   Marcus laughed. ‘Don’t kid yourself girl, you’ll be back. If it’s not tomorrow, then it’ll be the day after that, or the day after that. One way or another, they always come back.’
 
   And with that, he left. I looked down at myself. I was still lying naked on my back on a seedy couch, my legs spread open and my cunt dripping semen. I knew deep down that Marcus was right. The sex we just had was mind-blowing, he had filled me up in ways I had never even imagined. As much as I loved John, I didn’t know if I could resist having another go …
 
   With my mind drifting to my loving boyfriend, I suddenly realized he was still outside, probably waiting for me. I got up, put my skimpy clothes back on and hurried backstage. I quickly put on my dress and left through the backdoor, eager to leave. 
 
   I texted John when I got to my car that I was waiting for him in the parking lot. As I was waiting for a reply I put my head between my hands.
 
   What have I done? Could he ever forgive me?
 
   My troubling thoughts were interrupted by my passenger door opening – and John climbing into my car. Before I had to say hello, he had planted his lips firmly on mine. 
 
   We kissed hard and passionately while his hands traversed my body. 
 
   I pushed him back, desperate for air.
 
   ‘Whoa, calm down baby!’ I said. ‘Are you alright?’
 
   ‘That was the hottest goddamn thing ever,’ John exclaimed, out of breath. He grabbed my hand and put it on his crotch. He was as hard as rock. ‘I’m going to fuck you now.’
 
   He unbuckled his jeans and slid them down. I grabbed his cock, and he threw his head back and moaned. 
 
   ‘You sure you are not mad?’ I asked.
 
   ‘Mad? Of course not. Surprised? Yeah!’ He laughed. ‘I simply could not believe it was you, but it was! I knew you were kinky, but this …’
 
   Relieved he wasn’t furious with me, I climbed onto his lap. He pushed my thong to the side and touched my wet pussy, which was still dripping with juices.
 
   ‘Whoa, you’re soaked,’ he remarked.
 
   ‘I’ve been a bad girl,’ I moaned as I grabbed his hard cock, lined it up with my pussy and sank down on his manhood.
 
   John moaned loudly. ‘Tell me what you did,’ he begged. ‘I want to know everything.’
 
   I rode his cock, bouncing up and down. ‘Are you sure?’ I teased him. ‘Your girlfriend has been really bad tonight.’
 
   ‘Oh fuck,’ John moaned. ‘So it’s true? You let Frank finger-fuck you?’
 
   ‘Is that what you want to hear?’ I said, avoiding the question. ‘Do you want to hear how your friend finger-fucked your girlfriend?’
 
   ‘Ahh yessss,’ he moaned. ‘Tell me!’ He demanded. ‘I want to know how much of a whore you are!’
 
   ‘Frank was right. He fingered me. He fingered my wet pussy,’ I moaned into John’s ear. 
 
   ‘Oh god,’ John moaned. I could feel his cock swelling up – he was close to cumming. 
 
   ‘And that’s not all. I sucked Tyrone’s big black  cock and I swallowed all of his cum.’
 
   A low moan escaped John’s lips. His hands gripped my ass tightly as I bounced on his hard cock.
 
   ‘And you know that big back bouncer that took me away? After Tyrone came all over my face, he fucked me. He filled me up with his big cock, he fucked me like a little whore, baby. Your girlfriend just got fucked baby!’ I screamed.
 
   ‘CUM INSIDE ME!’ I yelled. ‘ADD YOUR CUM TO HIS!’
 
   ‘Oh fuck! Yeah! Here it comes bitch! FUCK! YOU FUCKING HOT LITTLE SLUT!’ 
 
   John exploded inside of me, blasting his cum inside of me. We kissed passionately, our tongues intertwining as he pumped his seed deep into my womb. 
 
   I wrapped my arms tightly around him, resting my face in his neck as we both got our breath back.
 
    ‘Was that all true?’ John asked eventually, breaking the silence.
 
   I nodded. ‘I didn’t mean to, but… it happened. Are you mad?’
 
   ‘No,’ he said. ‘Shocked mostly. But I believe you. This is one crazy night, goddamn.’
 
   Relief washed over me. ‘Let’s go home honey.’
 
   As I drove us home, I still couldn’t wrap my heads around the events of the night, and neither could John. I took a long shower at our house, before climbing into bed with John. He was still awake, waiting for me, his dick hard. As I kissed him and pressed my naked body against him, he whispered into my ear when I was planning on going back to the Leopard.
 
   ‘How about tomorrow…’ I said as his dick rubbed against my clit. ‘And this time, I’ll let you watch…’
 
   John flipped me over, pressing me down into the mattress as he slid his dick into my from behind. As he fucked me roughly, one thought formed clearly in my mind.
 
   Marcus was right. I’m going back.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ***
 
   Taken by the Team
 
   ‘Hurry Tim, get the camera ready! They’re coming!’ My wife Amy yelled.
 
   I hoisted the camera up on my shoulder and readied the picture. No sooner had I done so when the team came running through the catacombs of the stadium, celebrating their victory. I did my best to capture it all on film.
 
   Atlanta’s professional football team had, against all odds and expectations, won its first Big Game. My wife and I worked for the broadcasting network EPSN. I was the camera-man, she presented and did all the interviews. 
 
   She tried to stop one of the players for an interview, but they would have nothing of it – they were filled to the brim with adrenaline and hurried into their locker room. My wife was wearing a short denim skirt – so short that if she bent over even slightly, you could see the cheeks of her ass – and a low-cut white tank top that exposed copious amounts of cleavage. All of this was intended to attract the attention of the football players and, not to mention, the viewers at home. 
 
   I was not too happy about all this, but in many ways, it was all my fault, as I was the one who got her this job. I have been working as a camera man all my life, and when my employer was looking for a new reporter, my wife immediately came to mind. We’re both still very young, we are in our mid-twenties, and I knew my boss would love her – the horny old dog that he is. It would also mean that we would work together, so we could see more of each other. A win-win, or so I thought. I introduced her to my boss Frank and she got hired right away, and since then, her star has been rising. Her shoulder-length blond hair and bright blue eyes captured America’s attention, and before long, Frank started pressuring her to wear skimpier and sexier clothing to spice up the ratings. I fought tooth and nail against it, but Amy didn’t seem to have a problem with it at all. She adored the attention. If she googled herself, she found pictures of herself splattered on forums around the world talking about what a ‘babe’ she was, which of course did wonders for her self-esteem. And the ratings had indeed gone up considerably when Amy was on the air … but still, this was my wife, and I had never intended for her to become a public sex symbol. 
 
    She was also very popular with the football players, who would often flirt with her and tease her. In short, it was my job to film my wife wearing skimpy clothing and flirting with rich, alethic men. Perhaps I shouldn’t complain, as she was still married to me, but it was very hard to control my jealousy at times. 
 
   ‘Can we get in, please? We’re EPSN!’ Amy said to the security guard at the door of the locker room.
 
   The large black man standing in front of the door would have none of it. He looked down at my wife, straight down her top.
 
   ‘No visitors.’
 
   ‘But – but,’ my wife replied, jumping up and down, making her breasts jiggle, ‘isn’t there something we could do?’
 
   A brief smirk appeared on the security guard’s face, but he was unrelenting. ‘No.’
 
   ‘You’ve got to get in there!’ Frank bellowed into my earpiece. He was back in the studio giving me directions. 
 
   ‘We’re doing our best here, Frank, calm down,’ I argued back.
 
   At that moment, Marcus Randall, star quarterback of the team, was making his way to the locker room. 
 
   ‘Marcus! Marcus! Over here!’ Amy yelled. 
 
   Marcus turned around and spotted my wife, jumping and waving for him. He made his way through the crowd of journalists and photographers, grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her into the locker room with him. 
 
   I tried to follow her, but the guard stopped me.
 
   ‘I said no visitors.’
 
   ‘She’s clearly with me!’ I said, distressed. ‘She’s my reporter!’
 
   ‘Alright, but you’ve got five minutes, then you’re out,’ the guard stipulated as he let me in. 
 
   I waddled through the throng of journalists all trying to catch a glimpse of the festivities and finally found myself in Atlanta’s locker room. I looked around for my wife, but I did not spot her right away. There were half-naked glistening broad-shouldered bodies everywhere as all the players, almost all black, were going crazy. They were chanting and hollering, spraying each other with bottles of champagne. I managed to avoid a douse of champagne that would have certainly ruined my equipment when I caught side of Amy on the other side of the room. She was chatting up Marcus, who had taken off his shirt, and – did I see that right? – she was touching his biceps and resting her hands on his broad, naked chest. 
 
   I made my way through the room as I got my camera ready – we were here to do our work, after all.
 
   ‘Hi honey, are you ready?’ I asked Amy.
 
   ‘Oh hi baby! I was just talking to Marcus. Yeah, I think we’re good to go. Marcus, how do you feel, now that you’ve won your first Big Game?’
 
   ‘It’s amazing, indescribable,’ he replied. 
 
   Marcus ran his mouth on the stereotypical sport clichés about how happy he was, how it was a team effort, etcetera. My mind drifted off to the scene I encountered when I walked in – was my wife really touching his body? That would be widely inappropriate…
 
   I looked at Amy, and I caught her eyes scanning up and down Marcus’ body. I wasn’t imagining it – she was checking him out right in front of me! I made a mental note to talk to her about this tonight.
 
   Our interview was cut short when the security guard from before rested his hand on my shoulder.
 
    ‘Your five minutes are up, beat it,’ he demanded. 
 
   ‘We’re not done here!’ I protested.
 
   ‘Rules are rules, now get out before I make you,’ he threatened me. 
 
   I put down my camera in defeat. ‘Whatever,’ I conceded. ‘Come on, Amy, let’s go,’ I told my wife. I turned around – but my wife was not there anymore. 
 
   I looked around the room, my heart beating in my throat and my eyes furiously scanning. Where the fuck did she go? 
 
   Suddenly I heard a roar on the other side of the locker room. I turned around and finally got a glimpse of her on the other side of the room. Marcus was carrying my wife on his shoulder – and to my horror, her short skirt had flipped up and her bare ass was on display to the entire room. This is why they were all cheering, and several players reached up to smack her naked ass.
 
   I could hear her yelping with each smack, but to my dismay she did not sound distressed in the slightest. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought she was enjoying it.
 
   Just as I was about to head over there and rescue my wife from these brutes, the security guard lifted me up from behind. ‘Time’s up, asshole,’ he grunted.
 
   ‘What the fuck!’ I screamed, and I did my best to wrestle free from his grasp, but to no avail. He was a lot bigger and much stronger than me. ‘My wife’s still in there!’ I screamed.
 
   ‘She can leave whenever she wants, but from the look of it, she’s in no hurry,’ he taunted. He carried me out like I was a piece of trash, and threw me on the floor outside the locker room. ‘Out you go,’ he grunted. 
 
   I hit the floor with a hard smack. Photographers and journalists were still all waiting in front of the locker room, and had all witnessed my embarrassing exit. As I scrambled to my feet, one of our competitors asked me where Amy was. I told him to fuck off, and he gave me a shit-eating grin.
 
