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  Preface


   


  This box set contains four wife sharing stories — over 30.000 words of wife sharing goodness!


   


  Hotel Hotwife


  You never thought it would actually happen...but a chance encounter with a perfect stranger changes everything. Mark and Kim are a normal couple, with one big secret: They love fantasizing about other men having their way with Kim. However, they'd never actually act on it... until they meet a tall and dark stranger at a hotel bar who is more than willing to take Kim hard and without protection. Will things ever be the same again after one weekend with a perfect stranger?


   


  The Audition


  Your wife auditions for a rap music video.. what could go wrong? Marcus King is a black superstar, the biggest rapper in the game. When Jeff sees that the black stud is having open auditions for his next video, he convinces his wife to try out. What the young & naive couple don't know is that Marcus has a taste for white, married women.. and that he's more than willing to share them with his whole crew.


   


  The Fantasy Fair


  The king takes an interest in your wife... harmless, right? Rick is dragged to a Renaissance fair by his wife Jillian. Her dominant, older boss Alex rented out a giant castle at the fair for this year's work retreat, and the man crowns himself king. And a king needs a queen.. and who better than his secretary, Jillian? When Rick tries to stop his wife's boss, he only makes things worse, and he's made to watch his wife perform with the king... and all his soldiers!


   


  The Cabin


  Three hunters & one curious wife... what could go wrong? Wes is out hiking in Oregon with his beautiful wife, Ruby, when a sudden storm takes them by surprise. They seek shelter in cabin in the woods, one that is occupied by three well-built hunters. The husband offers the trio a photo shoot with his wife, to repay their kindness and hospitality, and the men gladly accept... and Wes will end up photographing a lot more than he expected!
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  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Hotel Hotwife


  Chapter 1


   


  I approached our hotel room with my heart beating so fast I was afraid it was going to burst right out of my ribcage. My mind ran wild with thoughts as I imagined what my wife and that handsome stranger were getting up to without me.


   


  I grabbed the handle of the door, but just when I was about to turn it, a sound froze me dead in my tracks.


   


  A moan.


   


  I held my breath, waiting. Every second felt like an eternity.


   


  Another moan — louder this time.


   


  Ever so slowly I opened the door, not wanting to draw any attention to myself. The moment I did so, the familiar sounds of rough, hard fucking greeted me.


   


  SLAP SLAP SLAP


   


  My lovely, innocent, curvy, beautiful wife was on her hands and knees on our bed, wearing nothing but lingerie, as the hotel-bar stranger pounded her from behind.


   


  My dream had finally come true.


   


  My Kim was a hotwife!


   


  * * *


   


  Only a few hours earlier…


   


  “What about him?” I said, pointing to the good-looking waiter.


   


  “Stop it,” Kim laughed, resting her hand on my arm. “You know I only want you,” she said, softly squeezing me.


   


  “I know,” I answered with a smile. “Doesn’t we can’t have fun. We’re here on vacation, hundreds of miles from home, no one knows who we are…”


   


  “Don’t tempt me,” Kim warned me, “before I do something you’ll regret!”


   


  “Try me,” I smirked.


   


  This was one of our favorite games. When we were out of town, I’d point out all the hot men my buxom wife could easily seduce if she so wanted. She’d always laugh and tell me to stop, and remind me that she only ever wanted me… however, this always led to some amazing sex later, so I hadn’t given up on turning my prim and proper housewife into a bona fide hotwife quite yet.


   


  And that’s when he walked in.


   


  The stranger that would fuck my wife.


   


  He looked like he walk straight out of a fashion catalog, with broad shoulders and an immaculate jawline. His dark hair was tussled nonchalantly, and his piercing grey eyes caught my attention the moment he strode into the room.


   


  “What about him?” I asked, nudging Kim’s elbow.


   


  She turned her head and I heard her gasp. Her eyes followed him as he walked towards the bar and ordered a drink. My wife’s eyes twinkled naughtily as she took a sip of her bloody mary.


   


  “I know that look,” I said.


   


  “I only want you,” she repeated, but this time, with much less conviction.


   


  “Uh-huh. I’ll go introduce myself then, if you don’t mind.”


   


  “You wouldn’t dare,” Kim said. Her voice protested, but her eyes egged me on.


   


  “Watch me.”


   


  I strode towards the bar with my heart thumping like mad, my palms instantly slicked. I took my place at the bar next to the tall and dark stranger, and struck up a conversation. He told me he was in town for a meeting, and had nothing else to do tonight. I invited him over to our table, and he graciously accepted.


   


  My wife’s bright blue eyes were open wide with shock when I came back from the bar with the mysterious stranger in tow. I don’t think she thought I’d really go through with my scheme, but the night’s drink had given me a surprising amount of confidence.


   


  “Kim, I’d like you to meet Ray. Ray, this is Kim.”


   


  “Pleasure to meet you,” he said as he pulled up a seat next to her.


   


  She kicked me under the table, but her wide smile didn’t waver for a minute. Besides being ridiculously good looking, Ray turned out to be a wonderful conversationalist, and the hours passed quickly.


   


  As we knocked back one cocktail after the other, my proper Kim started getting bolder and bolder with her flirting. She laughed at all Ray’s jokes, touching his broad arms every time she did so. I had to pinch myself to see if I was dreaming. These kind of serendipitous meetings only happened in movies, not in real life.


   


  “It’s getting late,” Ray said. “I think the bar is about to close.”


   


  “We have some wine in our room,” Kim said, a drunk smile on her face. “Want to have one last night cap with us?”


   


  I could barely contain my excitement, even though I still wasn’t sure what, if anything, would happen. Did my honest and naive housewife just really invite a stranger up to our room?!


   


  Ray turned to me for approval, raising his eyebrows, and I swiftly nodded. “Sounds good to me. I’ll go ahead and take care of our tab. Could you help Kim up to our room? I think she may have had a little too much to drink.”


   


  “Of course,” Ray answered as he helped my wife out of her seat. She wrapped one hand around his waist, resting against him with her full weight. She had a cheeky smile plastered on her face, and I knew exactly what she was doing. She wasn’t actually drunk. This was a ploy so she could feel Ray’s rock-hard muscles.


   


  I watched them leave, Ray’s arm wrapped my wife’s frame, while she rested his head on his shoulder. Paying the tab took quite a while as the bar was closing and everyone had to pay at the same time. I let the other patrons cut in line in front of me, all the while my heart was racing like mad. Every second that I spent waiting at the bar was one second longer Ray was all alone with my intoxicated and horny wife…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  After I paid our tab I took the stairs up to our room, the thumping of my heart growing louder and louder, until it was all I could hear. I approached our room cautiously, not wanting to disturb anything that could possibly be in progress.


   


  And then I heard it.


   


  A soft, faint whimper. I froze in my tracks, not even daring to breathe, my ears glued to the door.


   


  Ohhhh.


   


  My pulse shot through the roof and my hand grabbed the handle so tightly my knuckles went white. I turned it as slowly as I could, afraid that the slightest sound might ruin what was happening on the other side of the door.


   


  I slipped inside, and the all too familiar sounds of lovemaking greeted me.


   


  SLAP SLAP SLAP


   


  My Kim was on her hands and knees on the King-sized bed, wearing nothing but her see-trough black lingerie. I’d bought that very set for her for our anniversary. Standing behind her, with his pants around his ankles and his large, uncut cock inside my wife, was Ray. His strong hands held her round cheeks tightly as he pounded his member into her – without protection.


   


  “Ohh yess,” Kim hissed. “Fuck me!”


   


  Ray smacked her ass for good measure as he jack-hammered himself into her. Neither of them knew I was there, watching the action, a witness to my wife straying for the first time.


   


  I wondered how this came to be. Had Ray pushed my wife on the bed the moment they walked in the room, ripped her clothes off and pushed his massive cock into her? Or had my Kim seduced him by stripping down to her lingerie?


   


  I stood with my back against the wall, my cock pulsing with blood, my eyes glued to the wanton spectacle in front of me. I’d hoped that this would happen, but I honestly never expected that my fantasy would come true. Kim was the kindest, sweetest girl I’d ever met. Completely loyal and dedicated to me in every way. That’s why the thought of her desiring another man was the most powerful aphrodisiac to me. She’d have to be completely and totally consumed by lust to ever stray…


   


  Ray took a step backwards, and his massive cock slid out of my wife’s dripping wet pussy. His broad chest glistened with sweat – like my wife’s cunt glistened with their mixed juices. He wiped his brow with the back of his arm while he took a few deep breaths.


   


  Kim looked at him from over her shoulder with a crooked, sexy grin. She lewdly bit her bottom lip as her eyes drank in the sight of Ray’s gigantic cock.


   


  It bobbed up and down his legs like a predator, every bit as impressive as he was. He was twice my size and thrice my thickness, and strangely enough, that only turned me on more. I was glad my Kim was finally getting a good and proper fuck. A huge, throbbing vein ran up the length, starting at the base and coiling up to the purple, bulbous head that shimmered in the light, dripping with my wife’s juices.


   


  Kim hopped up and pushed Ray down onto the bed aggressively. She kneeled down and wrapped her lips around his cock, tasting herself on his cock. I could barely believe it – Kim rarely, if ever, did that with me, yet there she was, licking her own pussy juice of Ray’s thick cock. Lucky bastard!


   


  She then climbed on top of him, lowering her quivering pussy down on his massive cock. Her hands encircled his base as she placed the tip at her entrance and slid down, inch-by-inch, until he had completely filled her. She then placed her hands on his bare chest, her nails scraping his pecs as she rode him.


   


  “Oh fuck,” she groaned. “You’re so fucking big, Ray!”


   


  I inhaled shapely, and that caused my wife to turn her head. We made eye-contact, and for a second, she completely froze. I registered a myriad of emotions on her face all at once: shock, surprise, shame, guilt and unaltered arousal. When she noticed I was rubbing the bulge in my pants as I watched her fuck this hotel stranger, her lust won out. She flashed me a sinful grin as she moved her hips again, sliding down once more on that fat pole, moaning excessively for my enjoyment.


   


  “Ohhhh yessss,” she groaned. “Fuck me Ray, I need you to FUCK me! I haven’t been really FUCKED in so long!”


   


  Ray, who was still unaware of my presence, grabbed my wife’s round ass with two hands and started really pounding into her, rhythmically slamming every last inch of his cock into her wet pussy.


   


  “Yes! Yes! YES! That’s it, baby! Punish me! Punish my slutty, married pussy! Oh fuck Ray, give it to me, give me every last fucking inch!”


   


  I took a step closer, and Ray saw me, stopping mid-thrust. He looked panicked, as I’m sure he was afraid I, the jealous husband, was about to go ballistic on his ass.


   


  “It’s okay,” Kim assured him. “It’s what he wants. He wants me to get fucked by bigger and better cock. He wants his wife to be a slut for big cocks. He’s begged me for years to fuck someone else. Isn’t that right, honey?”


   


  My wife turned to me, a wicked smile on her face. “Tell him it’s what you want. Tell him you want me to get fucked by a real cock, like only he has. Tell him you can’t properly satisfy me. Tell him this is what you want!”


   


  I stood there absolutely still, at a loss for words. The drink and arousal had unleashed a whole new and very vocal side to my wife. I didn’t think she had it in her. Still looking straight at me she started moving her hips, Ray’s cock slipping back into her cheating cunt.


   


  “OHHH YESSS,” she moaned. “I love his BIG cock, baby! I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be proper fucked!”


   


  Ray relaxed somewhat, but he was still a little on edge, staring right at me.


   


  “I-I-it’s okay,” I stammered. “It’s alright.”


   


  He raised his eyebrows in disbelief. After all, it’s not everyday that a guy tells you it’s okay that you’re fucking his wife.


   


  Kim leaned down and kissed him, slipping her tongue into his mouth as she rode him. He kissed her back, wrapping his arms around her waist as he picked up his pace and started pounding into her again, my permission putting him back at ease.


   


  I heard them whisper to each other, unable to overhear them over the sound her ass slamming down on his cock, my curiosity skyrocketing.


   


  “No way,” Ray suddenly said out loud. “That’s impossible.”


   


  “It’s true!” My wife giggled. “Half your size, at least.”


   


  She looked over her shoulder at me, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Show him your cock, baby. Show Ray how small you are. He doesn’t believe cocks can be so little!”


   


  My mouth was dry as I fumbled with my zipper, my hands trembling with excitement. Even though I was mentally extremely aroused, surprisingly enough my cock was still flaccid. I pulled down my pants and showed it go Ray and Kim, and the handsome stranger couldn’t suppress a deriding snort.


   


  “Shit, you’re right,” he said, his voice betraying surprise. “What a useless little thing.”


   


  “I know, right?” Kim said, smiling at me. “His cock is utterly useless. He doesn’t have what it takes. That’s why I need your big fucking cock inside of me.” She reached back and cradled his balls in the palm of her hand. “See, even your balls are bigger than his cock,” she giggled.


   


  I couldn’t help but masturbate, their cruel words fueling my erection. I reveled in the humiliation, my deepest fantasy coming true.


   


  “See, he’s playing with it,” Kim snorted. “Jack that little thing, hubby!”


   


  “Fuck, you’re one kinky bitch,” Ray said.


   


  “Damn right I am,” Kim snarled. “Now fill me up with your cum!”


   


  Ray picked up his pace and pounded my wife as she massaged his balls and taint, coaxing his cum out. Kim egged him, begging for his cum, and he quickly went over the edge, filling her with his potent seed.


   


  “Fuck yes! I feel it! Fill me baby! Give it to me!”


   


  When Kim lifted herself off his member his cum dripped out her cunt, long, white, gooey strands smearing the sheets. “That’s your side of the bed,” she said to me as she wiped the cum off her legs with one of my good shirts.


   


  She then turned to Ray. “What are you still here for?” She said.


   


  I have no idea where this aggressive and dominant side of my wife has been for the last few years, but I was absolutely loving it!


   


  Ray left, but not before giving my wife his phone number.


   


  With him gone I wanted to reclaim my wife… but unfortunately for me, Kim had different ideas. I grabbed her hips, but she stopped me.


   


  “I’m sore, baby,” she said. “Maybe after you lick me.”


   


  I barely believed what I was hearing. After watching my wife with a stranger, eating a load out of her fucked cunt was my other major fantasy…


   


  I crawled between her legs, kissing my way down. She opened her thighs up wide for me, and the potent smell of another man’s cum hit me like a brick wall. I could practically already taste the bitter, creamy load on my tongue… and my mouth started to water.


   


  “Tell me what happened,” I said as I kissed her inner thigh, getting closer and closer to the prize. “Tell me everything. What did I miss?”


   


  “Mmmm… I took Ray to our room and I went to the bathroom and stripped right down to my lingerie… mmm yes, right there baby… oh fuck lick my clit… oh yes… I was only planning to dance a little for him… I wanted you to walk in while I was giving him a lapdance, rile you up a bit… nothing more, really… oh yes, how do I taste, baby?”


   


  “Fucking amazing,” I growled into her sloppy pussy as I licked her with long strokes.


   


  “Mhmmm… you should have seen the look on his face, baby… he was stunned… couldn’t believe it… he even tried to leave, afraid you would kick his ass, but I pushed him down on the bed and parked my ass right in his lap… can you believe that, baby? Your proper wifey pushing a stranger down so she could feel his hard cock through his pants?”


   


  “Mmmhm,” I said, my voice muffled.


   


  “Oh fuck, that’s it, lick my clit, suck on it,” she said as she grabbed my hair and held my head down. “Ahh yes! I ground myself against him, feeling his cock grow… and it was just so fucking big, I couldn’t believe it… his hands started groping me, and before I knew it he was kneading my tits and kissing my neck, and next thing his hands were inside my knickers, fingers-deep inside my wet cunt… my slutty, cheating, cum-filled cunt…”


   


  “Go on,” I begged.


   


  “Mmm.. He then threw me on the bed and yanked my panties down and then he was suddenly inside of me, stretching me, filling me… I didn’t think about using a condom or anything… it felt so good have another bare cock inside of me…”


   


  I flicked my tongue against her swollen clit, bringing my wife closer and closer to orgasm.


   


  “I lost all control, and it felt so good, honey… if I had known how good it was, I’d have cheated on you a lot sooner.”


   


  My cock sprang to full attention at those words, my mouth doubling down on her sloppy, wet pussy.


   


  “Mmm… ohhh… then I saw you and… I just felt this… power… run through me… I realized I controlled you both… my pussy controlled you and Ray… and I gave you what you want… right?”


   


  “Right,” I said. “Absolutely.”


   


  “You’re such a good husband,” she moaned. “Cleaning my sloppy pussy… I can’t wait what the girls at the country club will say when I tell them I finally gave you the creampie you’ve always wanted.”


   


  I froze. “You’ll tell them? Wait, they knew about that?”


   


  “Of course,” Kim giggled. “We tell each other everything. Don’t look so surprised. Beth’s husband likes to be pegged, and Marnie’s husband can only get off when he’s sucking on her toes… you’re hardly the talk of the town, hun.”


   


  I could already feel my heart palpitate as I thought about facing my wife’s friends. The thought of them laughing at me behind my back only made me harder.


   


  I re-doubled my efforts, and soon my wife was bucking against me as I brought her to orgasm. I quickly sat up and slid my hard cock into her. She kissed me passionately, our tongues intertwining as I fucked her with a frenzy.


   


  My orgasm came all too soon, the pure eroticism overwhelming all my senses. I came harder than I’ve ever had before — my vision was reduced to black spots as my entire body trembled. I collapsed on top of my wife, and that’s how we slept, entwined and exhausted, knowing that this was only the beginning of our vacation…


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  Kim and I talked the night’s event over the next morning — and soon we were fucking again, with her on top as she whispered how much she loved Ray’s big fat cock into my ear, promising me she was going to spend the rest of our vacation sucking him completely dry.


   


  We were both absolutely consumed by lust, and we fucked three more times that afternoon before we finally made it out of our hotel room. It felt like we were teenagers again, as her pussy was permanently soaked, and my cock was as hard as a rock all day long. We couldn’t stop touching each other, not even in public, and we attracted quite a few disapproving stares from the other guests as we kissed passionately without a care in the world in the lobby.


   


  We both knew it was only a matter of time before Ray would dump another load inside of her. That evening we went up to his room after dinner, and I knocked on his door.


   


  He opened quickly, not surprised to see us in the slightest.


   


  “Back for more, huh?” He said, crassly grabbing his crotch.


   


  This time he was definitely cockier. Having fucked a man’s wife in front of him inflated his ego, and how he was more than ready to play the part of the stud.


   


  Kim walked in, brushing past him, and I followed suit.


   


  “Take off my pants,” Ray said to me. “I need to know you’re cool with this… so I want you to take out my cock.”


   


  I looked up at him in shock. His attitude came out of left-field for me, but Kim was smiling broadly. “Excellent idea. Go ahead, hubby,” she waved her hand at me. “Take out the big man’s penis.”


   


  Utterly humiliated I unbuckled and unzipped Ray’s pants. With trembling hands I pulled his pants and boxers down and his big cock sprang out, brushing against me, his pre-cum leaving a stain on my good shirt.


   


  “I want to see you hold it,” Kim said, her words making my blood run cold. “I want you to know what it feels like to hold such a big cock.”


   


  It wasn’t a question — it was a command.


   


  I didn’t dare to make eye contact with either of them as I obediently wrapped my fingers around his thick pole. His skin was hot, and his cock felt heavy in the palm of my hand.


   


  “Fuck, you’ve got your bitch trained well,” Ray said, adding to my humiliation. “That’s it, pump that cock, you limp-dicked faggot.”


   


  With my cheeks burning bright red I masturbated the stranger, staring at the massive cock in my hands.


   


  “Kneel down,” he said. “Let’s see if you suck cock as good as your wife.”


   


  With my body trembling from excitement I knelt down on the cold floor, my face only a few inches from Ray’s massive cockmeat, the thick pole swinging in front of me.


   


  Kim stood next to Ray, her cheeks rosy with arousal as she watched me give in with a huge grin fixed permanently on her beautiful face. She grabbed the base of Ray’s cock and pumped it a few times, a big drop of pre-cum appearing at his slit.


   


  Involuntarily I licked my lips in anticipation.


   


  “Open up,” he said. Without thinking about it, I opened my mouth wide and stretched out my tongue.


   


  My wife smacked the big, purple head of his cock against my tongue, squealing with glee as she spread Ray’s juices on my face. “Fuck, this is so hot,” she breathed. “You look great with a big cock in your mouth, honey.”


   


  Kim’s words spurred me on. Never in a million years would I ever have thought I’d suck a cock, let alone while my wife jerked it off and told me what a good little cocksucker I was, but this vacation was full of surprises! I wrapped my lips around the enticing head and took Ray’s length as far down my throat as it would go. My tongue licked all over the head as I bobbed up and down.


   


  “Ah fuck,” Ray groaned as he grabbed a fistful of my air. “Your man’s a natural born cocksucker.”


   


  Kim looked straight at me, a crazed and horny look in her eyes. Her hand worked Ray’s shaft as I licked the head. “Suck that cock, baby,” she hissed. “You love sucking dick, don’t you?”


   


  I nodded, my moans muffled by Ray’s cock. To my own surprise I took to submitting to an alpha male like a fish takes to water, and I sucked on his cock like a man lost in a desert guzzled on a bottle of water.