   ‘What the fuck, Tim!’ My boss Frank bellowed into my ear through the earpiece. ‘The most important post-match interview of the season and you get yourself evicted! Is this what I pay you for?!’
 
   ‘Fuck off Frank,’ I told him off. ‘Fucking security guard ruined everything.’
 
   ‘You’ve got to back in there! Amy is still in there, right?’
 
   ‘…yes,’ I grunted through my teeth. 
 
   ‘Let me check – yes! Her mic is still working,’ Frank said. 
 
   I had forgotten all about the wireless microphone she was wearing. I couldn’t hear it, but back in the studio Frank could listen in. ‘Really? What’s going on?’
 
   ‘Hmmm… nothing to worry about, just a lot of partying, and – oh, haha, okay.’
 
   ‘What?’ I asked, losing my patience.
 
   ‘Nothing, nothing,’ Frank tried to soothe my fears. ‘She’s just having a good time, that’s all.’
 
   ‘What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!’ I spat at him. 
 
   ‘You’ve got to get back in there,’ Frank demanded. 
 
   ‘How am I going to do that?’
 
   ‘Simple: bribery. Just offer the security guard a few thousand dollars, he’ll bugger right off.’
 
   ‘Are you going to pay for that?’
 
    ‘Son, when you get on tape what’s going on inside that locker room, a few thousand dollars will be the least of your worries.’
 
   ‘What are you talking about? What’s going on in there? Is Amy alright?’ I said in a panic. I didn’t want to believe it, but deep down, I knew exactly what Frank was talking about.
 
   ‘Oh, she’s more than alright,’ he said smugly. ‘What do you think is going on? She’s a young, fit girl, surrounded by ecstatic, young men, bristling with energy, in the prime of their life…’
 
   ‘You can’t be…’ my words trailed off. 
 
   ‘Here, listen in, if you can’t see what’s staring you in the face,’ Frank said. I heard a few clicks, before the high-pitched voice of Amy filled my eardrums. She was whimpering softly. I strained to make out what she was saying, but I couldn’t make out anything else than her heavy panting. There was no mistaking it, I had heard those moans of whimpers a thousand times before.
 
   ‘Oh god no,’ I said horrified.
 
   ‘Think of this as an opportunity,’ Frank said, always the entrepreneur. ‘Countless of women have made successful careers out of a well-timed sex tape. This is just what she needs to propel her into stardom. Can you imagine the headlines? “Amy Johnson gangbanged by Big Game winners! The shocking video now available!” I can almost smell the money right now. We’re going to become millionaires, Timmy.’
 
   ‘But she’s my wife,’ I whined.
 
   ‘All part of the game,’ Frank brushed me off. ‘You’re the one who brought her into the fold, remember? You think you, a cameraman, could satisfy all of your girls urges when she’s surrounded by the rich and famous? Rooky mistake,’ Frank said harshly. 
 
   He was right though. I had proposed she took the job – hell, I practically insisted it. And now I was reaping the bittersweet results.
 
   ‘Now, man up, and get in there, before the show is over,’ Frank said, a gleeful tone in his voice.
 
   I sighed deeply. What was I to do? I wanted nothing more to disappear right there and then, but I couldn’t walk out or I’d be out of a job and a wife. Putting my bruised ego to the side, I approached the security guard once again.
 
   He looked down at me, a gruff smile plastered on his face. 
 
   ‘Back again, whitey?’
 
   ‘Look, I need to get in there. I can make it worth your while.’
 
   He laughed rudely. I had never felt more humiliated then now – paying a guard so I can watch a football team fuck my wife.
 
   ‘Five g’s and you can walk right in,’ he said.
 
   ‘Write that man a check!’ Frank barked. 
 
   I reached into my pocket and wrote the guard a check for five-thousand dollars – nearly all of my savings. By now I had resigned myself to my fate. I hoped Frank would reimburse me, but I knew deep down he would weasel out of it.
 
   ‘Thank you kindly,’ the guard smirked when I handed him the check. ‘Have fun in there.’
 
   I walked in the locker room and to my surprise it was completely empty. However, the sounds coming from the showers were unmistakable. It was the sound of flesh slapping against flesh. Gathering all my courage I peeked around the corner, but nothing could have prepared me for what I found there. 
 
   Laying on the floor, naked, was Marcus. Amy was sitting on top of him, his big black dick lodged firmly in her pussy. I could easily see his black dick pounding her most sacred hole. Gathered around her were many other players. She was sucking their dicks, switching from one to another. A few other players were filming the action with their camera phones. The rest of the team was showering and watching the action while lazily stroking their erections.
 
   ‘Suck that big black dick, white girl,’ one of the players grunted. 
 
   ‘Amy Johnson everyone!’ The guy with the camera phone yelled out. ‘Say hi to the viewers at home for me girl. Tell me how much you love Marcus’ big cock!’
 
   Amy pulled the cock out of her mouth. ‘I fucking love it!’ She yelled. ‘I’m your big black cock whore! Are you all going to fuck me?!’ She sounded crazed. I had never seen her like this, and it was hard to believe that this nymphomaniac was my wife. 
 
   I kept my distance, peeking around the corner. All of them were so engrossed in their lewd act I went by unnoticed. I hoisted the camera back on my shoulder and captured the action on film.
 
   ‘God, she’s going to town on that dick isn’t she? Zoom in on that pussy!’ Frank commanded into my ear as soon as he received the images.
 
   Begrudgingly, I zoomed in. He was right though – Amy was bouncing greedily up and down on Marcus’ large cock. There was no coercion in play, she was simply hungry for his cock. 
 
   My camera captured the black dick punishing her tight cunt perfectly. I wondered if I could ever satisfy her again as I watched Marcus pound her pussy in ways I never could. He slapped her ass hard – the sound resonated through the entire locker room. With each thrust Amy moaned like a common whore. 
 
   ‘I’m about to cum in you, bitch,’ I heard Marcus grunt through his teeth. Amy moaned even louder at that, her voice muffled due to another oversized cock fucking her face. Marcus grabbed her ass tightly with both hands and pressed his thumb against her asshole. 
 
   I was watching this all through my lens. Her asshole was strictly off-limits to me, she had never indulged me in any play. Marcus however pushed his thumb into her asshole without much trouble. Did he fuck her in the ass while I was waiting outside? I thought horrified. He fingered her ass as his cock dominated her pussy, his thrusts increasing in intensity. 
 
   ‘Here it comes, whore! Oh yeah! Fuck!’
 
   Amy pulled the cock out of her mouth just in time to scream out in orgasm. ‘Yes! Cum in me! Fill me up baby, give me that cream! Oh yeahhhhh!’ 
 
   Amy’s body shuddered and I saw she came in unison with Marcus, as his entire body jerked as he filled her unprotected womb with his potent seed. He came for a full minute, shooting rope after rope of his cum inside of her. I caught each thrust and shudder of his large veiny cock with my HD-camera, as I had zoomed in on her cunt. Through my lens I could clearly see the cum dripping out of her wet pussy, oozing around his black shaft.
 
   ‘Goddamn that’s a whole lot of cream,’ Frank breathed into my ear. ‘She’s filled right up! God, she must be filled to the brim with his seed by now – and look, she wants more! What a hot little fucking whore.’
 
   Amy had now rolled off Marcus’ cock and was lying on her back on the shower floor. Her legs were spread lewdly, and cum was dripping out of her snatch. 
 
   ‘Who’s next?’ She said depravedly. 
 
   The other players weren’t deterred by her sloppy cunt, and within seconds a hulking man had climbed between her legs and inserted his oversized cock into her dripping wet pussy. 
 
   ‘Oh god,’ Amy moaned as she closed her eyes and threw her head back. A look of euphoria was permanently plastered on her face – it was obvious to me she was enjoying every second of it. To my own surprise I was immensely turned on as well. I was angry, jealous and humiliated, but also extremely turned on. To see so many extremely well hung men taking turns with my wife, using her as a cum dumpster… it was intoxicating. 
 
   I filmed one cock after another  deposit its seed in her cunt, on her tits, on her face, on her hair – she was simply dripping with their seed from head to toe. I couldn’t keep track of how many players had fucked her, as many came back for a second or even third turn. As they all crowded around her it was hard me to capture the action at times.
 
   After half an hour or so, Tyrone, one of the players, finally noticed me standing in the corner, my camera hoisted on my shoulder. It was a small miracle they hadn’t noticed any sooner, but then again, a bona fide gangbang with a famous reporter doesn’t play out in front of you every day. I figured this was the end of it – they’d probably smash my camera and kick my ass. I was wrong, once again. 
 
   ‘Check it out, EPSN is in the building!’ One ebony player yelled. ‘Come over here whitey! This shit is going national!’
 
   The other players turned around and opened their circle to give me a clear picture of Amy lying on the floor, well and truly fucked. I approached her slowly, catching all her naked glory on my camera. The players started cheering ‘cumslut, cumslut,’ in unison. Amy saw me and smiled weakly at me. Two players had kneeled down next to her face, and she was sucking both their dicks at the same time.
 
   ‘Check this out, homey! This slut is filled! Watch this!’
 
   Tyrone grabbed both her feet and spread her legs wide. Cum flowed from her pussy – and her ass. Some players must have fucked her in the ass, after her pussy had been well fucked. Once they had all ganged up on her it was hard for me to follow the action closely. 
 
   ‘I know that guy, he’s her hubby!’ I heard Marcus deep voice bellow out.
 
   A roar of laughter filled up the room, and my cheeks burned bright red. ‘Poor guy,’ I heard someone exclaim. 
 
   Tyrone lifted the camera up off my shoulder. ‘I think it’s time you give your wife a kiss, homey,’ he told me. He grabbed the back of my neck and pushed me down on to my knees.
 
   Oh no.
 
   I looked up and Amy was lying right in front of me. Her eyes were glazed over with lust, as she lazily suckled on fat prick in her mouth. She pulled her knees up to her chest so her pussy was spread open and available. As close as I was I could clearly smell the odor of cum coming from her overflowing pussy.
 
   I looked up and the entire team was looking down on me. Tyrone was now pointing the camera at me. 
 
   ‘Taste your wife!’ He commanded. 
 
   ‘Eat her! Eat her! Eat her!’ The players chanted.
 
   To this day I don’t know why I did it, but I did. I slowly inched my face closer and closer to her gaping pussy, until my face was only an inch away. The fragrance was intoxicating, and the sight was unlike anything I had ever seen before. Her lovely pussy – normally a very pretty, petite pussy, was red, swollen up, and dripping with seed. Her pussy and ass had been beaten up by cocks immensely larger than my own. 
 
   I tentatively stuck out my tongue until the tip reached her clit. It tasted familiar, but with a bitter and salty aftertaste. At that moment I was suddenly overcome with lust, and I buried my face deeply in her dripping cunt. I licked her as deeply as I could, tonguing up and down her pussy and ass, sticking my tongue as far as I could into her cunt.
 
   I had forgotten completely about everything – where I was, who was watching, or the fact that it was being captured on film by my boss who had every intention of selling this movie for profit. At that moment I just wanted to savor the flavor of my wife’s well fucked cunt. She moaned in approval as I lapped at her pussy, and she grabbed the back of my neck, forcing my face deeper into her pussy. With her pussy juice I was undoubtedly guzzling the cum of the entire team as well, but I was beyond caring.
 
   ‘Oh yeah – oh – eat my pussy baby. Oh yeah, oh – oh I’ve been a bad girl,’ she cooed softly.
 
   I hummed approvingly as I caressed her sex with my tongue.
 
   ‘Gently baby, my pussy is really sore. Oh – ohh that’s it, right there. Oh yeah, lick me honey, lick my pussy, lick the cum out of well fucked pussy, suck all the cum out your little whore, oh yeah, oh did you see how much cum they squirted in me? Oh god baby,’ she rambled on, her eyes rolled back. ‘God there was so much I was practically bathing in it, I must be overflowing with seed, my stomach must be filled with a gallon of jizz… oh yeah lick my ass too baby,’ she demanded.
 
   I dipped lower and probed her tiny asshole with my tongue – something I had never done before. It was slightly bitter, but in a completely delicious way. I should have eaten her ass much sooner.
 
   ‘God, look at you go!’ Frank said. ‘You’re really going at it son.’
 
   I ignored him like I ignored the men standing around us, laughing at my predicament. I pulled the earbud out of my ear and threw it away. At that moment pleasing Amy was all there was on my mind. I could feel her body push back at me, her orgasm quickly approaching. I delved back down on her clit, flicking with my tongue as my fingers probed both of her holes.
 
   ‘Yes, that’s it baby! Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUUUUCK,’ 
 
   With a loud howl Amy came like she had never come before. She squirted, covering my face in her juices as well as seed of countless others. She grabbed me and pulled me on top of her. I hugged her tightly as our tongues intertwined. We swapped tongues, and I quickly pulled my pants down. I slipped my hard cock inside of her as we made love on the shower floor.
 
   She wasn’t the tightest she’s ever been – in fact, she was so slick with juices I hardly felt a thing. However, the eroticism and pure humiliation of this act sent my libido into overdrive, and within a few strokes I felt my body tense up and I shot my load deep inside her womb.
 
   ‘That’s it baby, cum in me, oh yeah…’ she sighed as I filled her with my seed, reclaiming what was mine. 
 
   I collapsed on top of her and we both regained our breath. I felt myself doze off, mentally and physically exhausted from this ordeal. I awoke with a jolt, not sure how much time had passed. I looked around and realized where we were. My adrenaline started pumping again when I realized my boss had the whole thing on tape, and the players had also been videotaping Amy and me with their cellphones. 
 
   I looked for my camera and found it lying in a corner. All the players had left, celebrating their victory elsewhere.
 
   ‘Baby, wake up. We’ve got to go home,’ I told Amy.
 
   She was out cold and I had to try my hardest to get her out of her coma. She finally regained a semblance of consciousness when I splashed her face with some cold water. Both our clothes were drenched with water from the shower.
 
   Amy’s white top had become completely see-through – and without a bra this meant her areolas were on full display. I found her skirt balled up in the corner of the room, soaking wet. In the locker room I was lucky enough to find a few leftover towels. I dried both of us off to the best of my ability, but in truth, we still looked like wrecks. Amy’s make-up was a mess, and there was cum covering nearly every inch of her body. I tried my best to towel it off, but only a long and hot bath would make her look presentable. 
 
   I wrapped a towel around her body and walked out of the locker room, my arm around her. 
 
   Unfortunately, many journalists and photographers were still lounging around the catacombs of the stadium. 
 
   ‘Look, it’s Amy Johnson!’ A shrill voice cried when we walked out.
 
   Within seconds cameras started flashing all around is. I pushed my way through the crowd, but they were on all sides, ganging up on us.
 
   ‘Amy! Is it true what’s on Twitter? Did you have sex with all thirty players?’
 
   ‘Miss Johnson, did you use a condom or did you fuck them bareback?’
 
   ‘Amy Johnson, is that cum on your face? A response, please! The people deserve to know!’
 
   The humiliating questions rained down on us. I forced my way out, punching one of the journalists who was blocking the way square in the jaw. I grabbed Amy by the arm and pulled her through the crowd, but in the process her towel fell off. The cameras flashed again, her nearly naked body on display for all to see. Luckily we were near an exit and we made a break for it.
 
   We ran outside, to the parking lot, and hopped in our van. The journalists had followed us outside and were now filming our van, trying to catch a last glimpse of Amy. I revved the engine and drove through the crowd, out of the parking lot and then finally, our ordeal seemed to be over.
 
   The drive home was quiet. Amy slept, not fully realizing what had just happened. When we got home, I let her sleep in the van as I prepared a hot bath for her. I carried her into the house, helped her take off her clothes and get in the bathtub.
 
   ‘Thank you baby,’ she said softly. ‘I’m sorry I fucked up.’
 
   I kissed her on the forehead. ‘Get some rest, I’ll go get you a cup of tea. We’ll talk about this in the morning.’
 
   I brought her the tea and then laid down on our bed, exhausted. Within moments I had dozed off. 
 
    
 
   I awoke the next morning, Amy’s naked body wrapped around me tightly.
 
   ‘Good morning sweetie. Do you hate me now?’
 
   I gave her a kiss on the lips. ‘Of course not. I will always love you. But I am flabbergasted, to say the least,’ I joked.
 
   She smiled a wry smile. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened.’
 
   ‘Well, fill me in on what I missed.’
 
   ‘Well, I was interviewing Marcus, as you remember, and then someone lifted me up. I thought you were there as well; we were just having fun, that was all. Then someone handed me a bottle of champagne and asked me to drink with them. I took a sip, and then… it all becomes a blur. I remember drinking, hands travelling down my body, my clothes being pulled off… I looked for you, but you weren’t there.’
 
   ‘Security forced me out and wouldn’t let me back in, I had to bribe them to let me get you. And then when I found you, well…’ I filled her in.
 
   ‘It’s not your fault, its mine. I shouldn’t have let things get so out of control.’
 
   ‘No, I shouldn’t have let this happen to you.’
 
   We kissed long and hard, a few tears streaming down Amy’s face. ‘I’m so happy I have you. We’ll get through this.’
 
   I got up to get a cup of coffee. I noticed my phone ringing constantly. I had left it on vibrate downstairs. I had 74 unread messages. I didn’t want to face reality – but I knew I had to, sooner or later. I opened my inbox.
 
    
 
   ‘Amy! Amy!’
 
   I stormed up the stairs ran into the bedroom.
 
   ‘What?’
 
   ‘I just got off the phone with Frank, and, well, I may have some good news after all.’
 
   ‘What is it?’ She asked anxiously.
 
   ‘Well, last night was caught on tape, and he has his hands on it’ I said. I hadn’t quite filled her in it was I who had filmed her, and she did not seem to remember. I figured it was best to keep it that way. ‘And some entrepreneur has agreed to buy the rights, and if we agree, our share would be TEN MILLION dollars!’
 
   She fell over backwards, shocked.
 
   ‘A sex tape? Of me? But…’
 
   ‘I know, I know, it’s not quite the classiest way to make a living, but think about it… the damage is already done. It happened, there’s nothing we can do to reverse that… but we can make ten million. Ten. Million. Dollars.’
 
   ‘I… But are you okay with this? Being married to a pornstar?’
 
   ‘Are you kidding me, that’s every guy’s dream!’ I exclaimed. ‘We can just move away, we don’t have to stay in the U.S. if we don’t want to. This will just blow over.’
 
   ‘Fuck it, let’s do it!’ She yelled with a bright smile. ‘Let’s become fucking millionaires!’  
 
   I grabbed my phone and called up Frank.
 
   ‘Frank, you son of a bitch, you got yourself a deal!’ 
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   Taken in the Tub
 
   ‘I invited Dwayne over for dinner, is that okay?’ my wife told me as I kissed her cheek. I had just gotten home from work after another long day at the office.
 
   ‘Yeah sure, is he holding up okay?’
 
   To be honest I was looking forward to some private time with my wife. It had been too long since we spent some time together, with me working long days, and her going to the gym on most nights.
 
   ‘I don’t know, I’m worried. I don’t think he ever goes out, all he does is sulk and work.’
 
   ‘Well, a good dinner will certainly cheer him up.’ I got behind my wife, pressing my body against hers as I nibbled on her neck. ‘And the moment he’s gone, I’m bending you over that table and taking what’s mine,’ I whispered into her ear. 
 
   She laughed and turned around, kissing me on the lips. ‘What has gotten into you, bad boy?’ She patted my bulge. ‘Keep it in there for now, cowboy,’ she said with a wink.
 
   ‘Alright, but the moment he’s gone ... I’m gonna take a quick shower before Dwayne gets here then.’
 
   I walked up the stairs and stripped my suit off, before hopping into our luxurious walk-in shower. As the warm water hit my skin and the smell of lavender reached my nostrils, I felt the stress of work slowly washing away. I was a corporate lawyer, and I made good money, but the work itself was like dragging your balls through broken glass at times. Today was one of those days. 
 
   My mind drifted to our next door neighbor, Dwayne. His wife Taneesha recently divorced him, and he’s been alone since. We weren’t the best of buds, but we’ve had our fair share of barbeques, as good neighbors should. He was a really nice guy, confident yet not cocky. Built like a linebacker, and as black as the night. I had no idea why they got divorced, and I wasn’t about to pry. 
 
   After zoning out for a good ten minutes, I toweled off and put on something comfortable and casual. When I walked downstairs, Dwayne was already parked on our couch, a cold beer in his hand.
 
   ‘Howdy neighbor!’ he greeted me with his deep, dark voice.
 
   ‘Hey man, how’ve you been?’
 
   ‘Good! Nothin’ like a divorce to keep your spirits up!’
 
   We both laughed. 
 
   ‘Dinner is ready, boys,’ my wife Amy said. 
 
   ‘MM that smells de-fucking-licious. What did you make? I hope you didn’t go through all this trouble just for me!’ Dwayne said as he sat down at our table. 
 
   ‘No problem at all, honestly,’ Amy assured him. ‘It’s my special home-made pasta with sundried tomatoes, olives, chorizo, cheese and my secret sauce.’
 
   I poured everyone some white wine before sitting down as well. 
 
   ‘Mmmm, this is really good. Like, really good. I can not overstate how good this is. Do you know what I’ve been eating for the past month?’ Dwayne asked.
 
   ‘I can certainly guess. Pizza. We see the delivery boy every other night!’ Amy said.
 
   ‘Mmm-Fucking-mm-right-mmm,’ Dwayne said with his mouth full. ‘Excuse my manners, but yeah. Pizza, burgers, chicken, pizza ... that’s all. Taneesha used to do all the cooking. I’m on first name basis with everyone at every fast food place in town. I kinda switch between different places now ... don’t want to be that guy that shows up every day you know. That’s sad.’
 
   Amy looked at him like she would at a wounded puppy. ‘Oh, Dwayne! You’re welcome here every day you know.’
 
   Dwayne laughed. ‘Don’t tempt me, I might take you up on that offer!’
 