   


  From the corner of my eye I saw his hand was up the back of Kim’s dress, the rhythmic movement of his arm betraying the fact that he had two fingers knuckles-deep inside of her.


   


  “Fuck, I’m going to fucking blow,” Ray grunted when I grabbed his ballsack and kneaded them gently in the palm of my hand. “This is fucking crazy!”


   


  “Do it,” Kim hissed, jerking Ray off into my mouth with her two hands. “Cum in his mouth!”


   


  “Here it comes! Ah, fuck! Swallow my load, you cocksucker! Ahhh!”


   


  The first blast of Ray’s cum hit the back of my throat like a cannon and instantly made me gag. The next salvo hit my cheeks, the warm, gooey liquid dripping down my face. I opened my mouth wide, trying to catch every salty drop in my mouth, but there was simply too much of it. I swallowed as fast as I could, the sweet taste strangely addictive, but there was so much, I couldn’t keep up.


   


  “Ohhh fuck,” Ray groaned as he coated my face with his load. “Take it, take it all, you cocksucker!”


   


  “Yes, yes, do it,” Kim egged him on as she jerked his shaft, coaxing every last drop out of him and into my waiting mouth. “You look so good with a load of fresh cum dripping down your face, darling. You’re a good little cumslut, aren’t you?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” I grunted, swallowing mouthfuls of delicious cum. I wrapped my lips around the purple head, sucking harder, wanting to taste every single last drop of his seed.


   


  Ray pulled his sensitive head out of my mouth and smacked it against my cheeks, rubbing his sticky, pungent seed all over my face. “Fuck,” he exhaled. “You’re telling me that’s the first cock he ever sucked?”


   


  Kim nodded while she laughed.


   


  “I don’t buy it,” Ray grinned. “You’re a fucking pro.”


   


  “Thank you,” I said, not sure if it was a compliment or not.


   


  “Go clean up, you’re dripping on the floor,” Ray said. “And then go get us some wine.”


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  I went to the bathroom to clean up. When I saw how I looked my heart leaped into my throat. I thought I had caught most of his load in my mouth, but I couldn’t be more wrong. Every inch of my face seemed to be covered in Ray’s sweet and sticky load, big drops of it sliding down my cheeks and bungling down my chin.


   


  I cleaned up as best I could, but getting it out of my hair was an almost herculean task. I vowed to be more precise in delivering facials in the future, for now I understood my wife’s plight! All the while I heard laughter coming from Ray’s bedroom, and I was dying to see what I was missing out on.


   


  “What kind of wine do you want?” I asked as I walked back into the room, finding my wife straddling Ray’s lap on his king-sized bed. He was completely naked while she still had her dress on, his hands slid underneath, exploring her body. His cock stood at full mast, pressing against her ass.


   


  “The most expensive one,” he said as he waved me away. “Now fuck off.”


   


  I hurried downstairs, doing my best to conceal my painfully hard erection. The elevator down was tightly packed, just my luck. I tried to be casual, but I could still smell the poignant odor of Ray’s semen all around me, like a big cloud of cum that I was perpetually wading through. A few old timers gave me an odd look or two, but I re-assured myself that I was making it all up.


   


  I had to wait ten minutes at the bar, every single one feeling like a lifetime.


   


  “One bottle of your most expensive wine please,” I told the kid who came finally came up to help me. He couldn’t be a day over twenty, and he looked at me like I had just murdered his family.


   


  “Uhm, a-are you sure, sir?” He hesitated. “I don’t mean to.. Uhm.. That’s a $2000 bottle.”


   


  I winced. Who the hell drinks that stuff?!


   


  “Oh, urhm, well, something a little.. cheaper, then,” I said, my face turning a dark shade of red. “I don’t know. Just get me something.”


   


  “Okay, sir,” he answered, and he brought me a different bottle. I didn’t pay one lick of attention to his sales pitch on how and where they made the damn stuff. I wanted to get back upstairs as soon as humanly possible. He asked for my room number and I gave it to him.


   


  “Okay, I’ll charge the $600 to your room. Enjoy!” He said with a smile as he wondered off, leaving me stupefied. His idea of a cheaper bottle was a $600 one?! Begrudgingly I slinked back upstairs, several hundred dollars lighter.


   


  I stared at myself in the elevator mirror, and to my utter horror I saw I missed a spot. Below my ear there’s still a big, sticky drop of what is unmistakably Ray’s white seed. Oh my god, did everyone see that?! Is that why they all looked at me like that?!


   


  If I could sink through the floor, I would have.


   


  I quickly wiped it with the sleeve of my shirt, my face turning so red I’m almost purple.


   


  A young couple gets off the elevator on the same floor as me, and to my horror, they were headed down the same corridor as well. When I heard the sounds my heart leapt into my throat. My wife’s moans and grunts could be heard loud and clear, even in the hall.


   


  The couple in front of me giggled, and stopped right next to Ray’s room. Oh god, they’re in the room next to his. Looking down at the floor I walked straight up to Ray’s door… only to realize he never gave me his key. I knocked on his door, and I felt the stares of the couple burn into me.


   


  Ray and Kim didn’t hear me, of course.


   


  “Oh fuck, fuck me Ray!” My wife screamed. “Fuck me with that big cock! Oh yes!”


   


  I knocked again, louder this time, clutching the bottle of wine tightly.


   


  “She sounds a bit pre-occupied,” the smirking man next door told me.


   


  “Stop it,” his girlfriend laughed, but I could tell from the gleam in her eyes that she was mocking me as well. “Leave the poor man be.”


   


  “Have a good night,” he told me. “I know your wife already has.”


   


  I’m left at the door, absolutely deflated, and to my own surprise, my cock so hard it could cut diamonds. I knocked a third time, and to my great relief, Ray opened the door.


   


  He was naked as the day he was born, his muscled physique gleaming with a thin layer of sweat. My eyes are inexorably drawn to the big, white pole dangling between his legs. His cock was standing at full attention, coated with my wife’s juices. I glanced up and saw Kim was sitting on his bed on her knees, both of her hands gripping her cheeks and spreading her ass wide open.


   


  Her asshole was gaping, and I inhaled sharply as I realized Ray was in the middle of fucking my wife in the ass when I knocked.


   


  A snickering laugh drew my attention, and as I turned on my heels I saw the couple from next door walking past, their eyes lit up with derision as they saw everything.


   


  I quickly slammed the door shut, my heart leaping into my throat. I handed Ray the bottle of wine, but he didn’t even want it. “Put it over there,” he waved as he walked back to my wife, rubbing his cock. I realized I just spent six hundred dollars on a diversion, and he never even intended on drinking the damn thing.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 5


   


  Ray placed the big, bulbous head of his cock against my wife’s puckered asshole and slid it in with relative ease. I was left flabbergasted as he anally fucked her.


   


  I’d certainly never had the pleasure, despite my frequent and persistent requests. Ray, however, simply took it, seized the chance handed to him.. And now he was the first man to be be inside my wife’s ass.


   


  “Oh goddd,” Kim moaned, loud and prolonged, her face distorted with ecstasy. “It’s so fucking good!”


   


  I sat down in a chair in the corner of the room as Ray roughly took my wife, his big balls slapping against her wet cunt with every thrust. He smacked her round, white ass until it was burning brightly with his firm hand-print.


   


  “Come here,” my wife grunted through her clenched teeth. I went over, happy to be included… not knowing what she had in store for me.


   


  She kissed me roughly, her teeth grazing my bottom lip. She pushed me down on my back and climbed on top of me, as if we were about to 69. Before I had a chance to protest she sat right on my face, smothering me with her red-hot ass.


   


  “Lick my ass,” she groaned, grabbing a fistful of my hair. “Tongue me, baby.”


   


  Surprised, I did my best to follow her commands. I slid my tongue as far into her forbidden hole as it would go, the familiar taste of Ray’s cock on the tip of my tongue.


   


  “You’re right,” she grinned. “He does make a perfect ass-eater.”


   


  “Told you,” Ray said.


   


  Kim lifted her curvy arse from my face and I gasped for breath… when I felt something hard and wet slide across my forehead. I looked up to see Ray resting his giant cock on my face, the big bulbous head resting against my slack jaw.


   


  “How’s the view there?” He grinned as he slapped his cock against my lips. He grabbed a handful of my wife’s lovely ass and pushed his cock back into her well-licked ass.


   


  Kim moaned approvingly as the dark-haired stud filled her once more. The view that I had was almost indescribable. Mere inches from my face I saw my wife’s tight anus open up, the normally puckered ring swallowing inch-after-inch of Ray’s thick, wide cock.


   


  Her pussy quivered in excitement, her wet juices dripping down into my waiting mouth, while Ray’s balls brushed against me with every stroke, dragging them across my forehead.


   


  I ran my tongue up and down my wife’s slit, tasting her sweet juices. I flicked my tongue against her swollen clit as Ray fucked her ass, getting her closer and closer to orgasm.


   


  “Oh fuck, right there, right fucking there,” she groaned as I latched on. “Keep licking, keep licking, keep licking me baby, oh yes, oh yes, oh oh oh!” Her entire body trembled violently as she came, with Ray’s cock in her ass and my mouth on her clit. “Holy shit,” she breathed heavily. “That’s the best feeling I ever had!”


   


  “What about when I fill your ass with my cum?” Ray said with a thrust.


   


  “Oh god,” Kim groaned wantonly. “Yes, yes, yes, fill me baby, fill my ass, fill me with your seed, fill me up, pump me full!”


   


  I kept my eyes firmly on the prize, not leaving the view of her asshole being penetrated for a millisecond. I was unable to suppress the urge to lick Ray’s balls. The strong smell of his sweat aroused the desire in me, and I found myself coating his big, swinging balls with my saliva, licking them from the base of his cock all the way to his taint.


   


  “Oh yeah,” Ray grunted. “That’s it, lick my balls and ass while I cum inside your wife’s ass. Fuck, you’re one kinky motherfucker, Jim! Fuck! Here I come! UGH!”


   


  With my tongue lathering the underside of Ray’s massive balls he achieved his thundering orgasm. His balls jerked in my mouth as he pumped Kim’s ass full, one load of cum after another working it’s way through his big shaft to fill her dark, forbidden, virginal hole.


   


  “Ah yes,” he breathed, “yes yes yes!”


   


  I sucked his nuts into my mouth and let them out with a pop. He pulled his fat cock out of my wife’s ass, the purple head still dripping cum, a few drops hitting my face. I licked my lips, getting another taste of his seed. I was quickly acquiring a taste for the forbidden stuff.


   


  Kim’s ass was absolutely gaping, cum dripping out of her hole. She looked at me with a wicked grin over her shoulder… and then she sat up straight, once again smothering my face with her ass — only this time there was a hot, creamy load sliding out of her asshole and into my waiting mouth.


   


  I licked and sucked it and gobbled it all up, my tongue exploring every crevice, every last inch of her well-fucked, tasty hole. Kim tugged my pants down and engulfed my cock in her mouth, inhaling my entire length with ease.


   


  I came quickly, my body trembling fiercely as I fired my cum down her throat. My load was only a small drop compared to the gallon that Ray produced. Despite my orgasm my arousal didn’t waver for a moment, and I happily tongued her ass squeaky clean..


   


  Satisfied and absolutely spent, Kim rolled off of me and snuggled up to me. She kisses me passionately, our tongues exchanging, swapping the many juices in our mouths.


   


  Ray sat in his chair, drinking the $600 wine straight from the bottle. His cock was semi-hard, resting against his inner thigh. “Fuck, I don’t think I ever had sex as good as this,” he said with a guilty smirk. “You two done ruined me.”


   


  “We can say the same thing,” Kim said with a wide smile. “We usually don’t do this”


   


  “Could have fooled me,” Ray grinned. “Something tells me it won’t be the last time.”


   


  I licked my lips, the forbidden taste of Kim and Ray still fresh in my mouth. His words excited me, and I knew he was right.


   


  This was only the beginning.


   


  Ray excused himself and headed to the shower.


   


  “How do you feel?” My wife asked me. “Did you enjoy that?”


   


  “Hell yeah,” I answered. “That was crazy. Did you like it?”


   


  “Do you even have to ask?” Kim laughed. “I loved every second of it. I’ve never felt so liberated.”


   


  “So.. What’s next?” I asked.


   


  “Honestly?” She said with a naughty gleam in her eyes. “I want to join him in the shower for another round.”


   


  “You’re insatiable,” I said, but my cock lurched to attention right away. This didn’t escape my wife’s attention.


   


  “You don’t mind, do you?” She whispered. “You don’t mind waiting out here, all alone, playing with yourself while your wifey goes and gets a big, hard dick and rides it hard, when all you can do is listen..”


   


  My cock shot straight up, giving my wife the answer she needed.


   


  “Thanks,” she smirked as she got up and rushed towards the bathroom, locking the door behind her. A minute later I heard the familiar sound of two bodies moving in unison, and Kim’s loud, wanton cries.


   


  I rested on the bed, playing with myself, keeping myself on edge. Twenty minutes later they walked out of the bathroom.


   


  “You’re still here?” Kim said, half-joking, half-not. “I decided to spend the night with Ray.. You can go back to our room. I’ll see you tomorrow. ”


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat. “O-okay,” I stammered as she ushered me out of the door, slamming it in my face. Defeated and emasculated, I went back to my room, where I spent a lonely night, tossing and turning, at the same time painfully erect as I imagined all the depraved things Ray was doing to my wife. I masturbated over six times that night alone, until I shot nothing but air.


   


  When Kim walked into my room the next morning at 9 am, I saw that she hadn’t had a lick of sleep all night.. And from her wide, satisfied grin, I knew this was only the beginning of a whole new life for us.


   


  I guess it’s true what they say.. Be careful what you wish for.. You just might get it!


   


  * * *


  The Audition


  Chapter 1


   


  Jeff


   


  The deep, booming music reverberates inside my chest, but even that can’t drown out the sound of my thumping heart as I watch my lovely wife gyrate her hips in Marcus King’s living room, wearing nothing but a tight booty-short and an equally skimpy top.


   


  She sways her curvy body to the hypnotic bass, while King watches approvingly, lewdly licking his dark, full lips. The tight booty-shorts my wife is wearing leave very little to the imagination, but even that is not enough for the hungry ebony star.


   


  “Turn around, let me see you work that ass,” King says. “Slide them shorts down yo’ hips, girl.”


   


  Roxy looks at me over her shoulder, her bright blue eyes burning with desire. My mouth dries up as she hooks her thumbs into her waistband… and slowly slides her shorts down her round, lovely hips. It had been my idea — Roxy loves to dance, and I’m a big fan of King — but as I watch the black star reach out and slap my wife’s barely covered ass, I start to wonder where this will end…


   


  * * *


   


  Roxy


   


  “That’s right, show me that ass, girl.”


   


  King’s words spur me on, his deep voice leaving absolutely no room for doubt. I look at my husband over my shoulder, my thumbs hooked into my shorts, my pulse skyrocketing. I want to do nothing more than slide them down my round, curvy hips and show King my pale cheeks… but first, I look at my husband for approval.


   


  The hungry look in Jeff’s eyes send a chill down my spine, and I see he is as eager for me to continue as I am. I flash him a devilish smile as I bend over at the waist and yank my shorts down to my ankles.


   


  “Nice,” King says, and a moment later my behind stings as he delivers an open-handed slap on my nearly naked ass. A wanton groan involuntarily escapes my lips, my hard nipples poking through my sheer, white top. I glance back to see Marcus sprawled out on the couch, and my eyes are inadvertently drawn to the giant bulge in his pants.


   


  “Come give me a lap dance,” he demands, patting the enormous bulge.


   


  I swallow the large lump in my throat.


   


  Am I really about to grind my nearly naked ass on Marcus King’s lap?


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  24 hours earlier…


   


  Jeff


   


  “Whoa, check it out!” I say to Roxy as I grab a slice of pizza from the box. “Marcus King is having an open audition for his new music video!”


   


  On Friday’s we usually get a pizza and veg out on the couch watching Netflix. It’s all we have energy for after a full weeks work. I show her the ad that popped up in my feed. It was a picture of Marcus King in all his ornate glory: His dark, broad chest bared, gold chains adorning his ebony frame. Neon letters pulsed with excitement, the text reading Do you have what it takes for the King of Ass?


   


  Marcus King is our favorite hip-hop artist. His catchy booty-poppin’ anthems are a guilty pleasure of ours. None of our friends have any idea that we, a highly educated, middle-class white couple in our late twenties secretly love blasting his records when driving. They’d probably be aghast that we’d associate ourselves with such a hoodlum.


   


  A common theme in his music is phat ass white girls. That description fit my Roxy to a T. She’s 5’9, with shoulder-length blonde hair, a big bosom, a thin waist and a big fat behind. When I first met her she was very self-conscious about her large derriere, but over the years I managed to convince her that men love curves. Now, to my great pleasure, she no longer tries to hide her greatest asset. Having Marcus King judge her booty… that would be the ultimate compliment.


   


  Roxy raises her eyebrows at me. “Me? Dance for Marcus King? Have you lost your mind?”


   


  “Why not?” I answer. “You’ve got moves.”


   


  “Yeah, ten years ago,” Roxy scoffs. “We haven’t danced in ages.”


   


  None the less, her eyes scour the ad, a playful smirk appearing on her lips.


   


  “Do you really think I’m hot enough for this?” She whispers after a minute. “He’s usually surrounded by super-models.”


   


  “Without a doubt,” I answer resolutely. “That song, PAWG? That’s written for you. You took years of dance classes. If anyone’s globes deserves to be broadcast around the globe, it’s yours!”


   


  “I don’t know,” Roxy says, but I can tell I’m wearing her down. “I admit it’s fun to think about, but, of course I can’t really be in his music video.”


   


  “I don’t see why not.”


   


  “Uhm, because of my job?” Roxy laughs. “I’ll be fired in a heartbeat the moment that video will air.”


   


  “I don’t think your boss can recognize you from your ass-cheeks alone, or do you have something to admit to?” I smirk. “It’s not your smile King is after, though that’s gorgeous as well.”


   


  “Suck-up,” my wife says playfully.


   


  “We can just go to the audition and pull out of the project afterwards … we’d still get to meet King, and your job won’t be in any jeopardy. What do you say? Won’t it be amazing to actually meet Marcus fucking King?!”


   


  My wife looks at me like I’m absolutely, off-my-rockers crazy, but my enthusiasm infects her. “Argh, what the hell,” she says to my delight. “Make the call! But remember this was all your idea!”


   


  My cock pulses with arousal as I imagine my wife dancing for da King. I’m not sure if she realizes what most music videos of him are like. The ones that appear on TV are heavily censored – the uncensored, uncut ones all feature completely naked girls being touched all over by the rapper and his crew.


   


  “Deal!” I say excitedly. “I’ll set it up, and tell him I’m your agent or something.”


   


  “Do it now, before I change my mind,” Roxy says as she fans herself with her hands, a cherry-red blush appearing on her cheeks.


   


  I dial the number as fast as I can, and a mere moments later, the appointment is made.


   


  “Tomorrow! At 3 PM! At his mansion!” I yell excitedly between breaths.


   


  My wife clasps her hands in front of her face. “Oh my god, oh my god,” she says. “I can’t believe you did that. What have we gotten into?”


   


  I wrap my arms around my wife, planting my lips firmly on hers, doing my best to calm her nerves. My hands run down her back, and I grabb a handful of her round, plump ass.


   


  The same white ass that Marcus King will no doubt have his big black hands on tomorrow. I’m not sure what girls usually do at an audition to secure their part… but I imagine King is used to girls pleasing him in every way possible. I couldn’t wait to see where my Roxy is going to draw the line.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  Jeff


   


  The next day I pull up to the grandiose mansion in the hills, our small town only a post stamp in the distance, my heart already racing.


   


  “This is it,” I say. “Are you ready?”


   


  Roxy laughs nervously and squeezes my knee. “I am if you are,” she says, taking a deep breath.


   


  I park the car, my Nissan painfully out of place among the Bentley’s and Bugatti’s adorning the place, and I help my wife out of the car. Having no idea what to wear, we threw a bunch of clothes in a bag and took them all with us. Right now she’s wearing a short, black dress that hugs her curves perfectly.


   


  I knock on the giant mahogany front door, and a minute later, the door opens with a creak. I temporarily lose my breath as the one and only Marcus King stands in front of us, shirtless, a golden cup filled with drink in his hands.


   


  In the flesh he is even bigger than I imagined. He towers over us both, his dark, ebony skin contrasting with the plush, white fur that is draped over his shoulders.


   


  “We’re here for the audition,” I say, finding my voice. “This is Roxy, and I’m Jeff, her agent,” I lie.


   


  Marcus’s eyes travel over my wife’s body, drinking in the sight of her. “Nice,” he says with a voice as dark as coffee and as smooth as butter. “Come in.”


   


  The dark Adonis leads us into his house, and my eyes cannot believe what they’re seeing. His music video’s haven’t exaggerated his wealth in the slightest. He takes us to his living room, where a giant white couch dominates the entire room.


   


  “Care for a drink?”


   


  I nod. Anything to parch my dry throat. “Yes, please.”


   


  He pours us a glass of King of Spades, his own champagne label. I mentally take a note of how fucking baller it is to have your own label. He always drinks for free, basically.