   I took a sip of my wine. ‘Every day is a bit much, but we can definitely turn this into a weekly thing.’
 
   ‘I can also show you how to cook, if you want,’ Amy offered.
 
   ‘I don’t want to ... but I do need to, I guess,’ Dwayne said with a shrug.
 
   Amy smiled. ‘It’s a deal then! I’ll turn you into an expert chef in no time!’
 
   Amy was the kindest, most caring person I knew, which is one of the main reasons I married her. I knew she felt bad for Dwayne, and she would feel better if he was happier. And if she was happy, I was happy.
 
   Her  passion was cooking. Well, actually it was eating, but you need to cook first. I was already planning on how to steer Dwayne towards making my favorite dishes. This was going to work out nicely.
 
   One drink turned into two, and within no time at all we had all drunk over a bottle of wine a person. Dwayne had obviously been craving social interaction, as he had no intention of leaving. I was feeling no pain, and the conversation was good, so I was not about to kick him out. I supposed the lovemaking would have to wait. 
 
   ‘This is the life, isn’t it?’ I said drunkenly as I uncorked the fourth bottle of wine. ‘I have my lovely wife, my good neighbor, plenty of booze ... what else could a man desire?’
 
   ‘Well, to be frank, I’ve been itching to try that hot tub of yours!’ Dwayne said. ‘I’ve been eying it jealously for the better part of a year already.’
 
   ‘Ooh, that’s a great idea! Lets!’ Amy piped in. 
 
   ‘Sure!’ I said. We had the hot tub installed last summer, though we hadn’t used it as much as we planned. It was in our backyard, and the view was obstructed by a few carefully placed trees, providing us with the privacy we desired. I’ve bent my wife over the hot tub a few times during the summer. I love watching her in her tiny bikinis, and I think she has a bit of an exhibitionist streak as well. 
 
   ‘Fantastic! I’ll head on home and grab my trunks, I’ll be back in five!’ 
 
   ‘Alright, see you in five’, I told Dwayne. 
 
   I followed my blonde wife into our bedroom, watching her hips sway as she walked up the stairs. When she walked into our room, I pushed her on to our bed and climbed on top of her. I pinned her wrists down with my hands as I pushed my hard dick against her soft ass. 
 
   ‘Oooh baby,’ she cooed as I kissed her neck. ‘Are you gonna fuck me now? What if Dwayne comes looking for us?’ she giggled. 
 
   ‘Would you like that?’ I breathed into her ear. ‘What if he sees you, on your knees, your naked ass up in the air, my hard cock driving into you ... you’d look up and see him staring at you, his hard black cock in his hand ...’ 
 
   ‘Fffuck,’ she moaned into a pillow as I groped her body.
 
   I then got up, giving her ass a hard smack. ‘That’s not happening though. Let’s get dressed,’ I said with a smirk.
 
   She threw a pillow at me as she was panting on the bed. ‘Fucking tease!’ she yelled playfully.
 
   I reached into our closet and grabbed a bikini for Amy to wear. 
 
   ‘Here, you can wear this,’ I told her.
 
   It was a tiny, blue bikini. It was more of a micro bikini than proper and modest swimwear.
 
   She looked at the tiny piece of fabric I just handed her.
 
   ‘Are you sure?’ she said, a twinkle in her blue eyes. 
 
   It was the smallest bikini she owned. I had bought it for her on our honeymoon to the Caribbean. It was more of a joke gift than that I expected her to wear it: It was just way too small. The tiny top barely contained her large breasts, and the small thong left very, very little left to the imagination. She had never worn it in public, only a few times for me alone, as part of our foreplay. 
 
   ‘Yeah, why not? I bought it for you, didn’t I?’
 
   ‘But ... okay!’ she said with a wide grin. ‘But it was your choice, remember. No getting jealous!’
 
   ‘Guilty as charged,’ I said. ‘My choice.’
 
   I put on my swim trunks, and then sat down on the bed to admire my wife as she put on the bikini. From the back she seemed completely naked, except for the tiny bits of string on her back and ass. My dick got hard instantly as I pictured her walking out in our backyard dressed like that. Dwayne was going to have a heart attack, I was sure of it!
 
   I wondered if it was mean to tease our neighbor so, now that he was single ... then again, I suppose he wasn’t about to complain!
 
   As she turned around to show me the full package, I treasured her beautiful figure. She was curvy in all in the right places, with sexy, sultry hips, a downright bodacious ass, a tiny waist and a full bosom. To finish it all off she had the spunkiest smile I had ever seen on a woman. 
 
   I worshiped her body, and I was not alone in this. She got propositioned regularly by an assortment of men, from gardeners to doctors and from bellboys to lawyers. Not a week goes by when she doesn’t get hit on. She turns them all down as she is madly in love with me. Still, the attention is very flattering, and I could certainly not blame her for enjoying it. If anything I was thankful for it, as it was a surefire way to get her engine revved up for me. 
 
   Several of the men at our country club had told me in confidence that they were very interested in Amy and would like to ‘get to know her’. In return, I would could ‘get to know’ their trophy wives. Apparently there was quite an active swinger ring at our country club, and I didn’t blame them, as their wives were all gorgeous. I politely declined their enquiries, but it did plant a little curious seed in me. 
 
   Since then, I have always wondered about sharing her with other men. I never told her about the country club - I didn’t want to make things awkward with our friends. Perhaps I was also a bit afraid of her response: what if she was interested?
 
   ‘You ready baby?’ she asked me. 
 
   I followed her down the stairs, counting my lucky stripes for ever having landed such a foxy lady.
 
   She went in/to the kitchen to grab a bottle of champagne, while I went out back. Dwayne was already sitting in the hot tub, his head thrown back and his eyes closed, enjoying the warm night.
 
   I now noticed how buff he really was. He looked like an ebony gladiator, with his black muscles glistening in the moonlight. I need to hit the gym, I thought to myself.
 
   I climbed into the tub, eagerly awaiting his response at seeing Amy. 
 
   ‘How is the ‘tub?’ I asked him.
 
   ‘Glorious. Downright glorious,’ he said slowly. ‘I’ve always wanted one of these ... you must get down and dirty here all the time, hm? God knows I would!’ he said with a laugh.
 
   ‘A gentleman doesn’t tell, right?’ I joked. ‘You’re telling me you haven’t been spying on us all summer? I’m sure I had you down for a peeping Tom!’
 
   ‘With a hot wife like Amy, I’d be crazy not to!’ Dwayne joked back. ‘And talking about the devil, here she comes.’
 
   We both turned our heads to watch Amy’s entrance.
 
   She sauntered casually into the backyard, holding the bottle of champagne and three glasses. Her sultry hips swayed with each step, mesmerizing the both of us. 
 
   I heard Dwayne suck air into his mouth. ‘Holy ssshiiiii,’ he said softly to himself.
 
   Amy posed provocatively at the edge of the ‘tub, opening the bottle of champagne and pouring each of us a glass. 
 
   Dwayne let his gaze wander across her body, memorizing every inch of her exposed flesh.
 
   Amy gave me a cheeky smile, and I could see from the glint in her eyes that she was a turned-on as I was. 
 
   Dwayne had in the meanwhile fallen completely silent.
 
   I elbowed him in the ribs. ‘That’s my wife, horndog!’
 
   ‘Oh shit,’ he said. ‘It’s just ... goddamn. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman as good looking as you,’ he told Amy. ‘No offense,’ he said to me.
 
   ‘None taken,’ I assured him. 
 
   ‘Well, I’m glad you like the goods,’ Amy said with a smirk as she handed Dwayne and me our glasses. As she sat down in the hot tub, her tits jiggled lusciously. The top was barely holding her breasts in, only succeeding in hiding her nipples. I was sure they were going to pop out any moment now. I wondered how either of them would react.
 
   We drank the champagne and continued our small talk. Dwayne tried not to stare at her exposed tits, but he was failing miserably. I could not blame him as the bubbling water was going to town on her chest. From the looks of it she loved the attention.
 
   I felt Amy’s foot press into my crotch, and rub against my hard cock. I smiled at her, and she beamed back.
 
   ‘So, have you been getting any lately, Dwayne?’ Amy asked him. 
 
   ‘Well, that’s the worst part of the divorce. It’s been way too long since I’ve gotten any.’
 
   ‘Then why don’t you just go out and meet someone? Women must be lining up for you, looking like you do,’ Amy told him.
 
   ‘I get my fair share of attention when I go out, that’s true. But I haven’t in a while. And the problem is ... well, this is rather personal, but what the hell, right? The problem is women are usually scared off by the size of my ... member,’ Dwayne confessed. 
 
   ‘WHAT?!’ Amy yelled out. We both laughed at her response, while Dwayne faked an apology. 
 
   ‘You asked! So I answered,’ he said.
 
   ‘Oh yeah right!’ Amy retorted. ‘All guys are always bragging, I don’t believe a word of it!’
 
   ‘It’s true though!’ Dwayne insisted. ‘I’ve never gotten it to fit inside a girl completely. They struggle taking the tip, let alone the whole length ...’ 
 
   ‘Impossible,’ Amy reiterated. 
 
   Dwayne gave me an apologetic look, before answering. ‘Look, if you don’t believe me, I can prove it right now ... ’
 
   Amy raised her eyebrows, and made eye contact with me. I gave her a small nod. I was probably as curious as she was by this point.
 
   She raised the glass to her lips, letting the champagne swirl around in her mouth before swallowing it all. She kept silent for a moment, letting us both wait. The air was thick with sexual tension.
 
   ‘Proceed,’ she told Dwayne.  
 
   He hoisted himself up on the edge of the hot tub. A large bulge was already visible in his lime green swimming trunks. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Amy was staring intently at his bulge. I saw her bite her bottom lip softly as he pulled his trunks down a small bit, exposing a small bit of flesh.
 
   ‘You don’t mind?’ Dwayne asked me before going further.
 
   ‘Hey, you’re trying to prove your point, so by all means, prove it,’ I told him.
 
   ‘Alright,’ he said, ‘I certainly will.’
 
   He tugged his trunks down, bit by bit, savoring each moment. Slowly, inch by inch of his flesh become visible.
 
   Amy gasped audibly when the base of his member came into view. It was as black as the night and as thick as a beer can! I myself was surprised, I had never seen anything like it.
 
   Dwayne smiled as his trunks slid down lower. It was already half-way down his thighs, but the head of his dick was still nowhere in sight. 
 
   I looked at Amy, and I saw her eyes were as wide as saucers. Her mouth was half-open, her cheeks flushed bright red. Her breathing was heavy, and her foot was pressing into my erection hard.  
 
   ‘Do you want to see more? Or do you believe me now?’ Dwayne asked her. 
 
   Amy did not hear him. She was mesmerized by his huge member. 
 
   ‘Well? Amy?’
 
   Hearing her own name broke her out of her trance. She made eye contact with the both of us, a dazed look on her face. Without saying another word, she reached out for Dwayne and gave his trunks the final tug needed for his manhood to spring free. 
 
   It sprung out with great force, as the material had been struggling to contain his large member. In the process the head of his cock slapped against Amy’s hand. She pulled it back swiftly, as if the hot flesh gave her a burn.
 