   


  “Here you are,” he says as he hands us our glasses. “Cheers.”


   


  We toast and I down the bubbly drink, my nerves still jittering. I secretly pinch my arm to see if I’m in a dream. Sipping on King of Spades with Marcus King on his white, suede couch? What kind of parallel dimension did we enter this morning?


   


  Roxy stares down at the floor, her hands shaking. She’s beyond nervous. Marcus reaches out and grabs her hand, holding it firmly.


   


  “Relax,” he says. “Is this your first time auditioning?”


   


  My wife nods, her face bright red at this point. “Yes,” she says, her voice barely a whisper.


   


  “She’s a little nervous,” I interject.


   


  “It’s absolutely fine,” Marcus says, his deep voice calming us both. “Happens all the time. I’m glad you responded to the ad, Roxy. You’re absolutely gorgeous. Exactly what I’m looking for.”


   


  “Thank you,” my wife answers, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, a small smile appearing on her lips.


   


  “I’ll show you my room where I’ve got some clothes laid out for you. Take your time and come out when you’re ready. We’re not in a hurry, right?”


   


  “Right,” I nod.


   


  Marcus grabs my wife by the hand and leads her upstairs. I watch them go with my stomach in knots. He’s already tall, but compared to my petite wife, he’s an absolute giant. Every passing second feels like an hour, and my mind goes absolutely haywire as I imagine what’s going on upstairs.


   


  He’s acting like an absolute gentleman so far, but anything could happen when they’re alone…


   


  * * *


   


  Roxy


   


  Oh my god.


   


  I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.


   


  I take a few deep breaths, in through my mouth and out through my nose, as I admire myself in front of the large mirror in Marcus King’s very own bedroom.


   


  There I am, a twenty-seven year old teacher. The head of my class, the valedictorian, raised to be good, religious girl… wearing high heels, a skimpy white top, fishnet stockings and jean-shorts two sizes too small with plenty of my cheeks spilling out, about to sway my body for a half-naked, famous black man while my husband watches.


   


  If my father or brothers saw me now, they’d be outraged. Hell, if any of our straight-laced friends knew, they’d shun us for sure.


   


  That only makes it hotter for me. I want nothing more than to grind my curves all over every inch of Marcus King’s chiseled, ebony body. My pussy throbs as I think about the two men waiting for me downstairs.


   


  It’s absolutely crazy… but I’m doing this.


   


  I walk downstairs, wobbling on my high heels, with a new-found respect for all the women that make it look so damn easy. Marcus and Jeff are talking, and I clear my throat to catch their attention.


   


  Their eyes both turn to me, and I can see the blood rushing to my husband’s face as he sees my outfit. Marcus nods approvingly, his dark, demanding eyes scanning my frame. He hits a button on his phone and the stereo starts blasting his latest hit.


   


  I saunter towards them, swaying my hips with every step, as I let the deep, hypnotic bass take me over. I’ve left Roxy the fussy teacher at home. This is Roxy the sultry sexpot, and she’s about to dance her brains out.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  Jeff


   


  I watch with bated breath as my gorgeous wife strolls into the living room. Never before, in all our years of marriage, have I seen her look so striking, so wanton, so sinful. She takes every step with purpose, her hips swinging as she walks over.


   


  She stands still in front of Marcus, running her hands down her barely clad body. “How do I look?” She asks me with a wide, ear-to-ear smile.


   


  “Amazing,” I breathe, my pants suddenly a size too tight.


   


  “Damn right,” Marcus grunts. He reaches out and touches my wife’s thigh, and seeing his dark hand on her pale skin sends a jolt of electricity right through my body.


   


  “Dance for me, girl,” he says.


   


  Roxy looks at me, and I quickly nod. Yes. Do it.


   


  She runs her hands up her body, stretching them out above her head as she lets her hips do the talking. Rhythmically they move, hypnotizing both me and the ebony superstar.


   


  Marcus leans back into the couch, turning the music up a few notches as he appreciates the view. Finally, my wife’s years worth of dance classes are paying off.


   


  “Let me see you twerk,” Marcus says.


   


  My mouth is suddenly as dry as can be as I watch my wife kick off her heels, turn around and bend over at the waist in front of the dark stud. This time she didn’t wait for my approval.


   


  She shakes her ass, bouncing her big, white booty up and down, just like the girls in the music videos do. My dick is hard as a fucking rock. Marcus is smiling widely, and my eyes can’t help but notice the giant bulge in his pants.


   


  Holy fuck, it almost reaches down all the way to his damn knees. I know he brags about his “ten inches” in his songs, but… I thought that was standard braggadocio. I was wrong.


   


  Roxy turns back around, her eyes drunk with lust as she dances her brains out, our wanton stares spurring her on. Her hands travel suggestively over her body, and I nearly spill my drink when she lewdly squeezes her own tits, a small moan leaving her moan as she does so.


   


  Fuck, when did my wife suddenly turn into a full-on slut? Marcus watches on calmly, completely unfazed by my frenzied wife in front of him, like this is a daily occurrence for him.


   


  “Let me see your ass, girl,” he says, licking his dark lips. “Slide them shorts down.”


   


  Roxy’s eyes snap to me, as large as saucers and drowning in arousal. A voice in the back of my mind warns me, telling me that King is insatiable, and that if I allow her to pull her shorts down, there is no telling what he will do to my proper wife.


   


  A louder and stronger voice, the primal side of me, wants that to happen. I want to see my wife surrender herself to this big black brute, to lose herself in ecstasy, to easily and without question obey his every command.


   


  I nod, my lips dry and my palms lined with sweat. Yes. Do it, baby. Show him that ass of yours.


   


  * * *


   


  Roxy


   


  I don’t know what’s come over me.


   


  The moment I started swaying my body to the rhythm, it’s like a suppressed, exhibitionist part of me leapt out and took full control. Jeff and Marcus’s lewd stares drive me absolutely wild, my pussy already soaked before I even started dancing, and the incessant throbbing of my clit makes it even harder to concentrate.


   


  I actually have to fight the urge to sneak my hand into my shorts and rub myself off right in front of Marcus commanding, intense stare. I can’t resist squeezing my own chest, however, a lewd moan involuntary leaving my lips.


   


  “Show me your ass,” he tells me.


   


  It’s not a question. It’s a command.


   


  I turn to my husband, desperately searching for his approval. To my delight, he’s as aroused as I am — visibly so. I can clearly see the outline of his cock in his pants, just like Marcus… only I’m certain Marcus is twice the size of my husband, if not more.


   


  Jeff nods, and I can barely contain my excitement. I flash him a wicked grin as I turn my back towards Marcus, hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts.


   


  I tease them down past my hips, watching the effect I’m having on the two men over my shoulder. Their gazes are glued to my body, absolutely mesmerized by my curves. My mouth drools as I stare at the giant, throbbing bulge in Marcus’s pants.


   


  I can see the outline already, the shape of the head sticking against the fabric, threatening to burst out his pants. This superstar, this god among men whose probably fucked every model in town wants me.


   


  He reaches down and squeezes his bulge, and a soft groan escapes my lips. I want nothing more than to drop to my knees and wrap my lips around the big, bulbous head of his giant, throbbing cock and suck it all the way down, until I can’t breathe anymore, until his seed coats the back of my throat and I can swallow his thick, creamy load.


   


  My pussy throbs at the mere thought, and I yank my shorts down to my ankles, revealing my big, white ass to the black man. All I’m wearing now is a white, skimpy top and a pair of silky, black, see-through panties.


   


  I hope Jeff gets a kick out of them — he bought them for our anniversary. And now, I’m wearing them in front of Marcus King.


   


  Suddenly, my left-cheek stings, and the loud sharp SMACK reaches my ears simultaneously. Marcus slapped my right on the ass, and the pain travels straight to my core, making the space between my legs throb even harder.


   


  A wanton groan leaves my lips, and I blush hard as I realize I just gave myself away.


   


  “Come give me a lapdance,” Marcus commands me, patting his crotch, his cock standing at full attention.


   


  I take a deep breath. Am I really about to grind my nearly naked ass on Marcus King’s throbbing erection?


   


  Yes.


   


  Every fiber in my body screams out yes, from my flushed neck and rock-hard nipples to my pulsing, throbbing clit, aching to be touched. I fully realize I’ll be putty in his hands. The moment his cock presses into me, I won’t be able to resist his touch.


   


  If my husband wants to stop me, this is the time.


   


  I take a step forward, standing between Marcus’s opened legs. He reaches out and touches the side of my thighs. I wait for Jeff to protest… but I hear nothing. King’s hands slide up, and he cups the cheeks of my ass in his hands, his strong fingers digging into my soft skin.


   


  “You like?” I breathe, my voice a hoarse whisper.


   


  “Damn right,” he grunts. “I love your big fat white ass.”


   


  To prove his point he slaps it, the sharp sound reverberating off the walls. His compliment thrills me, and I enjoy the pain.


   


  He grabs my waist and turns me around, pushing his face right into my panty-covered ass. His stubble tickles my sensitive skin and I can’t help but giggle.


   


  If only my parents knew. They raised me to be a good girl, my dad instilling the importance of decorum in me, to the point where I couldn’t stand to hear about it. It’s all he cared about — what the neighbors thought of us.


   


  His good girl now has a famous, tattooed, black man’s face buried in her ass —- and she loves it.


   


  I turn to Jeff. He’s watching me with wide eyes, his mouth hanging open, and his hand rubbing the bulge in his crotch.


   


  Without warning Marcus grips my sides and pulls me down on his lap. He’s wearing baggy sweatpants that only provide the minimal of cover, meaning I can feel every inch of his black cock pressing against my barely-naked behind. I even feel him throb, pulsing with energy, and my clit pulses in sync.


   


  His hands roam my body, running up and down my thighs, and then up my shirt, the tips of his fingers rubbing against the underside my naked breasts.


   


  “That’s it, bitch,” he whispers into my ear. “Rub your ass on that big black cock.”


   


  If any other man in the world talked to me like that, I’d deliver him a swift kick in the balls… but there’s something about Marcus that compels me to obey.


  


  I rest my hands on his knees and grind my ass into his lap, rubbing his erection with my cheeks. I stare at my husband as I feel the black man’s cock press into me, licking my lips as I do so, and I can tell he’s besides himself with arousal.


   


  Marcus’s strong hands guide my body until I’m practically masturbating him with my ass-cheeks. He reaches up my top and roughly squeezed my tits, and I groan wantonly.


   


  “I fucking love me some white titties,” he says crassly as he mauls my tits, his fingers digging into my skin, tweaking my nipples. I throw my head back and squeeze my eyes shut tight, the powerful sensations overwhelming me. I forget all about the world around me. All I care about is the strong hands roaming my body, and the thick cock pulsing between my legs.


   


  My body is Marcus’s to enjoy.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 5


   


  Jeff


   


  I’m amazed.


   


  Scratch that. I’m absolutely and totally freaking gobsmacked.


   


  I knew that Marcus King had a way with women, and I knew that we were playing with fire… but still, I hadn’t fully expected or anticipated that the black stud would turn my wife into his sexual plaything so easily.


   


  That’s what my Roxy is. Easy. She didn’t resist his advances, his inviting stare, his wandering hands for a millisecond. She hopped down on that big fucking dick as soon as she could, as if she was yearning for his touch.


   


  I got everything I wanted… and now, I wasn’t quite sure how to feel. Happy? Jealous? Angry? Aroused? Surprised? Betrayed?


   


  It’s a potent mixture of all, with sheer and brute arousal drowning out everything else as I watch Marcus lift my wife’s top up and squeeze her full, round breasts.


   


  For me her tits are a little more than a handful, but Marcus grips her tits whole, his hands oversized, like every other part of his body. He squeezes them roughly, even pinching Roxy’s nipples, and her reaction absolutely nonpluses me.


   


  Her nipples are the most sensitive part of her body, and if I so much as blow on them she pushes me away, shielding her pink nubs from my view. I only occasionally graze them with a kiss, and when I squeeze her melons, I do so with care.


   


  Marcus, on the other hand, mauls her breasts, his dark fingers digging into her soft, pale skin deeply… and Roxy moans. She moans in a way I’ve never heard before: Low, animalistic grunts, a guttural and sinful sound. The sound of a woman totally submitting herself to an alpha male.


   


  Roxy gyrates on his lap like I’m not even there in the same room, a mere few feet away. I’m afraid to make a peep, scared that a single sound might break the spell.


   


  I keep watching as Marcus uses my wife the way he sees fit.


   


  * * *


   


  Roxy


   


  Marcus lifts himself up and with a quick tug his sweats are down to his ankles. I sit back down on his naked cock, his skin so hot it feels like he’s searing my body. I’ve forgotten all about Jeff, my mind occupied with one thing and one thing only: Ten inches of dark meat that’s only an excruciatingly thin line of fabric removed from my soaking wet pussy.


   


  I run my ass down his length, pressing my pussy down on his wide cock. I feel him pulse, and every throb sends a wave of pleasure coursing through my veins.


   


  “I’m going to fuck that white pussy of yours, with no protection,” Marcus groans into my ear as his big hands slip between my legs. I wantonly open them wide, eager to provide him access.


   


  He cups my pussy in his hand. “Damn, you’re so fucking soaked,” he says. “You’re desperate for my cock, aren’t you?”


   


  I nod, biting down on my bottom lip so hard I can taste blood. His fingers slide into my panties and they find my throbbing clit instantly. He rubs me rhythmically, every movement of his bringing me closer to nirvana.


   


  “Tell me, bitch,” he barks. “I can’t hear you.”


   


  “I want it,” I breathe, my own voice sounding alien to me. I’ve never heard someone so desperate, so horny before… until I listened to myself.


   


  His dark fingers dip into me. “You want what?!”


   


  “Your cock!” I yell. “I want your big black cock!”


   


  “Tell your husband,” he says, his one hand turning my head towards Jeff while the other was knuckles deep inside my wanton cunt.


   


  He knows? But how…


   


  “Tell your husband you want my big black cock inside of that white pussy of yours. I’ve been seeing you two exchange looks all this time,” Marcus commands me.


   


  Jeff and I lock stares, everything silent for a minute… except for the sound of Marcus’s fingers slipping inside of me. I can tell from the sparkle in Jeff’s hazelnut brown eyes that he’s as aroused as I am. We never fully talked this through, but a part of me expected, or maybe hoped, that this moment would come..


   


  Jeff had his moment to put stop to it. My pussy belongs to Marcus now.


   


  “I want Marcus’s big black cock in my white pussy,” I say slowly, annunciating every word with care.


   


  Jeff’s eyes grow even wider, and his body trembles with excitement, as if he just had a small orgasm on the spot.


   


  Satisfied with my compliance, Marcus grabs my panties and forcefully rips them from my body with one fell tug. I yell in surprise — which quickly turns into a moan when the purple head of his cock brushes against my now bare naked lips. His head is already slick with pre-cum, the moisture rubbing against my wet folds, our juices mixing.


   


  For the first time since I met Jeff, another man’s cock is at the entrance to my pussy. And not just any one — the biggest and blackest cock I have ever seen. I’ve always used protection in the past, but Marcus… I want to feel him bare.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 6


   


  Jeff


   


  My eyes lock with Roxy’s. She’s hovering an inch above Marcus’s big, wide cock, the entire length of his cock glistening with juices that she’s dripping down on him.


   


  I’ve never seen her pussy literally drip before, but there she is, her wet, sticky juices being pulled down on Marcus’s thick shaft by gravity.


   


  She bites her lip as she looks at me, her blue eyes lit up with lust. I’m about to witness my wife being blacked for the first time, and by Marcus King, no less. Somebody pinch me.


   


  I don’t even care that he knows we’re married. All I want to do is watch him have his way with my Roxy, to use her like she ought to be used, to fuck her like she deserves to be fucked: Hard and without mercy.


   


  Marcus grabs the base of his throbbing member, flicking the bulbous head against my wife’s clit. Her entire body shivers and trembles as she groans wantonly. He places the tip at her entrance and guides her down, and without breaking eye-contact, my loving life lowers herself down on his thick, black shaft.


   


  The big black cock pierces her, and Roxy’s eyes shut tight, a look of pain flashing across her gorgeous face as the biggest cock of her life stretches her married pussy wide open. Her eyebrows furrow slightly, her mouth forming a perfect O as she lets out a prolonged, erotic moan.


   


  “Oohhhhhh,” she coos, “it’s so biggggg.”


   


  Marcus grunts approvingly as he lowers my wife down on his cock, inch-after-inch of his black member disappearing inside of her. I wonder how I earth that entire monster could possibly fit inside of her, but Roxy takes it all, all the way down to the hilt.


   


  “Your pussy is so tight,” Marcus grunts. “ Never had a cock this big, huh?”


   


  “Never,” Roxy gasps instantly. Her hands reaches down and cradles Marcus’s big balls, rubbing them gently, her fingers wrapping around the base of the cock that’s inside of her. I feel that she’s as surprised as I am that she can take the whole length.


   


  To my shock, Marcus grabs Roxy’s ankles and lifts them up high, so that her legs are high up in the air. This provides me with a picture perfect view of my wife’s stretched-open cunt. Her lips are red and swollen, Marcus’s big cock throbbing inside of her, brimming with energy.


   


  “How’s the view?” Marcus asks me.


   


  I am at an absolute loss for words. Never before have I seen something so breathtakingly stunning. I mumble a reply, my eyes locked to the wanton spectacle in front of me.


   


  Marcus grabs my wife’s ass with his two big black hands, the contrast between them extraordinary, and he effortlessly lifts her up and down his throbbing black member.


   


  I’ll never forget this sight for as long as I live.


   


  * * *


   


  Roxy


   


  Never before have I been so well and truly fucked. All ten inches of Marcus King is inside of me, and I’ve never been so filled before. Every fiber of my being is lost in a haze of lust as he thrusts inside of me, lifting my ass up and his cock, carrying me as if I’m weightless.


   


  “Oh god,” I hear myself groan. “You’re too big.”


   


  “You can take it all,” Marcus grunts into my ear. “You love it.”


   


  He’s right. I love it, more than I thought humanly possible, more than I’ve ever loved any thing. I never want him to stop fucking me with that gorgeous, god-given dick of his. He stretches me wide and fills me deep, hitting spots I didn’t know existed.


   


  Through my eyelids I see Jeff is literally at the edge of his seat, watching the action. The fact that my husband is witnessing my corruption adds an extra layer of excitement to what already is the most thrilling encounter of my life. His eyes are glued to me, catching every movement, every thrust, every moan. Nothing escapes my husband’s undivided attention.


   


  Marcus places his hand on my pussy, his thumb flicking against my swollen clit. The stimulation is almost too much for me, and I let out a guttural moan. He flicks my nub rhythmically, and within seconds I explode with pleasure, my intense orgasm washing over me in ever-increasing waves of ecstasy.


   


  I’ve never come so hard and so quickly, but then again, I’ve never been fucked so well before. My entire body shakes and trembles, and if it wasn’t for Marcus holding me tightly, I would’ve slid right off his lap.


   


  The black celebrity lifts me off his lap and places me on his pristine white couch on my hands and knees. I’m so out of it I barely realize what’s happening, my eyes lolled to the back of my head, until he slaps my ass hard.


   


  I grunt appreciatively, and this spurs him on.


   


  “Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” He grunts as he delivers another open-handed slap to my derriere.


   


  “Uh-uh,” I manage to groan, my voice hoarse.


   


  “Are you my white bitch?”


   


  SMACK!


   


  “Yess,” I hiss. Anything to keep him going, to get his monster dick back in me.


   


  “Will you be back for more?”


   


  SMACK!


   


  “YES,” I scream, surprising even myself. “Yes, yes, yes, please, just keep fucking me, fuck me baby, please Marcus,” I beg wantonly, wiggling my naked and red ass at him.


   


  “Looks like you’ve got the part,” he says as he slides the big, purple head of his black cock into my slutty pussy, filling me once more. “I’ll let my whole crew sample your married white cunt.”


   


  Oh god.


   


  His thumb presses against my puckered, virgin ass as he pounds into me hard, my entire body shaking with every thrust of his powerful hips. Everything becomes a blur as I surrender myself to the best fuck of my life.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 7


   


  Jeff


   


  I lick my chapped lips, my throat parched.


   


  Marcus King is pounding my wife from behind. All sounds seem to disappear, except for the smacking of his big ballsack smacking against Roxy’s pussy, and her heavy, labored breaths.


   


  Time crawls to a standstill. My universe shrinks. All there is is Roxy, my lovely wife, and Marcus King, the player celebrity, and their dirty, rough, frenzied fucking.


   


  As I watch the black stud force his thumb into my wife’s ass, I get flashbacks from all the dates we went on. The vacations we took together. The vows we exchanged.


   


  The way she smiled so coyly at me on our first date. I brushed a strand of her blonde hair out of her face, tucking it behind her ear, before I leaned in for our first kiss. Pure fireworks.


   


  I can still see her walk out of the ocean on the first vacation we took to Miami. She looked so absolutely perfect, the way she dried her hair, every inch of her bikini-clad body glistening with water, seductively sliding down her curves.


   


  The way she looked at me on our wedding day, full of love and admiration. I’ve never been more sure of our life together than on that beautiful day.


   


  Every last detail of those important days, those milestones in our relationships, are permanently etched into my brain. Now, I have a brand new memory to add to that list: The time Marcus King used my wife like a fucktoy and made her beg for his big black cock.