   ‘Wow,’ I heard her whisper.
 
   Dwayne gently rubbed the top of his cock. It was indeed the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. It was jet-black, easily over ten inches, and thicker than my wrist. It bobbed up and down menacingly, like a predator eying its prey. 
 
   He extended his hand towards my wife. She tentatively accepted it, their fingers intertwining. He slowly brought her hand closer and closer to his manhood. If I wanted to stop them, now was the time for action.
 
   But I remained frozen, my breath held, watching this spectacle unfold.
 
   The palm of her hand now rested on his shaft. Her fingers reached around, trying to grasp the entire length of his cock. It was too big and she had to use both hands to get a good grip. 
 
   ‘That’s it. Now stroke it up and down,’ Dwayne said with an authoritative tone. 
 
   Amy obeyed, and stroked his black cock up and down with both hands. His dick was so long that the head was brushing against her tits. 
 
   Her gaze was fixed on his black shaft. She had a look of intense determination on her face as she jacked our neighbor off in our hot tub.
 
   Dwayne reached out and pushed her top to the side, exposing her naked tits. He grabbed them and squeezed them roughly, pinching her nipples. Amy let out a high-pitched cry. Her nipples were very sensitive, and Dwayne was pushing all the right buttons. 
 
   I looked around to see if anyone could see us, but to my great relief the hot tub was successfully shielded from view by the trees I had planted when I had the ‘tub installed. I had imagined getting naughty in here, not this naughty, I thought as I watched my wife expertly handle Dwayne’s large cock. I always pictured getting one of her friends drunk and then fucking the two of them in the Jacuzzi, but from the looks of it, it was my wife who was about to be filled.  
 
   She rubbed the head of his dick against her nipples. She’s told me in the past she loves the feeling of a dick brushing against her nipples – I never imagined watching our black neighbor do it!
 
   ‘Oh yeah that’s it baby, rub my dick against those white titties,’ Dwayne grunted. 
 
   ‘It’s so fucking big,’ Amy said. ‘I’ve never seen anything like it.’
 
   She placed Dwayne’ cock between her tits and pushed her arms together so Dwayne could titty-fuck her. 
 
   ‘Oh yeah, perfect baby,’ Dwayne said as he started thrusting his hips. ‘It’s been too long since I fucked a white bitch. My black dick looks so perfect between those white titties don’t you agree?’
 
   Amy nodded as she bit her bottom lip. With every thrust of Dwayne the head of his dick brushed against her lips. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, swirling it around the head of his cock, tasting another man’s cock for the first time since we met.
 
   Whenever Amy would wrap her breasts around my cock, my dick would be completely swallowed by her large rack. The same could not be said for Dwayne. His black cock pierced the night’s sky like a massive oak tree in a meadow.
 
   She wrapped her thick red lips around the head of his cock, sucking it passionately. She seemed like a woman possessed as she bobbed her head up and down with vigor. It looked like she was lost in the desert and this cock was the only source of water.
 
   Dwayne threw his head back, his eyes closed as he received one of my wife’s perfect blowjobs. 
 
   I wrapped my arms around her from behind, pinching her nipples. She responded instantly, moaning out loud – the best she could with a cock in her mouth. She pushed her ass back against me. 
 
   She took Dwayne’s cock out of her mouth momentarily.
 
   ‘Fuck me!’ she told me. 
 
   I yanked her thong and my trunks down in an instant as she resumed orally pleasuring our neighbor. She licked his cock all the way from the top to the bottom, planting a few wet and sloppy kisses on his big black balls, before kissing her way back up to the head again. 
 
   I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I stuck my hard dick right up her sopping wet cunt, slamming into her hard. She yelled out in pleasure as she was now filled from both sides. 
 
   Both of her hands were pumping his member up and down as her mouth remained glued to the head of his cock. Her tits were now swaying in the rhythm of her blowjob, jiggling up and down.
 
   ‘You like that big black cock in your mouth, don’t you, you slut?’ I asked her. 
 
   ‘Yes! Yes! Of fuck ... I love it! I love big black cocks!’ She moaned out loud
 
   All of our neighbors must have been able to hear her piercing cries now, but we were all beyond caring. I slammed my hard cock into her, again and again, while she sucked on Dwayne’s black sword. His hands were tangled in her blonde hair as he pumped his meat into her mouth.
 
   ‘Fuck! That’s it bitch, take it all! Suck my big black dick!’ Dwayne commanded. 
 
   Amy struggled to fit more than just the head into her mouth, and gagged audibly. 
 
   ‘She’s one fine cocksucker, goddamn,’ Dwayne said to me. 
 
   This was so hot I could barely contain myself, and sooner than I would have liked, I felt my orgasm building. ‘I’m coming!” I warned Amy. 
 
   ‘YES! – MMmmmm- YES CUM IN ME –mmmmfffmm - … GIVE ME YOUR CUM!!!’ she cried out, as she sucked Dwayne’s cock.
 
   I grabbed her ass with both hands as I pumped all of my seed inside of her, filling her with ropes of my cum. I staggered backwards, sitting down back in the tub, exhausted and dizzy from my overwhelming orgasm. 
 
   Amy was still bobbing up and down Dwayne’ rod as she finger fucked her wet pussy. I could see she was nowhere near done. 
 
   She took his cock out of her mouth and turned back to me.
 
   ‘Can I ride him baby? I want to feel his big black cock stretch me out ... I think I can take it all. If that’s okay?’ She said with a sly smile. 
 
   My feelings were swimming. This was hot, extremely so, but this was also our neighbor, not some vacation fling. Every day I would run into Dwayne, and I’d know his big cock had stretched my wife out, probably reaching places I never could, filling her up like no one else could ... And whenever I would be at work, I would secretly wonder if she was remaining faithful to me, or if she was on her hands and knees, getting her fill of big black cock while I was none the wiser ... Every time I would call her, and she wouldn’t immediately answer the phone, I would wonder if she was too busy sucking our neighbors ebony dick to answer the phone.
 
   I looked back, fully intent on saying no, but then I saw her tongue running up and down Dwayne’s black shaft, before taking the whole head between her pretty pink lips. She made eye contact with me, and I could see the lust glimmering in her eyes. 
 
   I saw she wanted it. She wanted all of it. 
 
   My own dick responded instantly, and I was hard as a rock once again. 
 
   I wanted it, too. My doubts were pushed to the back of my mind.
 
   I nodded. 
 
   Dwayne grinned, and sat down in the tub. Amy climbed onto his lap, and Dwayne stuffed his face into her tits. 
 
   ‘You have the best tits I’ve ever seen on a white girl,’ he told her as he alternated sucking on both her nipples. Amy threw her head back as she moaned. Her hand reached back and wrapped around his thick cock. She rubbed it between her ass cheeks.
 
   I wonder how that monster was ever going to fit inside of my wife, as small doubts crept into my mind again.
 
   She tried to sit on his lap and ride him, but I could see that was never going to work; his cock was simply too big.
 
   ‘How about we take this inside guys?’ I said. Now that I was no longer in the throes of orgasm, I was a little more conscious about our neighbors. I didn’t want old man Smith to wander into my backyard to see what all the ruckus was about and give him an eyeful of my petite wife filled with black cock. 
 
   I got out of the tub and walked inside. I threw some towels on the couch, before heading to the bathroom. I drank some water and pinched myself to see if I wasn’t dreaming. This escalated quickly. No, this was really happening. Holy shit. 
 
   As I opened the bathroom door, I could already hear Amy’s loud moans filling the house. I strolled into the living room and found Amy lying on her back on the couch, completely naked. Her legs were spread wide, and Dwayne was between them, feeding his giant cock into her pussy, inch by inch. I could see he was already about halfway inside of her. Amy was panting loudly. 
 
   ‘Holy shit – holy shit – holy shit,’ was all she kept repeating.
 
   ‘This is usually where most women give up,’ Dwayne said. ‘I’ve never gotten my entire dick in a woman before.’
 
   ‘Give me a second to adjust,’ Amy said. ‘It’s so fucking big! It’s SO BIG! I’ve never been this full before! I didn’t think was possible!’ 
 
   I fixed myself a strong drink and sat down in my chair as I watched the pair. 
 
   Dwayne started fucking her softly. With each thrust, he would go in a little deeper. Amy’s head was tilted up, her concentration focused completely on the giant black dick sliding in and out of her. Her eyes were wide open, as was her mouth. I had never seen that look of intense pleasure mixed with pain on her face before.
 
   ‘How do you like my cock?’ Dwayne demanded to know.
 
   ‘It’s so big!’
 
   ‘Do you love it? Do you love my black cock?’
 
   ‘Yes! YES! I love your black cock, Dwayne!’
 
   I felt a pang of jealousy. By now, he had fit over 2/3rd of his entire member inside of her. 
 
   ‘Have you ever been this full?’
 
   ‘FUCK no,’ Amy screamed. ‘I’ve never felt this good!’
 
   ‘Fuck, I think you’re about to take it all! Hold on baby, here’s the last few inches!’ Dwayne said as he grabbed her waist and pushed the last inches of his fat cock inside of her stretched out pussy.
 
   ‘FFFFFUUUUCCCCKKKKK!!’ Amy screamed. ‘YESSSSSS’
 
   Dwayne pulled out a few inches before slamming all the way back into her again. With every slam, Amy gave out a scream. They fucked like animals, raw, primal and passionate. I had never seen anything like it, and I had certainly never had sex like that before.
 
   ‘You’re a hot white little slut, aren’t you?’ Dwayne grunted through his clenched teeth.
 
   Amy nodded vigorously. ‘Yes, I’m your personal white little slut, your own whore!’
 
   ‘Yes! Are you going to fuck me again?’ Dwayne asked as he drove his massive cock inside of my wife.
 
   ‘YES! Yes! I’ll do anything you want, as you as keep giving me that big black dick of yours! Oh! Oh! Yes!’
 
   ‘I have some friends who would love to fuck a hot white bitch like you, how does that sound?’ 
 
   ‘OHHHHHH!’ Amy screamed. ‘AHHH YES! YES! MAKE ME YOUR WHORE! YEAH! GANGBANG ME! OH FUCK! OH! ARE THEY ALL GONNA FILL ME WITH CUM?!’
 
   ‘That’s right bitch! Four hard black cocks will fill your white belly up!’
 
   ‘OH SHITT YESSS I WANT IT YESSSSS! CUM IN ME, GIVE ME A BLACK BABY!’ 
 
   I could tell from the look on Amy’s face that she was close to coming.
 
   Dwayne sped up, slamming his entire length into her, again and again. 
 
   ‘Fuck yeah bitch, here it comes! I’m cumming inside of you! I’m going to fill you up!’ He said.
 
   ‘YES! YES! OH FUCKKK!!!’
 
   Dwayne let out a loud groan and his body clenched as he unleashed torrents of cum into my wife’s unprotected pussy. This sent Amy over the edge, and her entire body convulsed as the most intense orgasm of her life washed over her.  She thrashed about, moaning loudly, her toes curled. 
 
   ‘Yes, yes, yes, give me your cum, yes’, she kept repeating. 
 