   


  The way she looks right now, with her brow furrowed, her mouth hanging slightly open, the tip of her tongue hanging out, beads of sweat dripping down her forehead, is burned permanently into my retina.


   


  I kneel down in front of her, my face only inches from hers. I can’t control myself any longer. I grab the back of her neck and kiss her passionately, pushing my tongue into her mouth. She kisses me back feverishly, our tongues intertwining, as every thrust of Marcus’s hips pushes her forwards, bumping her forehead against mine.


   


  “How is it?” I ask.


   


  “So good,” she grunts, her eyes half-open. “He’s so good, baby.”


   


  “The best you’ve had?”


   


  I have to know.


   


  “Oh yes!” She answers. “Oh by far, by far, I’ve never been so filled before!”


   


  I kiss her again, her admission only turning me on more. I’m happy we get to share this wonderful experience together, and as strange as it may sound, I’ve never felt so close to her.


   


  “Tell me, Jeff,” Marcus says, addressing me directly. “Have you ever fucked your wife in the ass?”


   


  My stomach flutters. Anal is one of my deep-seated fantasies, but Roxy was never too keen, saying I was too big… yet Marcus is double my size!


   


  “No,” I answer, swallowing the large lump in my throat. “She’s an anal virgin.”


   


  My admission makes Marcus snarl. “You’re telling my you’ve never fucked this big ass before?” For emphasis he pushes his large thumb further into her puckered asshole, causing my wife to groan like a bitch in heat. “Want to watch me take your wife’s anal virginity?”


   


  “Yes,” I croak. “Yes, please.”


   


  “Help me out then,” Marcus commands me, beckoning me.


   


  With a heavy heart I get up and walk up to his side. What I see there is so breathtakingly erotic, my cock damn near jumps out of my pants.


   


  Marcus’s cock stretches Roxy’s pussy out, her red and swollen lips clinging to his immense girth. His black pole is coated in her juices, and his thumb is halfway inside of her unused ass.


   


  The black star tells me where I can find the lube, and I bring it back to him, my hands trembling with excitement. Not only did I surrender my wife to him, but now he’s about to take her anal virginity as well — and I’m helping him!


   


  “Spread that ass for me,” he tells me. “This is going to take some effort. Get it nice and lubed up.”


   


  I squirt a healthy dose of lube directly onto my wife’s sensitive, puckered asshole, and she trembles when the cool liquid hits her skin. I massage it into her round buns, the tips of my fingers brushing against her rosebud.


   


  Meanwhile, Marcus’s cock is still halfway inside her pussy. “Get it in there,” he tells me. “Right in her ass.”


   


  For the first time in our marriage, I push my finger into her ass. The grip is tight, tighter than anything I’ve ever felt, but the most shocking thing is that I can feel Marcus’s hardness right inside of her. He flexes his cock and I feel it press against my fingers.


   


  That entire monsterous cock is going to be inside her virgin ass next. I have to see it to believe it.. And I’m about to.


   


  I slide my finger in further. Roxy moans, pushing her ass back at me. “Oh fuck,” she breathes. If I’d known she’s this into anal play I would’ve done it way sooner… but I suppose she needed a stud like Marcus to awaken her inner slut.


   


  “You’re going to be my ass-slut, aren’t you?” Marcus asks her, delivering a hard slap on her left cheek. Roxy grunts a yes, wiggling her butt. She’s more than ready — she’s begging for it.


   


  “Guide me in,” Marcus tells me as he pulls out. His giant cock bobs menacingly between his legs, coated in juices. My wife’s pussy is left stretched wide-open, and I gawk unapologetically at the absolute mess he’s made.


   


  I look up at him with a questioning look, and he nods in response. I can barely comprehend what he’s asking me. This celebrity, this musical superstar, this black giant is asking me to grab his pulsing, top-heavy cock and guide it into my wife’s virgin, unused ass?


   


  Filled with trepidation I reach out and wrap my fingers around his dark pole, touching another man’s member for the first time in my life. It’s hot to the touch and feels heavy in my hand, like a power tool. My heart is beating in my throat as I guide the black mamba up, placing the purple head at the entrance of my wife’s ass.


   


  His powerful dick throbs in my hand, and I can’t help but squeeze it a little. My fingers wrap around my own member easy as pie, but with Marcus’s thick cock, it’s a struggle to hold onto it.


   


  Marcus grabs my wife’s hips, commanding me to hold onto his dick as he pushes his hips forwards. My fingers brush against my wife’s ass as the bulbous head exerts pressure on her rosebud. With my mouth hanging open I watch her back-entrance open up, bit-by-bit, wider and wider.


   


  Roxy’s pleasured moans turn into pained grunts, her entire body tensing up. “Please,” she begs. “It-it’s too big.”


   


  “You can take it,” Marcus grunts. “Training white bitches is my forte. Your man is even helping me.”


   


  I help guide his cock into her ass, and without being asked, I grab his big black balls with my other hand. They’re damn near the size of tennis balls, and I roll them around in my hand, filled with awe. Marcus is truly a god among men.


   


  Roxy’s ass opens wide, swallowing Marcus’s purple head.


   


  “OHHHH,” she screams as her ass is fucked for the first time in her life. “Fuck!”


   


  “Relax,” Marcus insists as he pauses, letting her adjust to the feeling of him inside of her. “You can take it. Breathe.” He then turns to me. “Jerk my cock while it’s inside your wife’s ass,” he commands me.


   


  I follow his command without question, one hand cradling his balls while the other works his shaft. I’ve never jerked another man before, but it feels strangely natural.


   


  “Ah, that’s it, you give an excellent handjob,” he compliments me, and strangely enough, I feel proud. Marcus King likes the way I jerk him off!


   


  Roxy adjusts to the feeling of the big, purple head spreading her tight anus open, and slowly but surely, inch-by-inch, Marcus slides his member further in. He places his open palm on the small of her back, pushing forward, filling her forbidden entrance up for the first time ever. My wife’s moans grow louder and louder, her pain turning into pleasure.


   


  After five minutes he’s bottoms out inside of my wife’s ass, every last inch of his black meat inside of her. He flexes his cock and Roxy moans lewdly. Her groans have turned guttural and animalistic, words replaced by mere sounds as she loses her ability to talk.


   


  “Check this out,” Marcus says. He reaches around and smacks two fingers against her swollen clit as he simultaneously pulls out and slams his cock right back into her ass forcefully.


   


  “Ooohh GOD!” Roxy grunts as she cums right there, with his dick in her ass, her body trembling violently. Marcus keeps up his pace, slamming his cock into her with all his might, over and over again, causing my wife to have a continuous, earth-shattering orgasm for minutes on end. I’ve never seen anything like it. I’m left in absolute awe, absentmindedly still cradling the black man’s balls as he uses my wife’s ass.


   


  “Your bitch’s ass is so tight,” he bellows into my ear, “I’m about to blow!”


   


  “YES,” Roxy screams. “Cum in my ass!”


   


  “Ah, fuck, here it comes!”


   


  “Cum inside me! I want to feel it all!”


   


  With a heavy grunt, Marcus pumps his heavy load into my wife’s ass. His balls jump and jerk in my hands as his cum courses through his massive cock, unloading rope after rope directly into her well-fucked asshole.


   


  “Oh, I feel it, I feel it, I feel every drop, oh fuck, I’m cumming again, I’m cumminggg,” Roxy rambles, her body trembling once more as she cums, Marcus’s thick load sending her over the edge once more.


   


  He pulls out with a deep, satisfied sigh, her asshole gaping open wide. Cum seeps out and dribbles down her thighs. I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as my wife’s freshly fucked, gaping asshole.


   


  Marcus walks around, grabs my wife by the hair, and to my utter surprise, shoves his dirty, cum-coated cock into her mouth. What shocks me even more is that Roxy sucks on it willingly, her cheeks caving in as she latches on, her mouth bobbing up and down willingly, tasting his cum, her own juices, and god knows what else on his black pole.


   


  This lewd, perverted act awakens a surprising need in me. Before I fully realize what I’m doing, I find myself kneeling behind my wife, my face hovering only inches away from her open, well-fucked asshole.


   


  Cum seeps out of her in a steady stream, the thick, white liquid having a strange and hypnotic pull on me. The intoxicating smell of the combined juices drives me mad with lust, and without giving it a second thought, I plunge my stretched-out tongue directly into her sloppy asshole.


   


  Roxy moans approvingly as I rim her, her voice muffled by the black cock down her throat. “Yeah, eat that ass, white boy,” Marcus tells me. “You love my anal creampie, don’t you?”


   


  All I can do is groan as my tongue explores her dirty, gaping, forbidden hole. I can taste Marcus’s seed on my tongue, the sweet yet bitter taste only fueling my arousal as I rim my wife like a man possessed.


   


  Unable to contain myself any longer I stand up, yank my pants down, and push my cock into my wife’s ass in one go. Her hole is loose, and I feel Marcus’s cum cover my dick on all sides. Imagine that, the very first time I’m having anal sex in my life, and it’s sloppy seconds! The one and only Marcus King stretched her ass so wide I think she can barely feel me, and his cum is rubbing all over me.


   


  Roxy, meanwhile, is gagging on the giant black cock that’s lodged down her throat.


   


  “That’s it, choke on that cock, you dirty slut,” Marcus says. He pulls his member out and rubs it all over her face, spreading her saliva all over her cheeks, before sliding it back into her mouth. “You’re such a dirty whore, aren’t you? Fuck, I’ll let you eat my ass next time if you keep sucking me so good, so we can see if you’re a good an ass-eater as that hubby of yours.”


   


  Roxy bobs her head up and down even faster, Marcus’s filthy words spurring her on. Just when I thought we had reached the very depth of depravity, Marcus manages to take it a step further and push our boundaries even further. My wife eating Marcus’s ass out? Her mouth, the same one that kissed me on our wedding day, willingly exploring the black celebrity’s asshole? The thought alone sends me right over the edge and I cum in her ass, adding my load go Marcus’s.


   


  This doesn’t go by unnoticed. “See, your husband can already picture it,” Marcus grunts as he pumps his cock into her mouth. “Fuck, I have another load for you. Open up wide, bitch.”


   


  Roxy obediently opens her mouth as wide as possible, stretching her tongue out as a target. Giving his black cock a few lazy strokes, Marcus blows his second load of the day, this time coating my wife’s pretty little face in his cum. I don’t understand how he can cum so quickly so soon, and have so much semen in his balls after he pumped a gallon into her asshole only a minute ago, but there he is, covering every last inch of her face with his cum.


   


  Satisfied, he sits down on the couch, stretching his legs wide.


   


  “Fuck, that was one hell of an audition,” he chuckles. “You got the part for sure. I don’t think I’ve ever fucked such a wanton little married bitch.” His big black cock rests on his inner thigh, the beast seemingly tamed… for now. I wonder how long before he’s ready for round three.


   


  Roxy collapses on the couch next to Marcus, absolutely spent from the barrage of cum that she had to endure. Cum is seeping out of her ass and dripping down her chin as she closes her eyes, a satisfied smile on her lips.


   


  Marcus commands me to get him a beer, and not knowing what else to do or how to act in this situation, I decide to just follow his command. When I walk back into the living room Roxy is resting her head in his lap, planting small kisses on his still engorged member as she stares at it with a look of sheer, unadulterated adoration.


   


  I’ve seen that look before. On our first date, and on our wedding day, she looked at me with that exact look. I thought it was reserved for just me. Now, I see that giant black cocks receive the same lovestruck gaze.


   


  Marcus’s hand is wrapped around her frame, resting on her white, well-fucked ass. The celebrity is on the phone, making a business-call, and when I overhear what he’s saying I freeze dead in my tracks.


   


  “Yo Thug. I got the perfect bitch. White as snow and with a big, round ass… and get this, the bitch is married too! I know right,” he says with a harsh laugh. “Fuck, she’s sucking on my cock right now. Check it. Smile for the camera.”


   


  He turns his phone towards my wife and she smiles, the tip of Marcus’s cock resting on her bottom lip, as he snaps a picture of her. Whatever happened to her professional need for privacy?


   


  “See, she’s game for anything. Let’s set it all up, man. Her husband? Man, he’s right here! In fact, he helped me guide my dick right virgin ass, I shit you not!”


   


  Even from a few feet away I hear the laughter on the other side of the phone. “Shit, you don’t believe me? Watch this. Jeff, come here man.”


   


  My blood runs cold. Despite myself, I shuffle forwards, my heart beating in my throat, my cheeks flushed bright pink. I’m still naked, and I cover my bits with my hands.


   


  “Show my brotha what your wife has to deal with,” he snarls.


   


  Utterly humiliated, I remove my hands. My cock damn near retreats in my body, and I’ve never felt so small. Laughing, Marcus takes a picture of me and texts it to his friend. The deep laughter on the other side of the line cuts straight though me.


   


  “See? He’s a proper cuck. He’ll fluff us all if he has to, trust me.”


   


  Involuntary I lick my lips at the thought of sucking off a gang of black men as they wait in line to service my wife. What the hell is happening to me? Yesterday I never would have thought this even remotely possible, but in the span of one afternoon, we’ve become enthralled by the power of black cock.


   


  Marcus puts his phone down with a deep, ear-to-ear grin, bearing his white teeth — and some golden and diamonds one, as well.


   


  “Congratulations, Roxy will be the star in the new Black Star music video… the raunchiest and dirtiest video to ever hit the airwaves. White America is going to flip when they see what we’ve got in store for them. We’ll start the shoot tonight. You hear that, bitch? You’re going to be a star.”


   


  Roxy moans approvingly as she laps at his big round balls, her professional career absolutely forgotten. All she cares now is getting more of those sweet, dark inches back inside of her…


   


  * * *


  Epilogue


   


  Jeff


   


  Marcus King’s newest video, starring my very own wife in the titular role, is an incredible hit sensation. Titled ‘White America’s Worst Nightmare’ it’s his most aggressive and controversial song to date, touching on issues of race and class… but focusing mainly on interracial breeding, with my own Roxy playing the part of a white wife that submits to ultimate black power.


   


  She didn’t even have to act, because for us, it’s the cold, hard truth.


   


  I wasn’t privy to the shoot, so I had to wait at home all weekend in absolute agony as I imagined what Marcus was doing to my wife. However, not in my wildest dreams did I imagine what actually transpired. She didn’t come home till 6 am on Monday morning, looking like an absolute train-wreck. She was naked, wearing only a small overcoat, her entire body covered in bruises and lovemarks, dried up cum clinging to every part of her body, and a fresh load still dripping out her gangbanged cunt.


   


  The next morning, when she recovered somewhat, she told me that Marcus shared her with his entire crew… over thirty black men in total. She lost count as they used her like a cumdumpster, coating her from head to toe in black semen. However, what I found most shocking was her admission that she found the whole ordeal empowering. It’s something I still struggle to wrap my head around, but it’s what my wife wants, so who am I to deny her this pleasure?


   


  The next day I received a package in the mail. It was the rough cut of the music video — and when I saw it I came right in my pants.


   


  The video starts with Roxy all dressed up like a proper 1950’s house-wife, baking a cake and doing the laundry, when Marcus and his gang move into the house next door. Although frightened at first, she’s intrigued by their chiseled, ebony bodies, and stares at them swimming in their pool. She invites Marcus over with a flimsy excuse to fix her sink, and he makes a crude and lame joke about ‘laying some black pipe’, as he pulls his engorged, black member out of his trousers.


   


  Shocked, Roxy drops down to her knees… and wraps her hot red lips around the purple head of his cock. She sucks him off, opening her mouth wide for the camera, and from that point on, the video devolves into a gangbang as it shows the black men moving into her home and taking over as she serves them wearing nothing but a collar.


   


  The music video ends with a shot of her wedding ring — her actual wedding ring, the one we picked together — in a champagne glass, surrounded by Marcus’s crew jacking off, dumping their loads into the glass. My stomach flipped when I watched my wife grab the glass and tilt it towards her… the creamy cum sliding out slowly, dripping into her mouth… the final shot is her proudly fishing her ring out of her mouth, having sucked the cum straight off, beaming proudly at the camera.


   


  I masturbated more times than I can count to those images.


   


  Of course, no TV station would ever dream of airing such a lewd video, but it quickly made the rounds on the internet, and now my wife is a celebrity in her own right, the face of a new movement that embraces and encourages interracial breeding. Of course, her days teaching are numbered, but she doesn’t care about that anymore. Not now that she’s Marcus King’s plaything, and spends most days crawling on his hands and knees in his mansion, serving whoever he pleases.


   


  It was a difficult transition for me, that’s for sure, but I’ve learned to embrace it. My wife has never been happy or more satisfied, and in the end, isn’t that what’s most important?


   


  * * *


  The Fantasy Fair


  Chapter 1


   


  “How do I look?”


   


  Rick turned towards his wife. “Stunning,” he said. “Absolutely stunning.”


   


  Jillian’s gorgeous medieval styles dress hugged her curves in all the right places. She lifted the hem and bowed politely. “Thank you, kind sir,” she said joyfully.


   


  “Unlike me,” Rick sighed as he stared into the mirror. “I look like a joke.”


   


  “Nonsense, I like your outfit,” Jillian said as she stood next to her husband, running her hands over his frilly clothes.


   


  Rick had intended to look like a stately prince, but in these worn rags, he looked more like an out of place beggar. “Why do we even have to go?” Rick breathed angrily. “You know I can’t stand your boss.”


   


  “It’s a mandatory teambuilding exercise, Rick. We’ve been over this. And I want you there,” Jillian pouted.


   


  “I know I know,” Rick conceded. “It’s going to be rubbish though, mark my words.”


   


  “Well, I’m looking forward to it, Mr. Grumpy-pants,” Julian said with a wide smile, “and I don’t want your sour mood to ruin the whole weekend. I’ve never been to a Renaissance fair, and I think it’ll be fun. I know you and Alex don’t get along, but at least try to be civil. Can you do that for me, honey?”


   


  Rick clenched his jaw. No man could get under his skin like his wife’s boss, Alexander. He was the owner of a private security firm, and Jillian was his personal assistant. Rick couldn’t stand him or any of his ex-military, meathead cronies. To make matters worse, his wife often referred to him as her ‘work husband’. It drove Rick mad. However, for the sake of his wife he’d at least give it a shot.


   


  “I’ll try,” Rick told his wife. “As long as he doesn’t try to start shit first.”


   


  “Alex never does that,” Julian fussed. “I swear you two are so alike I can’t understand why you’re not best friends. Both of you are as stubborn as a mule.”


   


  Julian left to continue packing, while Rick stared into the mirror with a sullen expression. He could already imagine the smug look on that prick’s face when he saw the rags Rick would be wearing.


   


  It’s my own damn fault for not ordering a costume sooner, Rick chastised himself. Suck it up, Foreman. It’s just a short weekend. What’s the worst that could happen?


   


  * * *


   


  After a long drive, Rick and Jillian arrived at the Renaissance Fair’s site the next morning, and Rick could barely believe what his eyes were telling him.


   


  He imagined an empty field with a few scrappy tents and a bunch of nerds playing live-action role-playing games. Instead, they were at the biggest Renaissance Fair in the country. A majestic stone castle that wouldn’t have looked out of place in Harry Potter or Game of Thrones overlooked a hilly landscape.


   


  Quaint wooden houses and large tents were dotted all over the site, while hundreds of people, all dressed up perfectly, went about their business, shopping and dancing and drinking and being generally quite merry.


   


  “Holy shit,” Rick gasped as a squadron of knights in full plate-armor passed them by, the morning-sun reflecting off their shiny armor. Jillian bowed politely, while Rick just stared slack-jawed at them.


   


  He became even more self-aware of his shoddy, last-minute outfit.


   


  “It’s amazing, isn’t it?” Jillian said. “Look, the inn is over there, and there’s the tannery. And there’s a real blacksmith, too! We could go check that out, if you want.”


   


  Rick wanted nothing more than to hop back in his car and speed home. He never thought he could feel so out of place for not spending an exorbitant amount of money on role-playing.


   


  Jillian grabbed her husband’s arm, pulling him towards the sign-up booth. “Don’t give me those puppy dog eyes,” Jillian whispered, reading her husband’s expression perfectly. “Remember, this is our little vacation as well. You promised you’d try and enjoy it.”


   


  Rick squared his shoulders, tilting his chin up. “You’re right,” he said. He knew his outfit wasn’t the snazziest, but the least he could do was own it with pride.


   


  Money was tight, and Jill’s boss had paid for their tickets and lodging for the entire weekend. It would be a shame not to make the best of it. And hey, there hadn’t been any sign of Alex or his cronies, so maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all, Rick convinced himself.


   


  They were welcomed at the sign-up booth by an elderly man who played the part of a scatterbrained wizard perfectly. Jillian signed them both in, and handed her husband a waiver.


   


  “What’s this?” Rick asked.


   


  “Just a precaution,” the wizard croaked, “so you can’t sue me when I turn you into a toad!”


   


  The old man cackled like an evil sorcerer, fully disappearing into his role, and Rick couldn’t help but crack a smile. He always thought that these costume aficionados were a little off, but he was starting to see how fun it could be. If only I picked a cooler role for myself than a poverty-stricken prince, Rick thought glumly as he eyed a barrel-chested Viking walking past, a giant war-axe strapped to his back.


   


  He signed the waiver and handed it back to the wizard.


   


  “Excellent, excellent” the old man said ominously as he drummed his fingers. “Let me be the first to welcome ye to the realm of Fairwood. A word to the wise: If you are lucky enough to run into the King, I’d advise you to follow his every command, for I’ve heard this years King is a true tyrant, and— ”


   


  “Sure thing, old man,” Rick cut him off as he walked off. Playing make-believe was one thing, but he wasn’t going to clack his heels for some nerd overlord. Now, on to more pressing matters. What does a prince have to do to get a beer around here?


   


  Jillian caught up with him, grabbing his arm. “Why’d you walk off like that? That’s so rude,” she said.


   


  Rick raised his eyebrows. “Are you serious?”


   


  “It’s no fun if you don’t play along,” Jillian grumbled. “I know this is not your scene, but don’t embarrass me in front of everyone like that! My co-workers are all here, remember. Don’t make me look like I married some oaf,” she spat venomously.


   


  Rick was taken aback by his wife’s fiery outburst. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know you cared that much,” he said. “Where are all your co-workers, anyway?”


   


  “According to the schedule we’re free to do our own thing until the banquet.”


   


  “There’s a banquet?”


   


  “Of course,” Jillian huffed. “Don’t tell me you didn’t even bother to look at the itinerary? For god sakes Rick. Try to be on your best behavior, honey? Okay?”


   


  Rick felt he was reaching the end of his wife’s angelic patience.


   


  “Alright, Jill. I’ll do my best.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  The married couple spent the afternoon perusing the picturesque market. There was something for everyone at this fair: From glassblowers and fire-breathers to an archery competition and a sword-fighting contest, to artisanal bakeries and a charming, quaint little pub.


   


  This last one caught Rick’s eye, and he stopped for a pint of delicious ale as his buxom wife browsed a stand of handcrafted jewelery. This ain’t so bad, he thought to himself. Kinda fun actually.


   


  As the sun started to set the time for the banquet drew closer. Jillian guided him to the castle, taking a small detour through it’s lush garden. The smell of roasted pig filled the evening’s sky, making Rick’s stomach rumble.


   


  An armor-clad man wielding a halberd guarded the front door of the castle.


   


  “Hi Tom,” Jill greeted the guard.


   


  Tom nodded briskly as he let them pass.


   


  “Is that one of your co-workers?”


   


  “That’s one of our employees, yes,” Jill answered.


   


  “So let me get this straight: Your security company is doing the security at the company getaway?”


   


  Jillian laughed. “Well, when you put it like that it sounds a little crazy, but yeah. Except now, they all get to be knights. Plus, Alex rented out the castle for the night, all-inclusive, so he doesn’t want any moochers around.”


   


  Rick stopped in his tracks. “Alex rented the entire castle?”


   


  Jillian nodded.


   


  “Wouldn’t that cost a fortune?”


   


  “It’s not cheap,” Jill said, “but it’s what Alex wanted. And what he wants, he gets. We all have a room here as well, which we’ll get assigned after the banquet is over.”


   


  Rick wasn’t sure whether to be impressed or disgusted by her wife’s boss lavish display. Shelling out thousands just to play dress-up in a fancy castle… what a colossal waste of money.


   


  They reached the main hall and Jill’s mouth fell open. “Wow,” she said. “It’s just like a fairytale. Isn’t this romantic?” She asked as she grabbed her husband’s arm.


   


  Long wooden tables filled the giant hall, each table decked out to the nines with lavish candles and golden chalices. Several large chandeliers illuminated the immense hall. For a moment Rick felt like he was in Hogwarts, and he had to admit that it was pretty damn cool.


   


  At the far end of the room, on a raised plateau, stood a majestic throne.


   


  “Look, that’s where the king sits,” Julia said, clasping her hands to her breasts. “Oh, this is so much fun!”


   


  Oh brother, Eric thought to himself. Please…


   


  Jillian introduced him to some of her co-workers and their significant others. Rick did his husbandly duties: Shaking their hands, exchanging pleasantries, acting like he enjoyed their company.


   


  Slowly but surely the room filled up. “What’s taking the food so long?” Rick whispered to his wife. “I’m starving!”


   


  “Be quiet,” she whispered back. “It’s not polite to say tha—”


   


  Their conversation was cut short by a blaring trumpet.


   


  “ALL RISE FOR THE KING!”


   


  Simultaneously the entire hall rose to their feet. An excited murmur ran through the crowd as everyone craned their necks to catch a glimpse of the king.


   


  A large, stately man strode down the red carpet, a plush, luxurious robe adorning his tall frame, a golden crown fixed on his head. He was flanked on either side by two fully armored knights.


   


  “Bow for your king!” The knights chanted. “Bow for your king!”


   


  A well-natured laugh filled the room as everyone bowed, playing along with the charade.


   


  Except for Rick.


   


  “What are you doing?!” Julian whispered excitedly.


   


  Rick shrugged. He bowed for no man, and certainly not for some pretend-loser-king.


   


  Julian tugged at his shirt, her eyes shooting brimstone and fire.


   


  Fuck, I promised I wouldn’t make an ass out of myself, huh? Oh well, I’ll do it… for Jill.


   


  Finally, after people had already started to notice, Rick bowed his head. Slightly.


   


  The king strode on closer, and Rick caught a glimpse of his face.


   


  Of course.


   


  Alex.


   


  “Of course that prick rents a castle to make himself king,” Rick muttered under his breath. “Unbelievable.”


   


  Jillian elbowed her husbands in the ribs, shushing him.


   


  Their quibble drew Alex’s attention, and the king stopped in front of the bickering couple.


   


  “Do my eyes deceive me, or is this the loveliest maiden I’ve ever laid my eyes on?” Alex said as he theatrically grabbed Jill’s hand, placing a kiss on the back of it. “By Merlin’s beard, she is real!”


   


  Much to Rick’s chagrin, Jillian was blushing like a schoolgirl at her boss’s pathetic flattery.


   


  “Thank you…sir,” she said.


   


  Rick placed his hand on the small of his wife’s back, pulling her closer to him. She’s mine, asshole.


   


  “Who is this?” Alex said, turning towards Rick. “Does this foul beggar trouble you, my lady?”


   


  The crowd laughed politely at Alex’s quip. “This is my husband,” Jill said as she interlocked fingers with Rick.


   


  “What a terrible shame,” Alex said, shaking his head.


   


  Rick’s jaw was clenched so tight his jaw hurt, his fists eager to slug Alex right in the middle of that pompous face of his. I’ll punch your lights out, jackass, he thought, his fingers twitching. Keep it up.


   


  “I’m a prince,” Alex said through clenched teeth, regretting the words the moment they’d left his mouth. He wanted to defend himself, but participating in this charade was not the way to do it.


   


  “A prince?! Of what?” Alex scathed, his voice rising. “We have a pauper prince here, everyone,” he sneered.


   


  Rick’s hand curled into a fist. Jillian laid her eyes on her husband’s arm, bringing him back to his senses.


   


  “I guess I shouldn’t be too hard on the rabble, hm, my lady?”


   


  Jill nodded eagerly. “Yes, sir.”


   


  “Yet… it did take you an awful long time to bow, if I recall. Isn’t that right?”


   


  The two iron-clad knights at his side murmured in agreement.


   


  “Do we perhaps have… a contender for the throne?”


   


  A silence enveloped the main hall, everyone glued to this confrontation. Alex was a master at working the crowd, and they were all on his side.


   


  “He didn’t know,” Jillian pleaded on her husband’s behalf. “Please forgive him, my liege.”


   


  Rick couldn’t believe his wife was still playing along with Alex’s antics, even after he was so rude straight to his face. Somebody really ought to put him in his place…


   


  “He didn’t know? So the ‘prince’ is not only destitute, but an imbecile as well?”


   


  Another roar of laughter ran through the crowd as Alex roasted Rick. The veins in Rick’s neck throbbed intensely, threatening to burst open. Say one word, one more word, motherfucker…


   


  The two iron-clad giants at Alex’s side eyed Rick. He recognized them as Clint and Kurt, Alex’s two yes-men. Of course they’d choose to be his ‘royal guards’, Rick fumed internally. Meathead pricks haven’t had an original thought in years.


   


  “Very well, I shall forgive our dimwitted prince. After all, our feast awaits us.”


   


  He held out his hand.


   


  “If the prince kisses my ring, I’ll forgive him.”


   


  Rick stood rooted to the spot, his eyes growing wider and wider as he tried to make sense of what Alex was offering him. Not in a million years…


   


  An opulent, giant golden rock adorned Alex’s hand, glimmering in the light. The room was so quiet you could hear a pin drop as everyone watched the confrontation with bated breath.


   


  “Come on, peasant, I haven’t got all day,” Alex goaded Rick, waving his hand. “Never seen a ring before?”


   


  Rick clinched his fist. He’d suffered enough abuse as it was, and enough was enough. Hell would freeze over before he would kiss Alex’s ring.


   


  Jillian’s heart beat like a war drum as her eyes traveled from Alex to Rick and back again. Both men squared their shoulders, staring into each other’s eyes with pure, unadulterated loathing. Internally, she fumed with anger. Time and time again Rick promised he’d behave, yet there he was, making a fool out of both of them in front of her entire company. Rick just had throw a temper tantrum and refuse to play along, like a petulant child.


   


  That’s it, she thought. I’ll do it then.


   


  She bent down and kissed Alex’s ring.


   


  “There, my lord,” she said, hoping the stand-off was now over.


   


  The hate bubbling below the surface within Rick erupted like a volcano when he saw his wife kiss Alex’s ring. The smug smile on Alex’s mug turned that fiery volcano into a supernova.


   


  Rick’s vision turned red as he slugged Alex right in the face, sending his crown flowing through the air, the crowd gasping in unison. Jillian screamed, mortified, and Kurt and Clint tackled Rick viscously, smacking him against the cold, hard floor.


   


  When Rick regained his vision he was crumpled up on the floor, his body writhing in pain as the two iron-clad men held him down. Alex scrambled to his feet, wiping his bloody nose with the back of his hand.


   


  “Take that vermin to the dungeon,” he scowled, and Kurt and Clint dragged the struggling Rick away.


   


  The crowd, not knowing whether or not this was all part of the act, but thoroughly entertained none the less, applauded as Rick was forcibly escorted.


   


  “Let me go, assholes,” Rick cursed as he tried helplessly to break free. The two men were built like log-cabins, and they had a vice-like grip on Rick’s arms. The last thing the husband saw before he was dragged out was Jillian’s scowl. For the first time in his marriage, his wife’s expression scared Rick. She had never been so angry and disappointed before.


   


  The duo dragged Rick down the stairs, smacking his shins against the stones. “Watch it!” He swore. “Hey, the joke’s over! Let me go!”


   


  “The joke’s on you, mate,” Kurt snarled. “And it’s far from over.”


   


  The trio descended the long, winding stairs until they reached a dark and damp cellar, illuminated by a single burning torch.


   


  “Haha, very funny,” Rick said. “This castle’s got a fucking dungeon. Now let me go.”


   


  Kurt opened one of the cells and the two lumbering giants chucked him in there, smacking him against the cold, damp wall.


   


  “What the fuck,” Rick breathed full of fury as he climbed to his feet. Clint slammed the cell door in his face, turning the key. “Are you fucking kidding me?! You’re locking me in the dungeon?!”


   


  “You got that right, Sherlock,” the giant grinned. “That’s what happens when you mess with the king.”


   


  “I’ll sue you for unlawful imprisonment,” Rick spat.


   


  “You sure about that, genius?” Kurt answered with a shit-eating grin. “Do that and Alex will counter-sue you for assault. And he’s got a hall full of witnesses to back him up. The way I see it, this here is a citizens arrest, if anything.”


   


  The horrible truth dawned on Rick as he rested against the wall, sinking down to his knees.


   


  Fuck.


   


  I punched Alex in the face. In front of hundreds of people. If he presses charges I’ll lose my job.


   


  His anger slipped away, turning into regret and despair when he realized the gravity of the situation he had gotten himself into. “It was just a brawl,” he tried. “It didn’t mean anything. Come on guys, be reasonable.”


   


  “We’ll see about that,” Kurt answered. “I’ll let you mull things over for a while.”


   


  The two men left, taking the single torch with them.


   


  A complete and total darkness unlike anything Rick had ever experienced enveloped him. His stomach rumbled, painfully aware of the glutinous feast he was missing out on. As much as it pained him, he realized he had to stay on Alex’s good side. He held all the cards now. Losing his pride was still a hell of a lot better than losing his job, his house, and god forbid, his wife.


   


  Hopefully Alex would be in a better mood after he’d eaten.


   


  Rick cursed his temper as her rubbed his sore shoulders. I hope Jillian forgives me as well. Her angry grimace was still etched clearly into Rick’s mind. That might be long, long wait, though…


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  A light illuminated the stairwell, and Rick jumped up, hoping his prayers had finally been answered.


   


  Jillian turned the corner, a torch in one hand, a plate in the other, the sight warming his heart.


   


  “What am I glad to see you,” he gushed, relief washing over him. He had lost all track of time in the darkness — anywhere between thirty minutes and three hours had passed, but every cold minute was one too much.


   


  “Aw, look at you, all locked up like some bad boy,” Jill cooed.


   


  She was slightly slurring her words, her cheeks tinted rosy, a happy grin plastered on her face. If Rick didn’t know any better he’d say his wife was tipsy, yet he knew very well she rarely drank.


   


  “Here, I brought you something,” she said, handing him the plate.


   


  Rick gratefully accepted, quickly scarfing the meal down. The hunger had almost been as bad as the cold.


   


  “Open the door,” he said with his mouth full. “Let’s go home.”


   


  “I don’t have the key,” Jillian answered without any emotion. “Alex wouldn’t give it to me, so you’ll have to cool down a bit longer.”


   


  “What?! So you just came down to gawk at me, rub it in my face?” Rick said, his temper flaring up once more.


   


  “Hey, don’t start with me. I didn’t have to come bring you a meal,” Jillian answered fiercely. “Could have let you rot. I can’t believe you punched my boss Rick! What were you thinking?!”


   


  “Look, I’m sorry, okay? I’m sorry. Please. Just get me out of here. This is no longer funny.”


   


  Jill sighed, crossing her arms. “I’ll ask Alex, but don’t hold your breath. He’s pretty damn angry you embarrassed him like that. He rented this whole castle and you have to ruin the whole day for him.”


   


  Rick noticed something shiny and silver adorning his wife’s head. It couldn’t be…


   


  “What’s that?”


   


  “Oh this?” Jillian asked, giddy once more. “It’s my crown.”


   


  She took it off and admired it, her eyes lighting up.


   


  “Crown? So.. You.. But..” Rick stammered. Surely that didn’t mean that…


   


  “Alex asked me to be his queen,” Jill said. “He said a maiden as fair as I shouldn’t be alone.”


   


  “What?! You’re my queen! You’re my wife goddammit!” Rick snapped, grabbing the cold, metal bars, his knuckles white with rage as he squeezed them as hard as he could.


   


  “Maybe you should have thought of that before you assaulted my boss, Rick,” Jillian snapped. Her lips were pulled into a thin, red line, her face flashing with anger.


   


  Rick realized his wife’s ire was far, far from over, and that his stay in the cold, damp cell might be longer than he had anticipated.


   


  “When Alex asked me, I accepted, of course. At least there’s one man in my life who knows how to treat a woman. I should probably get back to him.”


   


  Jillian turned on her heels, and panic gripped Rick’s heart.


   


  “Please don’t go,” he said. “It’s so cold, please, honey, I’m sorry!”


   


  “Goodbye Rick,” his wife said stiffly.


   


  Jillian walked back upstairs,coating the room in pure blackness once more. Rick sank to his knees, hugging them for warmth. He had royally screwed the pooch. Not only was his wife still fuming with anger, but she was Alex’s pretend-betrothed as well now… and they took this role playing way too seriously here…


   


  Rick waited until some one came down to free him. After all, they couldn’t lock him up all night… right?


   


  * * *


   


  “Wake up, faggot.”


   


  The door to the cell opened with a creak. Rick opened his eyes, his body curled into a ball in the corner of the room. He had spent the entire night shivering in his dark, cold cell.


   


  Alex stood in front of him, the plush mantle still adorning his frame.


   


  “Not feeling so cocky now, huh?”


   


  Rick was too defeated to argue. His back was killing him, the stone floor providing no comfort. His limbs ached, his stomach rumbled and his lips were so chapped he briefly thought about licking the damp, stone walls, just to get a drop.


   


  To add to his misery, he had no idea where his wife was.


   


  Alex threw a bundle of clothes at Rick.


   


  “Wear this,” he commanded, “and I’ll let you go.”


   


  Rick looked at the oddly colored garment in his hand. The wheels started turning and he suddenly realized what he was looking at: A jester’s costume.


   


  Alex sneered when Rick looked up at him. “Be my court jester, Rick.”


   


  The last bit of self-respected left in Rick bubbled up to the surface, and he spat on the floor in front of Alex.


   


  “Eat a dick,” he gurgled.


   


  “Alright,” Alex answered. “I’ll spend the rest of the day with my fiance Jillian, while you can rot in here some more.”


   


  He slammed the door cell shut. Rick veered up. “W-wait,” he protested. Anything but another day in here while his wife is fawning over that asshole. “I-I’ll do it!”


   


  Alex froze and turned. “You sure about that, Foreman? If I hear so much as a peep from you I’ll throw your ass back here, and I’ll re-consider that assault charge.”


   


  “I’ll behave,” Rick said. “I promise. Please just… let me out of here.”


   


  “Put on the costume then.”


   


  Rick stripped his dirty clothes off and slid into the ridiculous clown uniform.


   


  “Good?”


   


  “Hm. Now do a little dance for me.”


   


  Rick blinked. “Are-are you serious?”


   


  “Did I fucking stutter, bitch boy?” Alex jeeringly dangled the keys of the cell in front of Rick, threatening to throw them away.


   


  Rick sighed, slumping his shoulders. This is what rock bottom feels like. He did a little jig, hoping it would be enough.


   


  “Hm. That’s the sorriest excuse for a dance I’ve ever seen,” Alex said, “but it’ll have to do for now. Next time when I ask you something, you better muster up all the gusto you can,” he threatened as he unlocked the cellar door.


   


  Rick nodded vigorously. “Y-yes, yes, of course… sir.”


   


  Alex smiled victoriously. “That’s more like it.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  Rick stumbled outside, blinded by the bright morning light. Jillian was sitting on a table in the courtyard, eating her breakfast. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the state her husband was in.


   


  “Oh my god, what are you wearing?!” She asked. The multi-colored jester’s uniform was an affront to taste, and Rick’s sunk-in eyes and blank stare didn’t make the picture any more palatable.


   


  Rick was too hungry to muster up the energy to get mad at his wife, even though she abandoned him in a dark dungeon. He sat down next to her and grabbed her plate, scarfing down the food as fast as he could.


   


  Jill reached out and touched his hand. Her bright eyes were filled with concern.


   


  “Honey, are you… are you okay? Why are you wearing this?”


   


  Rick shook his head, the bells on his hat ringing, turning his sadness into a joke. “I was down there all night… I had to wear this to get out,” he admitted. Not like it could get any more humiliating than this, Rick thought.


   


  Jillian gasped, covering her mouth with her hand. “Seriously? I-I thought Alex let you out, and you slept in our room. I didn’t know!”


   


  Rick stopped mid-chew. “If you didn’t sleep in our room… then where did you sleep?”


   


  The young wife’s cheeks flushed bright red, her ears glowing. “Well, I slept in the, uhm, royal quarters.”


   


  A lump formed in Rick’s throat. “The king’s quarters, you mean.”


   


  “Well, uh-uhm, yes,” she admitted sheepishly. “Though nothing happened.”


   


  Rick looked down at his plate, unable to face his wife. While he was locked up, shivering in the cold, his wife was cozying up in a warm bed with her boss. Who knows what really happened there..


   


  “I swear, Rick,” she said, grabbing his hand, though Rick jerked away instantly. “I just wanted to see the royal suite, and, well, I was still mad at you, so yeah, I ended up sleeping there… and nothing more.”


   


  Jill sighed, running her hand through her hair. “Let’s go home.”


   


  “You can’t leave,” a voice behind Rick said.


   


  Alex joined them, and Rick tensed up immediately, like an anxious dog.


   


  “Tonight there’s the Grand Finale of the weekend! You both just have to be there!”


   


  Although Alex appeared to be in a jovial mood, Rick heard the threat lingering beneath the surface loud and clear.


   


  “Alex!” Jill yelled. “ You! How could you keep my husband locked up all night?! You told me you let him go!”


   


  Alexander shrugged, resting his hands on Rick’s shoulders. “It must’ve slipped my mind, after all, I was rather… pre-occupied last night.”


   


  Rick winced, both at Alex’s touch and his cruel words. “It’s okay,” Rick said, lying through his teeth. All he had to do was suffer through one more day, and it would all be over…


   


  Or so he thought.


   


  ***


   


  Rick spent the afternoon acting as Alex’s court jester and servant, bringing him food and telling him lame jokes. It was humiliating, but a small price to pay to avoid losing his job.