   Dwayne laid down on top of her, catching his breath. ‘Fuckkkkkkk’, he said. ‘I’m spent. That was some of the best sex I’ve had, ever.’ Amy was silent, her body limp, as she was reveling in the feeling of our neighbor’s cum inside of her cunt.
 
   Dwayne rolled off of her, and his cock made an audible pop as it slid out of her wanton cunt. I could see semen gushing out of her, running down her thighs. He must have cum like a goddamn fountain. 
 
   She whined softly, and her hand immediately went down to Dwayne’s cock and she wrapped her hand tightly around it. ‘I’m never letting go of this,’ she joked.   
 
   I got up off my chair and walked over to my wife, grabbing her hands and helping her to sit up straight. ‘Let’s go to bed, honey’, I said. 
 
   ‘Okay baby.’ She told me. First, she leaned over and planted a big wet sloppy kiss on the head of Dwayne’ dick. ‘Thanks for this’, she told him.
 
   ‘The pleasure was all mine,’ Dwayne said. ‘Do you mind if I crash on your couch? I just want to pass out here.’
 
   ‘That’s fine, right?’ She asked me. ‘Yeah sure, no problem man,” I told him. 
 
   ‘Alright cool, see you tomorrow,’ Dwayne said as we went up the stairs. I had to help Amy walk, as her knees were weak. I laid her down on our bed, and she curled up into a ball as she passed out instantly. She must have been exhausted from the fuck of a life time. I was hoping for one more fuck, as the scene I just witnessed had given me a raging hard-on, but it would have to wait ‘till tomorrow. 
 
   I tucked Amy in before climbing into bed next to my wife. I drifted off to sleep quickly, my mind swimming with thoughts of my sexy wife, being used like a slut ... I could hear her moans in my dreams, begging for more cock ...
 
   As I awoke the next morning, my fingers reached out for Amy. I only felt a cold mattress. She wasn’t in the bed. As I sat up straight, I could make out the faint sounds of sex coming from downstairs. I strained my ears, listening intently.
 
   ‘Yessss, yessss, fuck me Dwayne, fuck me!’ I heard a familiar voice say. 
 
   I guess this wasn’t going to stay a onetime thing ... 
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   Taken in the Sauna
 
   ‘Are you ready to go down to the sauna?’
 
   ‘You go on ahead without me, I’ll be there in fifteen minutes or so. I want to finish unpacking first,’ my newly-wed wife responded.
 
   I kissed my wife Jessica on her full lips, brushing her red hair to the side. ‘What if there are other men in there? They’ll think they won the lottery if you walk in all alone!’ 
 
   She kissed me back, pushing her tongue into my mouth as she squeezed my bulge. ‘Like you would mind?’ She teased me. 
 
   ‘You said you wanted an exciting vacation, so why not start right away? You go first, and I’ll head down after you … if you are lucky, there will be someone else there. We will pretend we are strangers. If you are really lucky, you might see your fresh bride flirting with another man!’ She said with a wink.
 
   ‘Mmm, I hope there’s a hot, exotic islander in there … I’ve always fantasized about that,’ Jessica moaned into my ear as her hand slipped into my pants. My erection was pressing hard against the fabric, and she found my hardening member instantly.
 
   A moan escaped my lips as my wife’s dirty talk pushed all of my buttons. I wrapped my arms around her, grabbing her ass and pushing her body against mine. 
 
   She kissed my neck. ‘Not so fast, big boy …’ she whispered into my ear. ‘You go head on down … I’ll see you there,’ she said with a devilish smile. 
 
   I wanted nothing more than to ravish her right there and then in our five star suite, but she loved teasing me and building up the sexual tension, until neither of us could resist each other anymore and we exploded in a steaming sexual frenzy.
 
   Though we often discussed showing off in public, we had never crossed that line before. The town that we were from was simply too close-knit for us to risk it … which is why I arranged for our honeymoon in Honolulu. Thousands of miles away from everyone we knew, it was the perfect location to get a little bit crazy.
 
   I grabbed my bathrobe and towel and headed down to the sauna, with a raging erection. I kissed her goodbye.
 
   ‘Don’t make me wait too long,’ I said as I left. 
 
   I took the elevator down to the bottom floor, where the sauna was located. I had a perfect view of the gorgeous island as the glass elevator took me down. It was breathtaking, as the sun was just starting to set.
 
   It proved a well-timed distraction from my hot minx of a wife, and my erection had luckily gone down by the time I reached the sauna. I put my clothes in the locker, wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped into the hot room, anxious to find out who I’d find there.
 
   ‘Hello mate’, a deep voice said.
 
   There were three men sitting in the sauna. On the left side was a single man, from the looks of it in his forties. Sitting in the middle were two extremely muscled young men, probably not a day over twenty-five. One of them was caucasian, while the other had dark skin.
 
   The sauna itself was gorgeous and spacious, fitting with the luxurious style of the resort. 
 
   ‘I am Michael, this here is my teammate Vincent,’ the black jock introduced himself. ‘And that’s Max over there. We were just discussing the chance of the Clippers reaching the finals this season, you want to weigh in?’
 
   ‘Hey guys, I’m Jack. I’m afraid I’m not much of a basketball buff,’ I apologized as I took a seat, spreading my towel down on the dark wood before I sat down. ‘Though I do think that Blake has what it takes to win a championship ring though, if it’s not with the Clippers then with another squad.’ 
 
   The ice was broken, and we were quickly lost in conversation. Michael and Vincent were both members of a college football team, on a team retreat. The rest of their squad was out partying, but they both decided to kick back in the sauna instead. 
 
   They won’t regret that decision, I thought to myself. 
 
   Max was here on business. I told them I was here on business myself as well. 
 
   We continued chatting about basketball until Michael suddenly fell silent. ‘Wow,’ he said softly. He elbowed Vincent in the ribs. ‘Check out that hottie,’ he told his friend.
 
   I followed his gaze and found him staring at the silhouette of my newly-wed wife. Her figure was illuminated beautifully through the glass door separating the sauna from the dressing room. Though it was not possible to completely make out all her features, due to the condensation on the door, it was obvious she was completely naked. She wrapped a towel around her body and slowly opened the door.
 
   ‘Damn, I think we hit the jackpot,’ Vincent said to his mate. ‘Coming here was an excellent idea, bro.’ The guys fist bumped quickly.
 
   Jessica stepped into the sauna, her eyes jotting around the room, taking the scene in. A short, white towel was wrapped around her waist, only barely covering her breasts and ass. We made eye-contact, very briefly, and I gave her a re-assuring smile. I could see she was nervous. My own heart was racing as well. 
 
   Fantasizing was one thing, but actually exposing her naked body to three completely strange men was quite another.
 
   For a moment, everyone was quiet. I held my breath. It seemed to me to last an eternity, though it could have only been a few seconds. Jessica kept standing in the doorway, frozen. I eyed Vincent and Michael, and I saw their eyes wandering across her exposed flesh, a lustful look burning brightly in their eyes. I wondered if I should intervene – reveal myself as her husband, and just take her back to our hotel room. Maybe this fantasy should just remain that – a dream. 
 
   Right when I was about to clear my throat to speak, Michael broke the silence. 
 
   ‘Welcome, come in, please,’ he said gently. ‘I am Michael, this here is my friend Vincent. You are most welcome to join us, there’s plenty of room here, after all.’
 
   ‘Hi, I’m Jessica’, my wife said meekly. 
 
   ‘First time, huh?’ Michael said, smoothly assessing the situation.
 
   ‘Uh-huh,’ Jessica nodded, her cheeks burning bright red. 
 
   ‘Don’t worry about it, it’s everyone’s first time at one point. Please, make yourself comfortable, we promise not to stare. If we’re making you uncomfortable, we can leave – you have as much right to this sauna as we do, right guys?’
 
   Vincent and Max nodded in accordance.
 
   ‘No no no – that won’t be necessary,’ Jessica said quickly. ‘You don’t have to leave on my account. That’s not right. I’m just a bit … nervous.’
 
   She looked me in the eye. I softly nudged my head to the exit, a questioning look on my face, asking her if she wanted to leave. She shook her head no. 
 
   ‘Come take a seat,’ I said to my wife. ‘There’s nothing to be nervous about. We’re all naked, we’re all humans, it’s only natural. It’s not an issue if we don’t make it one, right?’
 
   ‘I guess you’re right’, Jessica said. ‘Alright, here it goes.’
 
   She tiptoed over to my side of the sauna, picking a spot between me and Vincent and Michael. She unwrapped the towel from her body, spreading it down on the wooden bench. 
 
   She was facing me, and so I could see the eyes of the three men behind her. They were all smiles, their eyes taking in every inch of her nakedness. I knew they now had a perfect view of her naked ass, and when she bent over to lay down the towel, they might have even gotten a brief glimpse at her pussy. I felt my dick starting to harden as my wife exposed herself other men, for the first time in her life. 
 
   Jessica sat down, closed her eyes and threw her head back, resting it on the edge behind her. 
 
   Michael continued our sports discussion as if nothing had changed. I tried to participate, but I found it hard to pay too much attention – my eyes were glued to my wife’s heaving chest. 
 
   The tension seemed to have flowed out of her body, and she now seemed completely at ease. Her nipples were hard, as she was obviously enjoying the attention of the men. Even though she had her eyes closed, I think she could feel the stares burning into her skin. 
 
   With every deep breath she took, her chest heaved up and down, and her tits jiggled seductively. A few droplets of sweat had now formed on her bosom and were entrancingly sliding into her cleavage. I noticed the conversation had once again fallen silent, and I saw everyone was watching the same spectacle I was. 
 
   I noticed Vincent reach into his crotch to adjust his hardening member. My mouth became dry, my palms sweaty. 
 
   Jessica opened her left eye, flashing me a cheeky smile. 
 
   ‘You don’t have to stop on my account, gentleman,’ she said. 
 
   ‘Sorry,’ Michael said, ‘we just got a bit distracted. It’s not every day we get see such a beautiful lady.’
 
   ‘Oh nonsense,’ Jessica said, opening her eyes again. She looked at Michael, admiring his muscled physique. ‘I bet you get plenty of cheerleaders who look a hell of a lot fitter than little old me, looking as good as you do.’
 
   ‘Well, thank you,’ Michael responded. ‘I guess I don’t have much to complain about when it comes to female attention, that’s true …’ he said confidently, spreading his arms behind his back to accentuate every muscle in his broad chest, ‘… but to be honest, I much prefer your shapely figure.’
 
   ‘What?’ Jessica blurted out.
 
   ‘It’s true,’ Michael said. ‘I’d bet you most men would prefer you to a thin cheerleader any day of the day week. You have a beautiful figure – why hide it?’
 
   ‘I … is that true?’ She asked, looking over at Vincent.
 
   ‘Yeah, definitely!’ He piped in. ‘You’re downright gorgeous. Right Max?’
 
   Max grunted in accordance with the two jocks. 
 
   It was obvious that the two jocks were buttering my wife up – though of course, they were spot on. Jessica had a wonderful full figure, with wide hips, a shapely ass and a beautiful full bosom that drove men wild. She never saw herself as gorgeous, which is one of the reasons she often refused to show too much skin in public. She knew she could drive me wild, but she still often lacked confidence. Especially at the beach – toned 18-year olds parading around in their skivvies usually made her mood drop below zero. 
 