   


  That night, the main hall served the biggest feast Rick had ever seen. There were overstuffed plates of food, belly dancers, fire-breathers, live music, and a never ending supply of ale. Rick had to sit on a small table behind the King’s grand table, so he didn’t get to enjoy any of the shows, but at least this night, he had food. Jillian was seated right next to Alex, and they seemed to have the time of their lives, drinking and chatting and laughing.


   


  The hours passed slowly, and Rick kept glancing at the clock. The night’s almost over, he thought. Just one more hour and I’ll never have to see that asshole again…


   


  Alex rose to his feet, clinking his heavy golden ring against his goblet. The crowd shushed, awaiting his speech.


   


  “Ladies and gentleman, thank you all for gracing me with your presence,” Alex said. “I’d like to take this moment to thank everyone for their commitment to this company the past year, and I hope we can make the next year as successful as this one! Now, I’d like to end this evening with a surprise.”


   


  Alex snapped his fingers, and at that moment, the live band started playing a wedding theme. The front door of the main hall burst open, and a dozen girls wearing white, frilly dresses skipped in, throwing handfuls of flowers into the air.


   


  “What’s this?” Jill said, turning to Alex.


   


  Alex grabbed the wife’s hand and kissed the back of it. “It’s our wedding ceremony,” he said smugly, pulling out a bridal veil from under the table and placing it on her head. “It’s time to turn this princess into a queen.”


   


  Jill clasped her hands in front of her mouth in surprise, while Rick was besides himself in anger. Was he fucking serious?! He took a step forward, but a strong arm on his shoulder pulled him back.


   


  It was Kurt.


   


  “Behave,” he grunted. “Or else…”


   


  Fuck. Rick couldn’t very well let this pass… but anything he did now would only make matters worse for him. He sat down on his tiny stool, defeated, stewing in anger.


   


  A minister walked in and took his place in front of the royal table, asking the couple to step forward. The crowd cheered and clapped, enjoying the festivities.


   


  Of course they’re happy, Rick thought glumly. It’s not their wife getting married…


   


  “Do you, Jillian, accept Alex as your husband for the rest of the night?”


   


  “I do,” Jill said sheepishly.


   


  “And do you, Alex, take Jillian, as your queen for the rest of the night?”


   


  “I damn sure do,” he said.


   


  “Then I now pronounce your King & Queen. You may kiss the bride!”


   


  To Rick’s shock, Alex lifted Jill’s veil, grabbed the back of her neck and planted a firm kiss directly on her lips. In her surprise, Jillian didn’t immediately pull away, as the crowd erupted in thunderous applause.


   


  With anger rising inside of him Rick flared up out of his seat, but he was once again forcibly pushed back by Kurt.


   


  “I said watch it, bitch,” he grunted. “Don’t make me say it again.”


   


  Alex led Jillian to the dancefloor, where they danced in front of everyone. Rick had never felt so defeated and emasculated in his life as he watched his wife’s boss lead her across the room, their bodies swaying rhythmically to the music, dressed to the nines while he was in a stupid jester costume.


   


  Just one more hour and we can go home…


   


  Unfortunately for Rick, the party was far from over, and one hour turned into two, as the drinks kept flowing and the party got rowdier and rowdier, as company parties tend to do. Jillian had seemingly forgotten all about her actual husband as she danced with her colleagues.


   


  It was only a small taste of things to come…


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  Rick sat by the bar, gloomily downing his drink as he watched Jillian rub her ass against Alex on the dancefloor. She was obviously still mad at him for making such a scene yesterday, and doing her absolute best to rub her husband’s nose in it. Normally she wasn’t such a drinker, but tonight she was cutting loose.


   


  Rick felt quite sorry for himself. Perhaps he did have a temper, but did he really deserve all this?


   


  If only he knew that this was just the beginning…


   


  As the hour grew later, most of the guests cleared out, leaving Alex, Jillian, and a dozen male colleagues. Jill was the absolute center of attention, surrounded by men on all sides as she danced and flirted, brushing her body against them, her cheeks tinted rosy.


   


  Rick watched, the dark pit in his stomach growing by the second. Something seemed off… a voice in the back of his mind told him that he had he had to get his wife out of there as soon as possible, before this whole thing escalated.


   


  Too late.


   


  “Reckon it’s time for the bedding ceremony,” Rick heard a low voice grunt besides him.


   


  “Damn right. Let’s do it.”


   


  The two men left the bar, and Rick recognized Kurt and Clint instantly. He had no idea what that meant, but his gut told him it wasn’t good.


   


  The broad duo started chanting “Bedding! Bedding!” and the other men quickly joined their cry, grabbing Jillian and hoisting her up on their shoulders. They carried her out of the main hall and up the winding staircase.


   


  Rick’s mouth turned as dry as an ash tray. He stumbled off his stool, his legs heavy with drink, and tried to keep up with the group. Jillian was gliding on top of their many hands, their grubby paws running freely across her body, groping her firm bosom and round, curvy bottom. Jill laughed and hollered, enjoying the attention, and the happy sounds made Rick’s knees buckle.


   


  What in the blazes was going on?!


   


  He tried to muscle his way into the group, but he was instantly brushed aside. Every man worked for Alex’s private security-firm, and they were all ex-military. This meant they were as broad as a door and as strong as an ox.


   


  The men carried his wife into the royal chambers. When Rick tried to follow them in, Alex shoved him aside at the entrance. “Private function,” he snarled. “Personal only.” He slammed the door shut in Rick’s face.


   


  Rick pounded his balled fists against the heavy wooden door with all his might, but to no avail. He heard his wife laugh and the men roar, and his mind worked overtime as he imagined what was going on inside. He sank down against the wall, holding his head in his hands, forced to listen…


   


  When suddenly the door opened, as one of the men went to use the restroom, leaving the door ajar. Seizing this opportunity, Rick slipped in unnoticed. What he saw next made his blood run cold.


   


  The men had all formed a circle in the chamber, standing shoulder-to-shoulder, shielding most of the action form Rick’s view. He could see only glimpses and glances, and when he tried to look over someone’s shoulder, they forcibly elbowed him back.


   


  Jillian was in the middle of the circle, and the men pushed her from side to the other. Whenever she got close hands pawed at her, squeezing and groping her, ripping her clothes. As the fabric tore, her white flesh underneath became visible to all. Despite this, Jill seemed to be having the time of her life.


   


  With horror Rick realized the men would not relent until they stripped her naked.


   


  He recognized Kurt, who grabbed a firm hold of Jill’s ragged and torn dress, and with one fell tug, he ripped the garment from her body, leaving her standing in the circle wearing naught but her underwear.


   


  To Rick’s shock, his wife was still laughing. She swatted at the hands groping her body, but she made no effort actually stop them or leave the room. Was she enjoying the attention of her well-built colleagues?


   


  Internally Rick seethed with rage as seeing his wife manhandled. A little bit of bawdy fun was perhaps excusable, but there was a line, and it was about to be crossed.


   


  “Stop it,” he shouted as loud as he could, but his voice was drowned out by the bouldering laughter of the muscled men.


   


  “We’re just getting started,” the man next to Rick snarled.


   


  “But that’s my wife!” He responded with growing desperation.


   


  The man laughed right in his face. “Oh wait, you’re serious? Allow me to laugh even harder! You didn’t get the memo, champ? Your wife is our end-of-year bonus.”


   


  Rick’s stomach fluttered, his palms slicked with sweat. This couldn’t be right. This had to be some kind of nightmare. Any moment now he’d wake up, safe and sound in his own bed, probably with a fever of some kind.


   


  He walked around the circle, trying to get a better view of the action. The men now crowded around Jillian a lot closer, and he could barely see a damn thing. There was a small surge in the group, and for a split second the group parted, providing Rick with an excellent view of the action, making his heart stand still for a second.


   


  Jillian was stripped completely naked, her body covered by countless hands roaming every inch of her exposed flesh. Her tits, her ass, her pussy — there were hands all over them, fingers probing her holes, even some slipping into her mouth, which she licked, willingly and wanton. Her eyes were shut with a look of delirium etched on her gorgeous face.


   


  Rick could barely believe his eyes.


   


  “What the fuck,” he muttered under his breath.


   


  “I know, right?” The man next to Rick said. “I’ve been looking forward to this all year.”


   


  “What do you mean?” Rick asked with a trembling voice.


   


  “What, you didn’t know? Jill is the company whore.”


   


  The ground seemed be swept away from underneath Rick, the men’s deep voice ringing in his ears as he talked on, unaware that he was describing Rick’s wife, and in the process, derailing his marriage.


   


  “I heard from the other guys that they have a party like this every year. Normally Alex keeps Jill to himself, though he’s been known to share her with some clients to sweeten the negotiations, you know how it goes. Best thing is, she’s married! Can you believe that? Poor schmuck… Hey, are you alright man? You seem a little pale.”


   


  All the color drained from Rick’s face, the contents of his stomach climbing his esophagus. This couldn’t be… but his eyes did not deceive them. Many hands roamed his wife’s willing body, and she surrendered herself to the crowd.


   


  All the late nights at the office, the dinners, the weekend trips… it all flashed back in an instant. Was his proper wife getting fucked on every one of those nights? Why did she insist I come this year… did she think it wouldn’t happen with me here… or did she want me to see her for what she really was?


   


  The crowd parted, and Rick saw Alex step forward, completely naked, his large, thick cock bobbing between his legs. Jillian obediently dropped to her knees, as if she’s done this countless times before, and without a moments hesitation wrapped her hot red lips around the big, bulbous head of his cock.


   


  Alexander held the back of Jillian’s head, forcing his entire cock down the obedient wife’s throat. The other men followed his lead and all stripped down, and seconds later, Jill was surrounded by thick, throbbing cock on all sides.


   


  It was the lewdest thing Rick had ever seen — a dozen cocks all pointed at his wife’s face, as her eyes went from one cock to the other, lighting up with joy like a kid in a candy store. Her hands reached out and grabbed the first cocks she could, jerking them off as she bobbed down on Alex’s cock.


   


  “Fuck, this is more like it,” the man next to Rick said as she pulled out his own dick, jerking it absentmindedly as he waited his turn. “You don’t want a go?”


   


  “I-I’ll wait,” Rick stammered.


   


  “You want sloppy seconds, huh? Kinky,” the man grinned.


   


  The men slapped their cocks against Jillian’s cheeks and forehead, burying her in a sea of cocks, and smearing their pre-cum all over her face. She pulled away from Alex’s member, gasping for breath, and instantly another cock was forced down her throat. She was passed around like this, everyone getting a turn to shove his cock in the slutty wife’s mouth. Her face quickly turned into a slobbering mess of saliva and pre-cum, her mouth dribbling juices down over her chest.


   


  A quick-shooter couldn’t hold out any longer and fired his thick, pearly load right over Jill’s forehead, much to the pleasure of the crowd. “Rookie! Amateur! Fuck, you got it on my hand!” The group laughed.


   


  Jill quickly turned her head towards the cumming cock, catching the last few blasts in her open mouth, swallowing it all like a true cumslut.


   


  Rick watched in amazement as his bride was used like a cumdumpster in front of his eyes. His feelings of rage and jealousy were now accompanied by arousal and lust, with the latter winning out.


   


  “Get her on the bed,” Alex grunted.


   


  Rick stood rooted the spot as his wife was lifted up and placed on her hands and knees on the king-sized be. The group split into two lines: One in the front, and one in the back. No one paid any mind to Rick, least of all Jillian.


   


  The husband counted at least twelve cocks in total, every one of them lining up at one of her holes — and without protection.


   


  Holy shit.


   


  ***


  Chapter 6


   


  Alex was first in line. He lined up the purple head of his cock with Jillian’s tight pussy. He rubbed the head against her wet folds. “She’s nice and wet,” he said, as he pushed the head in. Jill moaned loudly, but the sound was quickly muffled by a cock entering her mouth.


   


  Alex slapped his secretary’s ass as he pounded his large cock into her. It was only at that point that he noticed Rick standing idly to the side, watching helplessly as his wife’s entire company ran a train on her. He tilted his chin towards the cuckolded husband as he pressed the tip of his thumb into his wife’s puckered asshole.


   


  “Enjoying the show, Rick?” He taunted, slapping her ass for good measure.


   


  Rick didn’t respond — he stood rooted to the spot, a strange transformation taking place. His anger and jealousy was replaced by an incredible, insatiable lust. The knowledge that his proper, innocent wife was actually a gangbang-loving whore who fucked her boss’s clients turned him beyond belief. The more Alex rubbed his face in it, the hornier he got.


   


  Her boss pounded into her, her breasts jiggling with every thrust from his powerful hips. He fucked her harder than Rick would have ever dared to, but his wife seemed to enjoy every second of it. Is this why she strayed? Did I never satisfy her?


   


  There was no love here — Alex used Jillian’s body like a cumdumpster, jack-hammering his cock into her, eager to be the first of the night to cum inside her cunt. When his orgasm approached, he grabbed a fistful of the wife’s hair, yanking her head up, the cock in her mouth falling out.


   


  He tilted her head towards Rick, who rubbed his erection, still dressed in that god-awful jester costume. “Look at your husband,” he grunted. “Look at him while I fill you! Oh fuck!”


   


  The exact moment that the realization that her husband was watching everything dawned on Jillian was also the same moment Alex came inside of her. He fired rope after rope of his sticky, white seed directly into her unprotected cunt, and a tremor of pleasure ran through her body with every burst of semen.


   


  “Oh god,” she grunted, and her orgasm approached in waves, radiating outward from her swollen clit to every fiber in her being. Her eyes locked with her husband as she came, moaning and writhing on her boss’s cock like a wanton whore.


   


  The young wife craved humiliation, a deep secret she’d kept from her straight-laced husband for years, and it had gnawed on her all this time. Alex had seen-through her right away, pulling her across his lap, yanking up her skirt and spanking her bare-bottom when she came in for an interview at his firm.


   


  She came back for more, not fully understanding why. Jill tried to resist, but she was drawn back to Alex, who delighted in humiliating her and her husband. He forbade her from wearing panties at work, and when he saw how truly submissive Jillian was, he pushed it further and further.


   


  Every time she ever called her husband from work, she was sitting in Alex’s office, stroking his hard, engorged cock, alternating stroking and sucking it while her unknowing husband blabbed on. Alex loved having his secretary call her husband to come pick her up, and then look at him waiting in his car through the blinds while he fucked her bareback. Jill had dribbled her boss’s cum onto her husband’s car seats multiple times.


   


  Alex quickly stared sharing her. First with clients, and then with his employees. It was a company-wide secret that Jill was her boss’s personal whore, and Alex used this fact to motivate his employees. Whoever worked the most hours that week got a blowjob during the Friday afternoon drinks.


   


  Jillian got more reckless, wanting her husband to know this side of her, but he was either oblivious or in denial. No matter how many times she’d kiss him with another man’s cum on her breath, or let him eat her out after Alex’s deposited his load inside of her only half an hour before — he never said a thing.


   


  That’s why she brought him along on this trip. The wanton wife couldn’t keep her needs bottled up any longer. She needed for her husband to know all sides of her. It was up to Rick to accept or reject this… but she couldn’t deny the hunger any longer.


   


  Alex pulled out, his massive cock quickly replaced by Kurt’s. Cum dribbled down her thighs, but her co-workers didn’t care that their boss’s cum coated their cocks as they fucked Jill. On the other side, Clint grabbed a handful of Jill’s hair and pushed his throbbing member into her open-mouthed.


   


  Rick watched his proper wife being spit-roasted by the two giant bullies, their cocks thrusting in and out of her in unison. Jillian was more than a willing participant — she reveled in the attention, moaning and grunting, writing her small frame, thrusting back at them, hungry and eager to get as much unprotected cock inside of her as possible.


   


  Her bright eyes were locked on tightly to Rick’s as she pushed her hips down on Kurt’s massive cock, the tip of her tongue swirling around Clint’s veiny member, communicating silently with her husband. This is who I am. I love this. Do you love me?


   


  Rick found himself nodding, stroking his painful erection. Yes. Yes. I love you. I love it.


   


  The two giant meatheads came inside the wife at the same time, filling her with semen on both ends, grunting as they defiled Rick’s bride. Both of them snarled at him as they wiped their cocks, still dripping juices, on his wife’s body. Within seconds their cocks were replaced with another pair, an unrelenting sea of cock baring down on the wanton wife.


   


  Alex sauntered over towards Rick, completely naked, his big dick swinging between his legs.


   


  “I figured you’d come to watch,” he said.


   


  Rick grunted a reply, his eyes glued to his wife. The guy fucking her mouth pulled out and blasted his cum all over her face, coating her cheeks with his thick seed.


   


  “She’s a proper slut, isn’t she? Fucking craves cum. Knew right from the day I hired her I’d turn her into a cumloving whore… and I’m always right.”


   


  Rick couldn’t help but glance at Alex’s naked cock, glistening with his wife’s juices. It had just been inside his wife, the entire thing, every last inch of it.


   


  “Want to taste your wife on my cock?”


   


  Rick looked up in shock, his eyes large. “N-n-no,” he stammered.


   


  “You were staring at it so much,” Alex said as he grabbed the massive base, pumping his cock a few times, a drop of cum forming on the big, purple head. “You know, you have the same look your wife had when I pulled out my cock in front of her. As a matter of fact, we could use an extra cocksucker at the firm. I know some guys who are into that kinda stuff.”


   


  Rick’s mouth was dry, pure panic pounding in his veins. Me? A cocksucker? Never! Well… n-no… right?…


   


  Alex grabbed Rick’s hand and placed it on his big, veiny member. In a reflex, Rick’s hand circled the giant rod, feeling the weight in his hands. It was a completely different sensation to holding his own member, for it was about three times as heavy.


   


  Without thinking about it his hand moved up and down, pumping it a few times, completely lost in a haze as he jerked his wife’s boss off. To his surprise his entire body burned up, and if he was completely honest with himself, he wanted to kneel down, open up wide, and wrap his lips right around that big, purple, co—


   


  “That’s it,” Alex grunted. “You give a better handjob than your wife, you know that? I knew you were just as much a slut as she is. Put a giant cock in front of you and you do exactly what you’re told. Speaking of which, I’m about ready for round two with your wifey.”


   


  Alex’s coarse words broke the spell, and Rick pulled his hand away quickly, as if the big cock burned him. “N-no,” he said. “I’m not…”


   


  His voice trailed off, distracted by Alex’s grin. “You know it’s true,” he said, “but we’ll continue your lessons later. I have a tight little ass to fuck.”


   


  Alex walked off, leaving Rick utterly confused and strangely aroused. What just happened?


   


  The stud cut in line, taking his place behind the well-fucked wife. Rick had by now lost counts of how many men had cum inside his wife, and she showed the part: Cum dribbled down every inch of her body. Her ass, her thighs, her legs, her back, her face, cheeks, her chest, her hair — there were fat, white globs of sticky, white cum everywhere.


   


  Alex grabbed her red ass, spreading her cheeks for Rick’s benefit. “Look at that sloppy cunt,” he said. “Won’t feel a damn thing.” Having said that, he lined the purple head of his cock with Jill’s puckered asshole. “Luckily, there is one more hole for us to use, isn’t that right?”


   


  Jill moaned loudly as he pressed his cock against her ass. Rick stood rooted to the spot, not believing what he was seeing. Surely his wife couldn’t take that giant cock inside of her ass?


   


  “That’s right,” Alex said, reading the cuckolded husband’s mind. “Your wife is mine, all of it. Pussy mouth and ass.” To illustrate his point he pushed forward, and the slick head of his cock slipped into the wife’s tight ass. She screamed out in pain, cum dribbling down her cheeks and into her mouth as she did so.


   


  Her boss pushed inch-after-inch of his massive cock into her tight behind, spreading her hole wide-open, until every last inch of his monster cock was buried snugly in her ass. He reached around and rubbed her clit with his hand, and to Rick’s surprise, his wife had a full-body orgasm after only two strokes of his thumb, her entire body trembling, a lewd, loud moan leaving her mouth.


   


  There was no denying it. Alex had full control of Jillian’s body. Rick had never manged to make his wife orgasm like it, and certainly not after only a light touch… and never with his cock in her ass, either.


   


  “Tell your husband what you want,” Alex barked, grabbing a fistful of her hair.


   


  By now, everyone in the room was clued in on Rick’s presence and significance, and the men snickered among themselves as they watched their boss utterly humiliate the husband. Their muffled laughs weren’t lost on Rick, and his cock throbbed, the situation only turning him on more.


   


  “Your cum,” Jillian moaned, sounding ragged and out-of-breath. “In my ass!”


   


  Alex jack-hammered the poor wife’s ass, his cock splitting her open. “Get ready,” he grunted under his breath, working up a sweat. “I’m about to blow!”


   


  Jillian reached her hand back and held Alex’s big swinging balls in the palm of her hand, coaxing his cum out of his balls. “Do it,” she breathed. “Fill me Alex! Fill me up!”


   


  With one hard, final push Alex bottomed out inside of Jill and blasted her ass full of cum, his balls pumping a giant load of semen right into her, coating her inner walls with his white, thick seed. When he pulled out her ass gaped open, wide and used, cum dripping out her forbidden hole.


   


  Rick found himself stepping forward, the sight of his wife’s spread ass driving him wild. He had to get a closer look. Silently, he kneeled down behind his wife, his face hovering inches from her well-fucked, cum-filled holes.


   


  “How do I look?” Jill asked, watching her husband over her shoulder.


   


  Rick lacked the words to describe it. Her normally picture-perfect pussy was all red and swollen, her lips hanging open, a steady trickle of cum dripping out of her and unto the bed. Her asshole looked even worse for wear, still gaping open so wide that Rick could slide his cock into her without ever touching the walls.


   


  “Breathtaking,” the husband whispered.


   


  Jill pushed her hips back, and Rick didn’t move — and so her cum-filled ass was pushed right into his face, filling his nose and his mouth with the potent aroma, the addictive taste of his wife’s well-fucked pussy and ass. A crazed lust overtook him, and he pushed his tongue as far into her ass as it would go, fucking her holes with his face, licking and tasting and sucking on it all as much as he could.


   


  The crowd watched Rick tongue his wife’s sloppy holes with bemusement, murmuring to themselves. “Look at that fag go!” “What a cumslut, damn,” “Alex sure knows how to pick ‘em,” “Hey Clint, he’s probably guzzling up your cum right now!”


   


  “Keep going,” Jill moaned, writhing her body on her husband’s face. “Oh fuck baby, lick my ass, eat it, eat my fucking ass, baby! Oh fuck I’m cumming, I’m gonna, I’m gonna cum all on your face, oh-oh-oh!”


   


  Rick grabbed her hips tightly, not letting go off his bucking wife as he worked his tongue. She reached back and grabbed a fistful of his hair, pushing his face into her behind so hard he struggled to breathe.


   


  “Oh YES!” She screamed as she came, pure pleasure coursing through her every vein.


   


  With his wife’s taste still on his breath, Rick undid his clumsy costume, whipped out his member and with one thrust slid it into his wife’s gaping asshole. It was so well lubricated that all he felt was Alex’s cum clinging to him, and the sensations proved so intense he came within a handful of strokes, adding his load, cumming in his own wife’s ass for the first time.


   


  He didn’t even get a chance to enjoy his intense orgasm, for Clint grabbed him by the shoulders and unceremoniously shoved him to the side “My turn,” he growled as he pushed the head of his fat cock into Jill’s asshole — causing her to scream out.


   


  Rick was keenly aware of the fact that when he entered his wife, she barely reacted. He realized the night was far, far from over — now every man was going to use her ass…


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  Working late again! Xxx


   


  Rick stared at his wife’s text message, blood instantly rushing towards his cock. He knew exactly what that meant.


   


  ‘Working late’ was codeword for ‘Alex is sharing me’. With his employees, clients, neighbors… anyone that Alex fancied that day. It had been the codeword for years, but Rick had never been clued in on it’s actual meaning.


   


  Have fun! I’ll wait up.


   


  Rick paced his living room, the gnawing feeling in his stomach keeping him moving. It had been six weeks since the fair and the shocking revelations, and coming to terms with the truth hadn’t been easy for either of them… but they had made it work. There was some yelling, some tears… but most of all, a whole lot of earth-shattering sex as Jillian recounted every single encounter she’d had, and there were plenty.


   


  She’d gone right back to work that come Monday, despite her husband’s protest, and had come home with a pussy full of cum. Unable to resist the temptation, Rick ate her out, eating the creampie again…


   


  Which is why he was waiting up now. He had no idea when she was going to get home — could be 10 pm, could be 4 am — but there was no doubt he’d have a warm and creamy pie to devour before they’d go to bed… just like every night.


   


  * * *


  The Cabin


  Chapter 1


   


  The Oregon forest looked absolutely stunning, all vibrant, lush greens and warm browns. The dense forest stretched out for miles and miles; a welcome retreat from my hectic life in LA. The only thing that drew my eye, however, was my gorgeous wife.


   


  Ruby was wearing denim hot pants and a tight, white top, that showed plenty of cleavage. Not a hiker’s first choice of dress, but Ruby always picked fashion over function. She was a model and an actress, so it came with the job.


   


  Technically, I was there ‘on the job’ as well. I was a cinematographer by day, and erotic photographer by night. I volunteered to scout out some possible locations for an upcoming film in the Oregon wilderness, but truth be told, I was really vacationing with Ruby on the studio’s dime.


   


  We met on set half a decade ago, and it was love at first sight. I’d never seen a more beautiful woman. The dimples in her cheeks when she laughed, the light freckles on her cute-as-a-button nose, her golden blonde hair that looked nonchalant no matter what way she styled it, I loved every single bit of it. To me, she was absolutely perfect.


   


  To my shock, she felt the same way about me, and after a whirlwind romance we got married, and the spark has been there ever since. I can honestly say that I am obsessed with her beautiful body, and immortalizing her fine features on film is my favorite past-time.


   


  She has entertained my hobby as an erotic photographer, although she’s strictly forbidden me from ever sharing my work with another living soul. Reluctantly, I agreed to her demands, and I’ve kept true to my word. I have, however, taken good care to preserve my work for future generations to enjoy…


  


  My hearts biggest desire is to photograph Ruby with another man. I want to capture every last detail of my wife’s face when she’s lost in the throes of passion. I want to see her eyebrows scrunch up as she’s penetrated, I want to see her eyes shut tight as she surrenders herself to lust, and I want to see her mouth hang open and her tongue dart out as she loses herself in orgasm.


   


  I can’t do that properly when I’m behind the camera. However, Ruby has always categorically rejected these fantasies.


   


  Until we took shelter from a sudden downpour in a cabin with three well-built huntsmen.


   


  Then everything changed.


   


  * * *


   


  We had been so absorbed in our hike we barely noticed the skies darkening until it was too late. The tremendous pour of rain took us completely by surprise. Our tent was over a two-hour march away, and we were by no means dressed to weather a storm.


  


  The cabin was a godsend.


   


  I caught a glimpse of it in the distance right as the storm broke, the first thick drops softly trickling down on us before the heaven opened it’s floodgates.


   


  I grabbed my wife by the hand as we descended the hill, shielding my expensive camera from the rain with my body as we made a break for it. We didn’t quite make it in time. The rain was so heavy that it completely soaked us within a matter of seconds.


   


  We burst through the cabin door, my body heaving with every breath, having sprinted half a mile. Greeting us were three burly, bearded men, with cocked shotguns aimed right at us. My heart skipped a beat.


   


  “Holy shit, you scared the shit out of us,” the one to the left said. He was the tallest of the bunch, sporting an impressive, black, bushy beard. “I thought you were a damn bear! Cooper, why didn’t you lock the damn door?!”


   


  The man to the right rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “Thought I did,” he said. He was a bit shorter and stockier than his mate, with chestnut-brown hair and matching eyes.


   


  “Sorry to intrude,” I said, still wheezing. “The rain took us by surprise, and we ran for the first shelter we could find.”


   


  The men lowered their guns. “What the hell are you two doing all the way out here? Don’t look you belong,” the leader gruffed. His eyes traveled over our gear, and lack thereof, with a look of disapproval. His gaze lingered on my wife longer than on me, and when I followed his stare, I instantly saw why.


   


  Her white cotton tank-top had become completely transparent by the rain, nearly exposing her entire chest to these three strangers. Moreover, Ruby was bent over at the waist, her hands resting on her knees as she gathered her breath, providing the men with an excellent view down her flimsy top.


   


  “I’m a photographer from LA,” I said, flashing them my camera. I prayed it didn’t have any water-damage. “I’m Wes, and this is my wife, Ruby.” I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. She looked up at me with big, scared eyes, her hands rubbing her sides for some warmth.


   


  “We’re out here to scout out locations for a film, and went on a hike this afternoon… as I said, the rain took us by surprise. Our tent with all our belongings is a two-hour march west. Could we please weather the storm here?”


   


  “Storm’s been coming all day,” the man snorted. “Out-of-towners…”


   


  “We can’t send them out there, Gage,” the ginger-bearded man at the back said. “It’ll rain for hours, and it’s getting dark soon. They’re get lost.”


   


  Gage rubbed his temples. “You’re right,” he said. “You two will have to stay the night.”


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat. Spending an entire night with three husky, well-armed hunters in a cabin in the woods, along with my scantily clad wife… this was a recipe for disaster.


   


  Yet, we had no other choice.


   


  “Thank you,” I said.


   


  Gage wandered out of the room, muttering curses and shaking his head. Not a fan of company, it seemed.


   


  “Don’t mind him,” the red-bearded man told us as he handed us a pair of towels. “He’s just a curmudgeon. I’m Sawyer, that’s Cooper, and you just met Gage. Welcome to our little cabin! It ain’t much, but it sure as hell beats being out there right now.”


   


  Cooper tipped his hat. “Hiya.”


   


  My wife and I thanked him for the towels and dried ourselves as best as we could, but our clothes were still thoroughly soaked.


   


  “Wait a dang second,” Cooper said. “I recognize you. Ruby, was it? As in Ruby Rixon? The actress?”


   


  My wife smiled sheepishly. Even in the middle of thewoods she couldn’t escape her fame. “Yes,” she admitted. “That’s me.”


   


  “Wow!” Cooper said. “Never thought I’d see the day! A bona fide Hollywood hot shot, here in our cabin! What are the odds!”


   


  “I’m no hot shot,” Ruby said. “But thank you.”


   


  “I’m a big fan,” Cooper continued. “I loved you in The Galactic Hunt! Tell me, I’ve always wondered—”


   


  “I’m happy to answer all your questions,” Ruby said, interrupting him, “but do you perhaps have something dry for me to put on first? I’m freezing.”


   


  “Oh of course, excuse me! Where are my manners!” Cooper said. He disappeared into the back room and came back out clutching some of his own clothing. “I don’t think it’ll fit, but, it’s better than nothing. Bathroom’s that-a-way.”


   


  Ruby and I changed into the hunter’s clothing in the small bathroom. My wife stripped off all her clothes and hung them out to dry. The T-shirt Cooper had given her was several sizes too big. If you glanced down her top, you could see her entire naked chest.


   


  “What do you think?” I whispered as I got dressed.


   


  Ruby shrugged. “They seem nice,” she said. “Could be worse.”


   


  I nodded. “Scared the crap out of me though! When I saw their guns I thought we were in deep shit…”


   


  “Me too,” Ruby answered. “But they seem like decent folk.”


   


  “Do you think they’d mind if I took some photos of them? I’ve never seen men more quintessential frontiersmen than these three.”


   


  “Is that the first thing on your mind?” Ruby said with a laugh. “You don’t change, do you, Wes?”


   


  “Guilty as charged.”


   


  “No harm in asking. They are strikingly attractive, if I do say so myself,” she whispered. “Wouldn’t look out of place in a mountaineering ad, not one bit. All muscle and beard.”


   


  She stepped into the baggy camo-pants Cooper had graciously lent us. She had to hold onto its waist to prevent it from sliding down to her knees, as she was stark naked underneath. “This’ll have to do,” she sighed.


   


  Cooper and Sawyer had lit up the fireplace, and Gage was sitting in a chair, cleaning his nails with a big knife.


   


  “How do we look?” I asked.


   


  The three men burst out laughing when they saw the odd-fit of their oversized hunter gear on our lean bodies.


   


  “Like a bunch of clowns,” Sawyer grinned, and I had to agree with him.


   


  “Never thought I’d get to see Ruby Rixon in my camo pants!” Cooper said.


   


  “I thought you wanted to get into Ruby’s pants, not the other way around,” Gage grinned.


   


  Cooper turned a bright shade of red as the two men laughed at his expense. I detected a naughty smirk on my wife’s lips as well.


   


  “Place your clothes around the fire,” Sawyer told us. “They’ll dry faster that way. Bathroom gets cold at night, they’ll still be soaking wet come morn.”


   


  We followed his suggestion, and a few minutes later we were all sitting huddled around the flames, my wife’s bright red panties and bra front and center for everyone to ogle.


   


  Cooper quizzed my wife on her acting career, while I took the moment to check the state of my camera. To my relief it still seemed to be in full working order.


   


  At the time I had no idea that my innocent question for some photographs was going to forever alter the course of my marriage…


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  “Do you mind if I take some photographs?” I asked Gage.


   


  He frowned and shook his head. “I’m not looking to get ‘discovered’, city boy.”


   


  “They’re just for my personal collection,” I said. “The least you can let me do is repay your hospitality with some nice photographs.”


   


  “Come on, don’t be a prick,” Sawyer said on my behalf. “Let the man fiddle if he wants to. What’s the harm?”


   


  Gage stroked his thick, bushy beard thoughtfully, looking down at me with dark eyes bristling with contempt.


   


  “Fine,” he grumbled. “But no one gets to see them except for me, is that clear?”


   


  “Affirmative,” I said.


   


  I’d dealt with men like Gage in the past, though none had his intimidating posture and menacing stare. A little sweet-talking is usually all it took to get any person in front of my lens, and luckily, Gage was no different.


   


  Despite his comments, he very well could be ‘discovered’. He had a very distinctive, ruggedly attractive face. Perfect for the role of a motorcycle gang president in a movie. With his nearly seven feet tall frame, broad shoulders and impressive beard, he totally fit the part.


   


  I didn’t mention this to him, of course. For some reason I didn’t think he’d take it as a compliment.


   


  I snapped some photos of him while he did his best to ignore me.


   


  “Hiya, Wes,” Cooper said, waving at me. “How about a picture of me and Ruby? No one else is going to believe me otherwise! I mean, if you don’t mind?”


   


  Ruby smiled. “No problem, Coop.”


   


  Cooper smiled broadly, a wide, ear-to-ear smile. “This is amazing,” he grinned. I loved seeing the boyish excitement in this giant man, just because he’s seen my wife on the silver screen.


   


  “Sit on his lap,” I instructed my wife. “He’s too tall to get you two in the same frame.”


   


  This was a half-truth. I could’ve made it work, but I also wanted to see my wife sit on the man’s lap.


   


  Ruby looked at me, furrowing her eyebrows for a split second before she agreed. “Okay, if you say so,” she said as she sat down on Cooper’s lap.


   


  His big grin got even wider now that the object of his affection was sitting on his knee.


   


  “Don’t be afraid to hold her,” I instructed him. “Grab her waist.”


   


  Cooper did as I instructed him, carefully placing his hand on my wife’s side.


   


  “That’s it, don’t be shy,” I said as I snapped some photographs. “That’s it. Perfect. Now look at each other.”


   


  I knew Cooper just wanted a simple picture proving that they’d met, but I wasn’t going to let this chance go to waste. I made them pose in several different ways, making the most out of the opportunity.


   


  Sawyer and Gage watched me work with interest, and from their lifted eyebrows I felt something resembling respect. I knew that these were men who worked with their hands, and to them, I was probably just a Hollywood phony, a charlatan, so gaining their respect made me feel proud of my line of work.


   


  I instructed Ruby to rest her back against Cooper’s chest and look off into the distance. She followed my command without question — not realizing that Cooper could now see right down her shirt, getting an eyeful of her luscious, full orbs. He turned as red as a beet, glancing nervously at me, his eyes gleaming with guilt, but I didn’t react at all.


   


  Outwardly, that is. On the inside I was getting more aroused by the second. I finally was getting my wife to pose with another man… the perfect time to push my luck and see what would happen.


   


  “Perfect,” I croaked. “Sawyer, do you want to be next?”


   


  The red-haired man looked at me quizzically. What had just happened wasn’t lost on him or Gage. “Alright, if that’s what you want,” he said as he got up. “Move, Coop.”


   


  Reluctantly, Cooper let go off my wife, and Sawyer took his place in the wooden-chair. He grabbed my wife by the waist and pulled her onto his lap, his hands holding her sides tightly. Sawyer wasn’t as shy as his friend.


   


  Ruby rolled her eyes at me. “Turning this into one of your photo shoots again?”


   


  “Just roll with it,” I said as I took their picture.


   


  “Fine,” Ruby said with a playful smirk, wiggling her bottom into Sawyer’s lap. The red-haired men rested his hands on her stomach, holding her petite frame pressed tightly against his, and I saw the gleam of excitement appearing in my wife’s eye.


   


  I knew that look all too well. She pretended like she was doing this to humor me, but I knew her better than that. She was an exhibitionist at heart. After all, she was a model and an actress.


   


  Sawyer wasn’t coy at all about glancing down her shirt to ogle her fine breasts. He even tugged at the bottom of her shirt so that the collar of her shirt opened wider, providing him with a better view.


   


  When Ruby realized what was going on, she swatted his hands away, her cheeks rosy. “Hey, cut it out!” She protested, but with a smile.


   


  Gage’s turn was next… but he had no intention of playing by the rules.


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  “Good,” I said, my mouth dry. “Excellent. Gage, it’s your turn.”


   


  The tall man got up with a grunt. He sat down in the chair and pulled my wife onto his lap, looking at me with dark, brooding eyes. My heart skipped a beat as he stared directly into my soul. Gage wasn’t going to play as nice as his two mates had… and the thought made my erection throb. He held my wife tightly, pressing her down onto his lap.


   


  “I don’t get it,” he said, his voice a low grumble. “What’s my… whatchamacallit… motivation here?”


   


  “Your motivation for this ‘shoot? Uhm, you two are… long lost lovers… and now you’re finally re-united. Does that work for you?”


   


  “Long lost lovers, huh?” Gage said, sliding his hand under Ruby’s shirt, resting it on her flat stomach. “I could see that.”


   


  My wife looked at me, her eyes big with concern. I nodded and continued shooting pictures, my cock straining against the fabric of my pants.


   


  Gage lifted my wife by the waist as if she was weightless and turned her around, so that she was now straddling his lap, facing him. “Your ass was pressing into my cock too much,” he said with a snarl, making his two mates laugh.


   


  I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I’d asked my wife to sit in Gage’s lap, and he was going to milk this opportunity for all it was worth.


   


  He rested his hands on her naked lower back, the crack of her ass clearly visible to me now. Her clothing was a few sizes too big, so any moment his could slide down and cup a full feel of her ass…


   


  “That’s quite a sight,” he grunted as he looked down her top. I walked around the couple so that I could photograph them from the back, with Ruby facing me.


   


  The look on Ruby’s face made me stop dead in my tracks.


   


  I knew that look all too well.


   


  It was the look of pure arousal.


   


  She was staring at me through half-open eyelids, her mouth hanging open, her body heaving up and down with every breath. Her baby blue eyes were filled with lust.


   


  If I wanted to put a stop to this, I had to do it now. Now. If I hesitated, I could very well be surrendering my barely dressed wife to three burly huntsmen.


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my hands shaking so much I could barely keep the camera steady. “That’s it,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “Look at the camera.”


   


  I could see down her top as well, her large breasts clearly visible, just begging to be touched. What happened next made me question if I was dreaming.


   


  Without hesitation Gage stuck his hand up her shirt and squeezed her right breast roughly, his dirty fingers digging into her soft, white skin. “Nice tits,” he said as he molested my wife, rolling her breast around in his hand.


   


  Ruby didn’t move a muscle to protest. She had surrendered all control of the situation over to me, and I had conceded it to Gage, and he was going to take full advantage of my hospitality. He squeezed and mauled her breasts, pinching and tugging at her rock-hard nipples.


   


  “Fucking nice titties,” he grunted.


   


  I did the only thing I knew how. I took pictures. I snapped photographs of Gage’s grubby hands pawing at my wife’s chest, his fingers digging into her skin, this thumbs pulling at her sensitive nipples.


   


  Sawyer and Cooper were staring at the scene in disbelief. I felt that they were looking at me, waiting for me to explode in anger, but I acted like I was none the wiser.


   


  I saw that Gage’s other hand had slipped into the back of her oversized pants, clutching a full hand of my wife’s round, firm ass. I was so excited, I barely knew where to look.


   


  “That’s it, take out my cock,” Gage grunted, and I nearly fainted as all the blood in my body rushed to my cock. Ruby had unbuttoned the bearded man’s pants, and his giant cock was sticking out the top.


   


  Everything about Gage was oversized, and his cock doubly so. It reached all the way to his naval, a big, throbbing vein running up its length, pulsing with excitement. It was as thick as my wrist, and as long as my underarm.


   


  No doubt my wife had felt that monster pressing against her all along, explaining why she was so extremely horny all of a sudden.


   


  Her hands rubbed the big, purple head of his penis, big droplets of pre-cum glistening out the slit on top, coating his cock in his juices. I could smell the strong aroma of his cock, the stench filling up the entire cabin. This men had probably been out hunting all day, and they smelled like it, but it was an aphrodisiac for my wife.


   


  Gage ripped Cooper’s shirt from my wife’s body, throwing it back at him, freeing her breasts.


   


  “That’s more like it,” he grunted as he grasped two handfuls of my wife’s firm, naked tits. “Have any of you two ever seen titties this nice?”


   


  Sawyer and Cooper shook their heads. “Hell no,” Sawyer said. “Fucking nice.”


   


  Cooper’s mouth was hanging wide open. He’d been a fan of my wife, and now he was seeing her stripped right in front of his very eyes. This wasn’t only my biggest fantasy come to life, but Coop’s as well.


   


  Ruby stood up and Gage pulled down her pants with one fell swoop. She was completely naked in front of not one, not two, but three strangers, her glorious body free for them to ogle.


   


  “I love a shaved cunt,” Gage said coarsely as he cupped my wife’s pussy with one hand, pressing his fingers against her entrance. To my surprise his fingers slid in easily, proving that she was completely soaked with juices.