   I’ve always tried my hardest to convince her men didn’t  want a thigh gap, they want hips that they can hold on to while they fuck their women – but too often it fell on deaf ears.
 
   Luckily, Vincent and Michael were saying exactly the right things at exactly the right time. 
 
   I sat back and kept my mouth shut, content with watching where these two jocks were going to take this. I wondered if they thought they would actually have a chance with her …
 
   ‘It’s getting quite hot in here, isn’t it?’ Michael said. 
 
   Jessica nodded, her eyes watching his bulging muscles. ‘The temperature is rising, for sure … ‘ 
 
   ‘If this is your first time in the sauna, you never had a shower to cool down, huh?’ 
 
   Jessica eyed him quizzically. ‘No, what do you mean?’
 
   ‘Here, I’ll show you,’ Michael responded as he got up and walked over to the shower in the corner. 
 
   I followed Jessica’s eyes as she watched him walk away. Did she just bite her bottom lip?
 
   Michael turned the knob, and cold water started streaming out of the showerhead.
 
   ‘This place has a shower built-in here, so you can cool off when you need to,’ he explained to Jessica as he got under the falling water. 
 
   Jessica watched with baited breath as the water ran from the top of his head, down his strong jawline, onto his chiseled chest, down to his abs, and then even lower, to his hardening manhood …
 
   This was the first time I had clear view of his package, and to be frank, I was quite impressed. It was at least 6 inches – and nowhere near hard yet. 
 
   I tried to make eye-contact with my wife, but her gaze was fixed on the naked football player in front of her, showering just for her viewing pleasure. Michael put on quite a show, throwing his head back and stretching out his arms behind his back, accentuating every lean muscle in his chiseled, ebony body. 
 
   Vincent saw me staring at Jessica, and he gave a smirk and a nod. What where they planning?
 
   Michael ran his hands down his abs, holding them right above his member. He looked my wife dead in the eye while he raised his eyebrows, as to question her. 
 
   Jessica nodded vigorously and spread her legs slightly, providing Michael with a view. 
 
   He ran his fingers down the length of his cock, while it bobbed up and down menacingly. It got even harder and bigger, now a solid ten inches long. His fingers grasped around his impressive shaft and he started stroking his cock up and down, all the while keeping eye contact with my wife. 
 
   I looked at Vincent and Max, slightly bewildered that this  Adonis would have the guts to start pleasuring himself within a few minutes of meeting my wife – and she was eating it up! 
 
   If I would have done something similar with a strange women, I’d find my ass in jail for being a sexual deviant faster than you could shake a stick at, I thought to myself. 
 
   Vincent and Max were in no way fazed however – they were gently fondling their own hardening erections as they watched my wife. She spread her legs even further, giving Michael a good view of her most sacred place. 
 
   I could feel my heart beating in my throat. I looked down and to my surprise my own cock was hard as a rock. The air was thick with sexual tension.
 
   Before this could escalate any further than it already had, Michael turned off the shower. 
 
   Jessica, suddenly realizing what she had been doing, quickly closed her legs. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, and she shot me an apologetic look. As her eyes took in my hard cock, a devious smile flashed across her face. 
 
   Michael walked back over to the bench, his large member swaying between his legs. 
 
   ‘It’s your turn,’ he told Jessica. 
 
   ‘But … no … I couldn’t …’ she mumbled.
 
   ‘Why not? You don’t want to cool down? Come on, go ahead,’ he insisted. 
 
   She looked over at me, her hand clasped in front of her mouth as she weighed her options. 
 
   I shook my head no. 
 
   I was crazily turned on, but I was also quite scared. I just wanted to take her back to our hotel room, and not make any rash decisions that we could end up regretting later. 
 
   She looked at Michael. He had extended his hand towards her. 
 
   My breath stopped as she reached for his outstretched hand. What is she doing? 
 
   He pulled her up to her feet, and they were now face-to-face from another, only a few inches apart. I could not see, but I feared his erection might even be brushing up against her exposed thighs. 
 
   ‘Go ahead,’ Michael said softly.
 
   He sat down on the bench, as Jessica walked over to the shower. Her hips and ass jiggled seductively with each step, as she walked as slowly as she could.
 
   Michael spread his legs, getting comfortable on the bench as he eyed my naked wife’s behind.
 
   Did she not see me say no?
 
   Jessica turned the knob, and cold water came rushing out of the showerhead. 
 
   She got under the shower, her back still towards us. She threw her head back, and let the cool water run down her body. She turned her head back towards us, a devilish smile on her lips. 
 
   I was grasping my own member, and as I glanced to the side, I saw all three men were doing the same. 
 
   Jessica turned around slowly, one arm in front of her breasts and the other one cupping her crotch. 
 
   ‘Do you want to see more … ?’ She asked teasingly. 
 
   ‘You got it baby .. show us what you got,’ Michael answered as his hand worked his long pole.
 
   Jessica’s eyes drifted from one hard member to the next, each of them hard – for her. 
 
   She removed her hands, letting her tits drop freely. She arched her back, making her bosom stand out. Both her hands cupped one breast, as she gave them a hard squeeze. 
 
   She closed her eyes as she pinched her own nipples. A look of pain mixed with pleasure crossed her face. 
 
   As her one hand kept playing with her tits, the other snaked down to her abdomen, slipping in between her legs. 
 
   ‘Oh god,’ she uttered as she felt her own hot pussy. 
 
   She started rubbing her clit, and her eyes spread open. It must have been quite a sight for her I imagined – four naked men, each one of them stroking their hard, throbbing cocks, while they eyes drank in her naked body …
 
   ‘Oh fuck – oh – oh – oh,’ she kept moaning as she played with herself. Her pussy must have been on fire because from the sounds of it she was quickly approaching orgasm.
 
   How did these even fucking happen? I asked myself. Only a few hours earlier we had gotten off the plane, and now, my newly-wed wife was fingering herself to an orgasm while three complete strangers jacked off to it. I must be crazy.
 
   ‘That’s it, play with that pussy, you horny slut,’ Michael barked at her. Now he’s done it, I figured. Jessica never let me use such language.
 
   ‘Yes! Yes! YES! Ohhhhh I’m a horny little slut!’ She rambled on. ‘Stroke those fucking dicks for me! Let me see those cocks! YES!’
 
   ‘Yeah bitch, here you go,’ Michael responded as he opened his legs, giving her a prime view of his hard member. ‘Is this what you want? Do you want this big fucking dick all up inside of you? Stretching out that little pussy of yours, until I blow my load inside of you?’
 
   ‘YES! YES! OH YES OH I WANT – YESSSSSS’ Jessica groaned as she came – hard. She threw her body back against the wall for support as the most intense orgasm that I had ever seen raced through her body. Her body shook and convulsed, as waves of intense pleasure flowed through every inch of being.
 
   ‘Oh god – oh god – oh god,’ she panted as she caught her breath.
 
   I looked over at Michael, and he gave me a wink. 
 
   ‘You alright?’ He asked her.
 
   ‘Yeah … yeah I’m fine, I’m just … whoa … that was intense!’ she laughed and she walked back to the bench, wobbling unsteadily on her feet.
 
   ‘How about you come join us over here then?’ Michael said, patting the bench between him and Vincent.
 
   ‘I … I don’t think I should,’ she said, but her voice lacked conviction. 
 
   ‘It’s only fair – you’ve cum, now, it’s our turn.’ 
 
   Michael reached out for her, and grabbed her lower arm. He pulled her closer to him – and she did nothing to resist. She sat down between the two virile, young jocks. 
 
   I swallowed, a lump having formed in my throat. 
 
   ‘Now, isn’t that much better? Michael asked her as the two naked young men sat next to her, their skin touching. Jessica let her hands run down across their abs.
 
   ‘Not bad, no,’ she said. 
 
   Michael and Vincent grabbed her hands and placed them on their hard cocks. I watched her fingers curl around their throbbing members, and her palm tighten the grip. Vincent let out a soft groan as Jessica starting moving her hands up and down, stroking their dicks. 
 
   She looked me dead in the eye, a defiant look in her eye and a lustful smile on her lips as she jacked off the two studs. 
 
   I knew that if I didn’t want this to happen I should have put a stop to it a long time ago. I stroked my own hard cock as I watched my bride masturbate these two young sex gods. I was beyond caring – the lustfulness of the situation had gotten to me as well, and at this point I was begging to see those two cocks stretch every one of her holes.
 
   Vincent bent down and took one of her hard nipples into his mouth, sucking on her breast. 
 
   If she had any control left, she would lose it now – she loves getting her breasts played with. It’s my sure fire way to get the party started. 
 
   ‘Oh yessss,’ Jessica moaned loudly in response, and spread her legs. 
 
   Michael immediately accepted the invitation, and stuck his hand between her legs, cupping her wet, dripping pussy. He wasted no time and slipped two fingers inside of her. ‘Oh goddd,’ she moaned, and she jacked off the two cocks in her hands even faster.
 
   ‘Your pussy is dripping wet,’ Michael told her. ‘You love our fat cocks, don’t you?’
 
   Jessica nodded her head as she bit her lips. 
 
   ‘Tell me you love my cock,’ Michael demanded from her as his fingers banged her pussy.
 
   ‘I love it!’ She yelled. ‘I love your big hard fat cocks! They’re so FUCKING huge, oh my god!’ 
 
   ‘Have you ever had a cock this big?’
 
   She shook her head no. ‘I’ve ever seen such a big thing in my life!’
 
   ‘Do you want me to put it inside of you? Do you want me to fuck you?’
 
   Jessica nodded. ‘Uh huh – please – please fuck me,’ she begged like a wanton whore. 
 
   ‘I need to feel those hard cocks inside of me – please.’ 
 
   ‘That’s more like it,’ Michael said as he removed his fingers from her cunt. ‘Get down on your knees bitch!’
 
   Jessica followed his command instantly, sliding down unto the floor in front of the two jocks, on her knees. She opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue.
 
   Michael grasped the back of her head, his fingers intertwining with her hair. He held her head as she slapped his dick against her cheeks. ‘That’s a good little slut,’ he said. 
 
   Vincent stood up next to her and also rubbed his fat cock on her face. 
 
   Michael pushed her head back, so that she was between Vincent’s legs. ‘Suck those balls, bitch!’ he demanded. 
 
   She greedily lapped at his balls, sucking on them with abandon. Vincent grasped her by her neck, forcing his body unto hers. He was nearly suffocating her with his balls. He pushed her head further down.
 
   Meanwhile, Michael was pulling at her nipples hard – slapping her titties. 
 
   ‘This is a hot little slut,’ he told me and Max, who were watching the spectacle wide-eyed. 
 
   ‘After we’re done you guys can have your turn.’ 
 
   Max grinned at me. I gave a weak smile back. I couldn’t believe I was letting this muscle head jock abuse my wife – and pimp her out as well. Not in a thousand years could I have seen this coming when we were standing at the alter only a few short days ago, in front of all of our friends and family. If only her dad could see her now, greedily tonguing the asshole of a stranger while following every command of a black man, whose huge cock was resting between her tits!
 
   Michael pushed his mate back, and Vincent did a step backwards. Jessica was freed from his grasp, and gasped for air. She barely got any time to breathe though, as Michael’s fingers wrapped around her throat and forced his big black cock into her open mouth. 
 
   He thrust his hips up, forcing every inch of his manhood into her mouth. Jessica gagged and struggled, but Michael hold was unrelenting.
 
   ‘Take it all, you slut! Take it!’ He said.
 
   I did not think it possible, but Michael managed to fit all ten inches of his gargantuan member into her mouth and down her throat. When the tip of her nose reached his pubic bone, he let his grasp go.
 
   Jessica fell backwards, coughing and gagging. Saliva dripped down her chin, and she wiped the mouth with the back of her hand.  
 
   Vincent grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up as if she were as light as a feather. He threw her over his shoulder, so her ass was next to his face. His free hand spanked her ass hard, until it was red, and the imprint of his hand was clearly visible. Jessica shrieked with every slap, though I could not detect if it was from pain or pleasure.
 
   He carried her over to Max. ‘Check out this sweet little fuck-hole,’ he said lecherously.
 
   ‘Here, have a feel.’ He offered my sweet young wife to this old man as if she were a piece of meat. 
 
   Max wasted no time stuffing his grubby fingers into my wife’s sweet honey pot. I saw her eyes widen as his fingers invaded her most private place. Instead of horror, or disgust, her face showed pleasure, her brown eyes rolling to the back of her head. 
 
   ‘Bring that whore back over here, I’m going to wreck that pussy,’ Michael commanded as he grabbed his cock by the shaft.
 
   Vincent followed his command, carrying Jessica over to him. I could see her juices glistening on Max’s hand. Vincent unceremoniously dumped her on the bench, and she let out a yelp as she fell on her back on the hard wood.
 
   Michael grabbed her ankles and spread her legs far apart, opening her legs for him. He moved in closer, grabbing his cock by the base and rubbing it up and down her dripping wet slit. 
 
   I got up from my place to get a better look. I was about to watch a big black cock tear my wife’s pussy apart. My head was dizzy with lust and jealously.
 
   ‘You want this cock?’ Michael asked in his deep, dark voice.
 
   Jessica nodded.
 
   ‘Tell him,’ he said, nodding towards me.
 
   Jessica looked at him quizzically, furrowing her brow.
 
   How did he …?
 
   ‘Tell your husband you want my big black dick to fill your married pussy up!’ Michael said, the head of his thick cock flicking against her clit. 
 
   A moan escaped Jessica’s lips as she felt his throbbing member against her glistening wet pussy. 
 
   ‘What are you on about?’ She asked between moans. ‘He’s just some guy … ‘
 
   ‘You think I’m stupid? You’re both wearing wedding rings, you goddamn lovebirds, and if that wasn’t enough of a tell I’ve seen the little glances you’ve been exchanging since you moment you waggled that sweet ass inside of here.’
 
   A lump formed in my throat as I felt Vincent and Max’s stares descent down on top of me. Vincent let out a harsh, bellowing laugh, and I saw Max had a shit-eating grin on his face as he smelled my wife’s lingering scent on his hand.
 
   ‘Now, tell your husband you want my big black dick to fill your married pussy up!’ 
 
   My wife looked me in the eye. I saw a fire burning in her eyes, and I barely recognized her. 
 
   ‘Sorry baby … ‘ she said, each word rolling slowly off her tongue. ‘But right now, I need Michael to fill my married pussy up with that big black fucking cock of his. I need him to fill me with all his cum. I need to be his whore right now. You understand, right baby?’ 
 
   My face turned all shades of red and my body remained frozen. I wanted to stop them, to yell, to fight, but I could not do anything except stroke my own hard rock as my eyes were glued on Michael’s black cock, pushing up against my bride’s wet cunt.
 
   ‘He understands,’ Michael said, pushing the head of his cock into her wanton pussy.
 
   ‘Ooohhhhhhhhhhh yeeeeeaaahhhhhh,’ Jessica groaned out in lust.
 
   ‘FFFFFFffff it’s so biggggggg,’ she moaned as Michael filled her white, married pussy up, inch-by-inch.
 
   Vincent meanwhile was not content waiting his turn, and stood next to her face. 
 
   ‘Suck on this, whore,’ he said. ‘Let your husband see how well you take two cocks at the same time.’
 
   Jessica opened her mouth open wide and Vincent slid his member into her mouth. 
 
   Marcus had by now stuffed half of his fat cock into my sweet bride. 
 
   ‘She’s one tight little whore,’ he grunted. ‘I bet she’s never taken such a big dick before. Don’t worry though, after I’m done with her, she’ll be a bona-fide slut,’ he laughed at me.
 
   Marcus pulled back before thrusting forward, again and again. With each thrust, more and more of his black cock filled up Jessica’s pussy. I saw her cunt was stretched out to the max, as Michael’s cock could only fit barely inside of her. Jessica was moaning with Vincent’s working his cock in and out of her mouth, brutally face fucking her. 
 
   As I helplessly watched my wife being torn apart by these two sexual demigods, Max joined my side. ‘Don’t worry about it too much,’ he said, slapping me on the back. ‘These things happen, just let it ran its course.’
 
   Easy for you to say, I thought. It’s not your wife that’s getting royally fucked by two virile studs. 
 
   Michael kept pounding into her, thrust after thrust, and her entire body jiggled lewdly with each thrust of his hips. 
 
   ‘Here it comes, white boy,’ he said to me. ‘Pay attention, this is what I do to white bitches!’ 
 
   He grabbed each of her tits and twisted them roughly. Jessica screams were muffled by Vincent’s cock down her throat. Michael pulled all the way back before slamming his entire ten inches into my wife.
 
   The sounds flesh pounding against flesh filled the room, and the scent of sex permeated the room.
 
   ‘Here it comes bitch! Take all of it! Yeah!’ Michael groaned through his teeth. ‘I’m going to fill your white bitch up!’ He said, taunting me. ‘I hope you like creampies, white boy.’
 
   I remained frozen, helpless. All I could do was jack off. 
 
   Michael slammed into her, again, and again. I knew at that moment our sex life would never be the same again – how could I ever satisfy her after this?
 
   Jessica was going crazy, writhing in pleasure as she was sexually assaulted by the two jocks.
 
   Michael gave his mate a shove. ‘Back off man, I want to hear this white bitch beg for my seed.’
 
   Vincent followed his friend’s command. It was clear Michael was in charge. Vincent’s cock left my wife’s mouth with an audible plop – it was clear she was sucking hard on his shaft.
 
   Michael wrapped one hand around her throat and forced her to make eye-contact with him.
 
   ‘Look at me bitch,’ he demanded. ‘Are you on any protection?’
 
   Jessica’s eyes were glazed over due to lust, but she had the clarity of mind to shake her head no. 
 
   Thank God, I thought to myself. At least she has some wits to her. She wasn’t on any birth control, as we planned to start a family after our marriage. 
 
   ‘Good,’ Michael said in his dark voice. ‘Do you want me to cum inside of you? Do you want my black seed in your fertile womb?’
 
   Jessica frowned, bit her bottom lip ... and then nodded her head yes. 
 
   What?! 
 
   ‘Say it, slut!’ Michael demanded as his hips slammed into hers. ‘Say! – It! – Beg! – For! – My! – Cum!’ With each thrust he bellowed out his command. 
 
   ‘Oh god – oh god – yes – please – yes – cum in me – fuck – give me – oh! – give me – a black baby!’ Jessica cried out. 
 
   My face turned white as my stomach did summersaults – what was happening to my sweet bride?!
 
   ‘Here it comes bitch! Oh! Oh! YES! GET READY! YESSSS!!’ Michael groaned out loud. He gave one hard, final last thrust before unleashing his cum inside her unprotected womb. His whole body shook as he shot rope after rope of his virile studly cum into her.
 
   ‘Yes – yes – yes – oh I feel it – I feel your cum filling me ... oh yeah ...’ my wife moaned as she pushed her hips upwards at Michael, eager for every single drop of his seed. 
 
   My mind went blank, and I had to sit down. I put my head between my hands as I tried to make sense of the situation – how on God’s green earth did I let this happen?
 
   I looked up in time to see Michael pull all ten inches of his massive black pole out of my wife. Immediately as he pulled out, pearly white cum came gushing out of her pussy, dripping down the bench. My stomach flipped over – again. 
 
   ‘She’s all yours men,’ Michael told Vincent and Max. ‘I’m heading to the showers.’
 
   Michael walked over to me and slapped me on the back. ‘Thanks for your wifey, white boy. She’s a keeper!’ He said with a cruel laugh. ‘If she needs any more black dick, send her over to the 5th floor – plenty of black guys willing to fill her up, send her home with a little black boy in that oven of hers ...’ 
 
   My torture was not over yet, as the moment Michael left the room Vincent inserted his long thick cock into my wife. He fucked her hard and fast, and within a minute he added his load to Michaels.
 
   When he left, Max was the only one left. He looked at me apologetically. ‘Sorry man, this pussy is too good to pass up though,’ he said as his thick prick slid into my wife’s well creamed pussy.
 
   Jessica did not seem to mind or care – her eyes were closed, a permanent, sinful smile plastered on her lips. Max took his time, favoring every moment fucking such a young and willing beauty. He too shot his load in my wife’s well used cunt.  
 
   After he had left the room, I managed to find my wits again. What if the hotel staff found us like this? I tried talking to Jessica, but she was out of it, she was literally in a fuck-induced coma. 
 
   I wrapped her in her towel and carried her out of there, to the glass elevator. I did not know what locker she had used, as they had numeric locks, so I could not get clothes, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to leave her there like this.
 
   Luckily there was no one in the hallway, and we were quickly in the glass elevator going up. The night had set, and the island was dark – except for our very well lit elevator. I suddenly realized everyone at the bottom floor could look up and get a clear view of her freshly fucked cunt. 
 
   I couldn’t help but look, and I saw thick globs of cum dripping down her thighs. Her pussy itself was a mess – red and swollen, with seed still sipping out. 
 
   When we got to our floor, I carried her into our room. I laid her down on our bed and she continued sleeping. I fixed myself a very strong drink. After downing three whiskey’s, I walked back to our bedroom. 
 
   This was not how I imagined our first day of our honeymoon to go down, I thought to myself as I took in the sight of my fresh bride laying sprawled out on the bed. Her tits were red and bruised, as was her neck and ass. Cum stains had formed around her thighs. 
 
   I realized I still loved her, with all my heart, and that our life was never going to be the same again. I got in bed next to her, and snuggled up against her. I couldn’t resist touching her pussy – and I found it still dripping wet with juices. Overcome with lust, I slid my own hard cock inside of her. I could barely feel anything – her pussy was gaping open and slick with juices and cum. Still, I was incredibly horny, and within a minute I added my load to the three strangers. 
 
   As I felt my orgasm slip away, I too fell into a deep slumber. I wondered what else this honeymoon would have in store for us …
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