   


  All the while I kept shooting pictures, one after another, not wanting to miss a single moment of this debauchery. I was afraid that if I spoke, I’d break the spell, so I kept quiet, watching breathlessly.


   


  Gage pulled down his own trousers and underwear, his big, floppy cock bouncing freely between his legs. He grabbed my wife’s thighs and pulled her back onto his lap, his cock pressing against her soft stomach, grabbing a handful of her supple ass.


   


  His other hand went to the back of her neck, pulling her mouth down onto his. They exchanged a sloppy, wet kiss, the sounds of their tongues meeting the only sound in the cabin, besides the flickering of the fire. Ruby moved her hips, pressing her wet folds down onto Gage’s thick, fat shaft, rubbing herself against him, leaking her juices all over him.


   


  To say I was flabbergasted would be an understatement. Ruby had never been shy, but I had never seen her act so wanton, so shameless so absolutely consumed by lust.


   


  I loved it.


   


  It’s everything I ever wanted to see, and it was happening right in front of me as I captured every last detail on film.


   


  Gage is the last man I’d ever would have considered for the job — a tall, bearded, dangerous looking man, but apparently, that was exactly what I needed for the job.


   


  “Suck my cock,” he said, pushing my wife down between his knees. If I ever did something like that Ruby would kick me out of bed straight away, but not Gage.


   


  No, my wife willfully slid down until she was kneeling between the tall man’s hairy legs. Her gaze traveled over this giant, pulsing cock with a sense of wonder, her eyes lighting up with joy.


   


  However, Gage had no patience for such an amazing moment. He grabbed a fistful of my wife’s golden blonde hair and forced the head of his cock into her pretty little mouth, her lips stretched to the max as she tried to take it all, and he roughly thrust his cock down her throat.


   


  “That’s how you treat a bitch,” Gage said to his two mates as he facefucked my wife, his massive cock stabbing the back of Ruby’s throat as he slid his length all the way down. “All whores want to be used like this, you just have to show them their place.”


   


  This man took more liberties with my wife within the first hour of meeting her than I’d ever done in the past five years — and I loved it.


   


  Tears sprung in my wife’s eyes as she struggled to breathe, but still, she showed no sign of physical resistance as she let this rough man use her body like a fuck toy.


   


  When he let go of the back of her head Ruby fell back, gasping for breath, strands of saliva dripping down the corners of her mouth.


   


  Gage’s gaze now turned to me, his dark eyes glimmering with twisted excitement. “You’re getting the shots you wanted, boy?” He asked me, grabbing the base of his cock and slapping the sloppy, wet head against my wife’s face, the dirty, wet sounds of his cock bouncing off her cheeks filling the room.


   


  I didn’t respond. I was too focused on capturing the sinful look on my wife’s face, her eyes closed in ecstasy, her tongue flicking out, tasting Gage’s sweaty cock. I entered a state of hyper-focus, intent on capturing every fleeting detail.


   


  “See, I told you these city folks are into some fucked up shit,” Gage said, turning to his mates. “I’m going to fuck his bitch, and he’s going to photograph the whole thing so he can jerk off to it the rest of his life.” His voice was dripping with derision, but he had no idea what a favor he was actually doing me.


   


  Sawyer and Cooper shook their heads in amazement — while they were stroking the giant bulges in their pants.


   


  “I’ll give him something to look at,” Gage sneered as he pulled my wife up to her feet and down into his lap. “Watch this.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  Gage placed the head of his cock against my wife’s dripping wet entrance, the bulbous purple head rubbing against her wet folds. Ruby moaned into his neck, her cheek brushing against his bushy beard.


   


  “Fuck me,” she panted like a dog in heat. “Use me.”


   


  I had never heard my wife speak so subserviently, so obediently ever before. Gage hadn’t even fucked her yet, but my wife was already acting like his whore.


   


  He grabbed her waist with his big burly hands and pushed her down onto his thick member. My wife screamed out, a potent mixture of pleasure and pain, as the biggest cock of her life stretched her beyond her limits.


   


  Gage forced her down, inch after inch, until his giant member had fully penetrated my petite wife, his entire 10 inch cock lodged deep inside of her. Ruby’s face was all scrunched up, her nose wrinkled and her eyes shut tight, her mouth hanging open, a small strand of saliva dripping out the corner, as she was pushed to new heights.


   


  “You love that real cock?” Gage grunted. His hands gripped the bottom of her ass cheeks, his fingers digging into her skin, holding her tightly in place. He lifted her up and slammed her down, using all his strength to pound my wife’s body down on his massive cock.


   


  “Oh fuck!” My wife screamed, her voice dripping with passion. “Oh God! It’s too big!”


   


  Gage used my wife’s petite body like a toy, slamming her down on his giant, throbbing cock, stretching her cunt wide open. Her lips gripped his length as my wife moaned deliriously. The length of his cock, as well as her entire inner thighs, were coated in a mixture of their juices. I had never seen my wife this wet before.


   


  Ruby’s face turned a bright red as she rode the big man’s cock as best as she could, moving her hips in unison with him, timing her movements, so that she was filled with his member over and over again.


   


  I was so absorbed in the moment, I even forgot to take photographs for a good five minutes. My wife’s piercing scream brought me back to reality, and I realized the moment I had been waiting for my whole life was flashing by right before my eyes.


   


  I needed a better look.


   


  I knelt down between Gage’s legs, holding the camera in front of my face so that I could get a perfect close-up of his fat member stretching the lips of my wife’s cunt wide open. His big balls were dangling in front of my face, trembling with every powerful thrust of his hips. They were the size of tennis balls, and no doubt filled to the brim with potent, viral cum.


   


  Without giving it a second thought I reached out and grabbed them, feeling the smooth skin in the palm of my hand, as my wife’s ass bounced down on top of them.


   


  “That’s right, rub my balls as I cum inside your bitch,” Gage grunted.


   


  “What the fuck, he’s really doing it,” Sawyer said behind me. “Just look at him!”


   


  Any last vestige of shame I had went out the window as I grabbed a firm hold of the bully’s massive balls, kneading them in my hand, feeling them pulse and brim with energy as they prepared to launch a gallon of potent cum straight into my wife’s unprotected cunt.


   


  “Oh fuck,” I heard my wife gasp in surprise. I looked up, my hands still holding the big balls, to find my wife staring down at me, her beautiful blue eyes glazed over with lust. Her hand reached out and grabbed my hair, slowly pulling me closer towards her.


   


  I knew exactly what she wanted.


   


  Ruby loved it when I ate her out from behind. Something she was embarrassed to admit, but I knew my wife well. Whenever we got drunk she’d ask me to eat her from the back, moaning about how she wished she was getting fucked at the same time. She’d deny this ever happened when sober, but I knew it was a deep-seated fantasy of hers.


   


  My wife wanted me to tongue her asshole as Gage filled her pussy with his cum.


   


  Ruby pushed my face into her ass, smothering me with her thick, round booty. Every time Gage lowered my wife onto his massive cock, her ass smacked me right in the face. My wife’s face held me down tightly, suffocating me with her cheeks, and I struggled to breathe. I had to time my breaths between Gage’s thrusts.


   


  I stuck out my tongue as far as I could, rubbing it against her sensitive, puckered asshole. Not even in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine such a lewd, depraved threesome ever happening, but there I was, massaging this bearded brute’s balls as I tongued my wife’s ass, every last inch of his unprotected, meaty cock stretching my wife’s tight cunt.


   


  “I’m about to cum in that cunt of yours,” Gate grunted, and I heard a slap as his hand struck her breast. “Do it,” my wife grunted through gritted teeth. “Fill me! Fill me up!”


   


  I felt Gage’s balls contract in my hands, his powerful orgasm only a few thrusts away.


   


  This was it. It was really happening.


   


  And I couldn’t be closer to the action.


   


  “Yes, yes yes!” Gage grunted, slamming my wife down on his cock. “I’m cumming!”


   


  My wife slid down all the way on his cock, his entire, massive cock bottoming out inside of her, filling her to the max. To my shock, Ruby pushed my head further down, my tongue gliding down the base of Gage’s fat cock, towards his massive, pulsating balls. They jerked and contracted against my face and without thinking about it, I sucked one of his enormous testicles into my mouth.


   


  “That’s it,” my wife hissed, holding me down firmly. “Suck those balls!”


   


  She’d never been so dominant ever before, and I had no idea where this was coming from, but then again, this was a day of many firsts.


   


  “Oh fuck, suck on my balls, faggot!” Gage grunted approvingly. “I’m cumming in your whore!”


   


  Gage emptied his big balls straight into my wife’s unprotected cunt. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum straight into her fertile, unprotected pussy, and I could feel his balls work and pulse against my tongue as they worked to fill her up to the brim.


   


  Ruby let out a prolonged moan as she felt the bearded men unload himself inside of her, his cock still throbbing fiercely. When he had well and truly filled her up he lifted Ruby up by her waist, his massive cock sliding out of her stretched-open cunt, slapping me against the face, coating me in a mixture of his cum and my wife’s juices.


   


  My wife’s cunt was left gaping wide-open, and for a second I stared in amazement at the damage he’d done… but then his thick, droopy load gushed out of her pussy, landing straight on my shocked face.


   


  The three men laughed at my expense as Gage’s load dripped out on top of me. I was so surprised I didn’t even move, letting it all happen. Ruby once again grabbed my hair and lowered her pussy down on top of me, rubbing her wet folds right against my mouth.


   


  “Taste me,” she demanded. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”


   


  I licked and sucked, my tongue exploring every used crevice, every inch of her flesh I could get my mouth on. She was right, after all. I let it happen, so it was only fit I be the one to clean her up. I latched onto her swollen clit, sucking it into my mouth, and flicking my tongue against it, licking her to an orgasm right where she stood.


   


  Satisfied, Ruby plopped down in a chair, holding her legs wide open.


   


  “Who is next?” She asked.


   


  I turned around and saw Cooper and Sawyer had both undressed, holding their massive, thick cocks in the palm of their hands. With a jolt of excitement I realized this night was far, far from over.


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  “I’m first,” Sawyer said, pushing Cooper aside.


   


  “Second, actually,” Gage grunted from his seat, lazily stroking his cum-covered erection. Even at half-mast his dick impressed.


   


  The ginger-haired man took his place between my wife’s legs, pushing her knees up to her chest so that her used cunt was available to him. He slid his cock in with only one thrust.


   


  “Fuck, you stretched her out,” he complained as he fucked my wife’s dirty, sloppy pussy.


   


  “Use her ass,” Gage said.


   


  “Not a bad idea,” Sawyer responded. He pulled out and placed his cock, now coated with Gage’s juices, at the entrance of her puckered asshole. I watched in shock as he pushed his cock in, splitting her unused asshole wide open.


   


  Ruby grunted loudly as the broad-shouldered man entered her ass. Sawyer was as rough as Gage had been, and he forced his cock into her asshole, his hands slapping her breasts red and raw.


   


  “Fuck, that’s one tight little ass you’ve got there,” he grunted through his clenched teeth. “Hey faggot, come here and lick my balls while I cum in your wife’s ass! Make yourself useful, huh?”


   


  As if in a trance I crawled towards him on my hands and knees, kneeling down behind him. Sawyer grabbed my hair and pushed me into his taint. I licked the underside of his balls, the sweaty, bitter taste of his sack filling my mouth.


   


  “Ah yes! I could get used to having you around,” Sawyer moaned. “Never thought having a ball-sucking faggot around would be so nice. Fuck, I’m going to blow already! Uhh!”


   


  For the second time today I lapped at a man’s balls as he came inside my wife. Sawyer pumped his cum into Ruby’s ass. I’ll never forget the sight when he pulled out.


   


  Ruby was lying down on her back, her knees pulled up all the way to her chest, while her used and abused cunt and asshole were both gaping open, a steady stream of cum dripping down both holes. Her eyes were half-open, a permanent, lustful grin plastered all over her face, while her tits were red and bruised.


   


  “Now that’s a pretty picture,” Gage laughed. He threw my camera at me. “Here!”


   


  I gleefully snapped a few photos of my wife’s stretched out and filled holes.


   


  “Which hole do you want, Coop?” Sawyer said. “We done ruined her a bit for ya,” he smirked. “Sorry ‘bout that.”


   


  Cooper stood in front of my wife, his hand wrapped around his firm erection. He wasn’t as tough as his two mates, and I could only imagine what he was thinking at that point. Ruby Rixon, his favorite actress, had been fucked in her cunt and asshole right in front of him by his two best friends, leaving sloppy thirds to him.


   


  “Come here,” Ruby cooed, opening her legs. “Fuck my pussy, baby.”


   


  Cooper gently lowered himself between his legs, and my wife grabbed his thick cock, guiding him into her sloppy cunt. He sank in, a blissful moan leaving his lips as his unprotected cock filled Ruby.


   


  “That’s it baby,” my wife whispered, her hands rubbing his back. “Fuck me. I’m yours Coop, I’m all yours. Cum in me baby, cum in me,” she said, staring longingly into his eyes.


   


  “Oh god,” Cooper grunted, his body already trembling.


   


  “Ha, are you cumming already,” Gage laughed. “What are you, a rookie?”


   


  “Don’t listen to him,” Ruby said gently. “You can fuck me whenever you want. Come visit me back in LA, I’ll let you fuck me every night with that big fat cock of yours. I fuck all my biggest fans, baby. My pussy is all yours. Do it baby, fill me, ah yes Cooper, oh you’re so good, oh yeah!”


   


  I was flabbergasted by my wife’s loving dirty talk. How much of what she was saying was true? Did she really fuck her fans…? Or was that a newly instated policy…


   


  “Oh god, oh god, oh GOD,” Cooper yelled, stopping mid-thrust as he came inside my wife — her third load of the day. My wife wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in all the way, coaxing every last drop of cum out of him.


   


  With a heavy sigh he pulled out, leaving my wife well and truly fucked.


   


  “Clean her up,” Gage commanded me. “Don’t get cum all over my rug.”


   


  I dutifully wrapped my arms around my exhausted wife and carried her to the bathroom.


   


  In all our years of marriage I’d never seen my wife so lewd — or so beautiful. She was covered in a fine lawyer of sweat, the combined mixture of three men’s semen dripping out of her. All the while she had the biggest, goofiest grin on her face.


   


  “I just got fucked by three guys,” she said to me as I washed her, as if the fact was a surprise to her.


   


  “Sure did. How do you feel?”


   


  “Amazing,” she answered with a dazed smile. “So fucking amazing.”


   


  I dutifully cleaned her up, gently washing away the semen that clung to her frame.


   


  “Is this what you wanted?” She asked me, her eyes flickering deviously.


   


  I nodded. “Yes,” I said, hoarsely. “Yes, it was.”


   


  “I didn’t know you were bi.”


   


  “I’m not,” I answered. “I think. I just… rolled with it.”


   


  “I thought it was super fucking hot watching you with those guys.”


   


  “Likewise.”


   


  Ruby laughed, a warm sound that I felt all the way in my bones. I was happy everything turned out so well — it easily could have ended in tears, but we both loved every single second of it.


   


  “What now?” My wife asked me.


   


  “Well, we have to stay the night,” I answered. “And we’ll see what tomorrow brings.”


   


  “What if they’re not done with me?”


   


  “I’m counting on that,” I said, my erection pressing against the fabric of my jeans. Ruby noticed and slipped her hands into my jeans, cupping my sensitive cock into her hands.


   


  “Oh yeah?” She whispered into my ear. “You think they’re going to unload their fat cocks inside of me again?”


   


  She quickly unzipped my jeans and jerked me off as she whispered how much she loved being used into my ear. I came within seconds, my load dribbling down her inner thigh.


   


  After cleaning her up I led Ruby back to the living room, still as naked as the day she was born. Gage grabbed her out of my hold, easily hoisted her up on his shoulder and carried her off into the bedroom, one paw grubbing at her ass as he walked off. Ruby waved at me as she turned the corner, an excited grin on her face.


   


  “You can sleep on the floor,” Sawyer said, handing me a blanket before following his mate. Cooper didn’t look at me as he followed his two best friends into the bedroom.


   


  The heavy wooden door was slammed shut in my face, as the gangbang was set to continue without me. I curled up in my blanket on the floor in front of the door, resigning myself to enjoying the sounds of the bedsprings creaking, when the door was suddenly pulled open again.


   


  Cooper was looking down at me, hesitating for a second before he spoke.


   


  “Ruby said you are our, uh, fluffer… for the night.”


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my stomach fluttering. I was ecstatic she managed to get me involved… but apprehensive about being the designated cocksucker for those three tremendously giant cocks.


   


  “Okay,” I said, licking my chapped lips.


   


  In for a penny, in for a pound.


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  Ruby spent most of our vacation in that cabin on her back, taking one cock after another. With three virile studs like Gage, Sawyer and Cooper, there was always someone ready to go. My wife delighted in making me orally worship both her and the three men. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but we all quickly got used to it, and by the end of the vacation, they complimented me, saying I was as good a cocksucker as my wife.


   


  Not sure if that is something a man ought to be proud of, but strangely enough, I sure as hell was.


   


  That was six weeks ago, and Ruby has been insatiable ever since. She wore me out every night, and I could barely keep up. I had awoken a fire inside of her… one that my cock could not quench. Every day that I went home I mentally prepared myself for finding her in bed with the neighbor, a co-worker, a friend, or the paperboy… but that hasn’t happened. Yet.


   


  Today I walked into my home to find my wife primping herself in our bathroom.


   


  “Guess what?” She said the moment I walked in. “Cooper is coming into town… tonight!”


   


  My heart leapt into my throat. I knew what that meant.


   


  “B-but I have a meeting tonight,” I stammered.


   


  “You better cancel, because we’re going to need your mouth, mister.”


   


  I licked my lips in anticipation.


   


  “Sure thing, honey. Anything for you.”


   


  Ruby kissed me on my cheek. “You’re the best, babe.” She went back to applying her eyeliner, sighing blissfully. “I missed Coop… and that giant cock of his… you know, he told me he’s thinking about looking for a job here in LA… I was thinking we can let him stay in the guest room while he gets settled in. What do you think?”


   


  My stomach did a flip. I thought that if Cooper moved in, soon I’d find myself living in the guest room, as he took my wife over and over and over again, fucking her senseless night after night with his youthful stamina, while I had to resign myself to pleasing my wife orally… and perhaps Cooper as well…


   


  “Sounds like a plan,” I answered.


   


  One small rainstorm set us down this path… and now, there was no turning back.


   


  ***


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading!


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Did you love MY HOT WIFE? Then you should check out My Wife, His Toy!


  [image:  ]


   


  “She's your wife... but she's my toy.”


   


  Donald wants nothing more than to start a family with his hot young wife Mary, but when a test reveals he's infertile, his world comes crumbling down. Luckily, his fertile best friend Tony can solve all his problems - by knocking up his wife.


   


  Tony has lusted after Mary for years, but out of respect for his best friend, he has never made a move on her. But when Donald offers his wife to him, he can't resist turning the prim and proper housewife into his personal toy...


   


  Excerpt


   


  “Follow me,” she whispered as she led her husband upstairs.


   


  He threw her down on their marital bed, roughly yanking both of their clothes off. Donald was eager to re-claim his wife, prove his masculinity by fucking the everliving shit out of her. She wiggled her naked bottom at him, teasing him, daring him to roughly take her. He smacked her ass hard, the sound reverberating in the room, before he flipped her over, pushed her knees up to her chest and sunk his cock into her.


   


  Fueled by pure animalistic passion Donald slammed his cock into his wife, his mouth latching onto hers as her nails clawed at his back.


   


  “Fuck me baby, use me,” she moaned between strokes.


   


  Mary reached for the nightstand with one hand, and Donald knew exactly what this meant. She was reaching for her toy, for ‘Tony’, for the big, white cock that she loved teasing her husband with. The mere act of reaching for the stand made Donald’s blood run hot - he knew her hot moans, her teasing words about his best friend’s big cock were only moments away, and his cock swelled. He was close to cumming already.


   


  Suddenly, in a flash, everything became clear for him. Of course! It was all so simple.


   


  Their roleplaying, their sex life, their childlessness… all those problems could be solved by one simple solution.


   


  Ask Tony to impregnate Mary.


   


  That thought was so illicit, so naughty it made Donald’s head swim with emotions. Could he really him ask such a thing? Would he be on board?


   


  Mary slid the purple head of the toy into her waiting mouth, wrapping her thick lips around the engorged head. She stared her husband dead in the face, knowing damn well what kind of effect her teasing had on him. She saw a strange look on his face, like he just had an amazing idea.


   


  “What is it baby?”


   


  “I just had an idea,” Donald muttered, his cock still buried deep inside his wife’s wet cunt. As he looked down at the vision of beauty underneath him, he realized Tony could never say no. Mary was a blonde goddess, every man would be more than eager to fill her up with cum. If he vocalized his thought… he might never get the genie back into the bottle. His cock twitched with anticipation, eager to release its sweet juices.


   


  “Tell me baby,” Mary moaned, her voice raspy.


   


  Donald licked his lips. This was it. Jesus Christ.


   


  “We can get Tony to knock you up.”


   


  Mary’s eyes widened as her husband revealed his plan. He pushed forward as he talked, filling the young wife with his thick cock.


   


  “Oh God,” she moaned, lost for words. “You really want me to fuck his big tool?”


   


  “I want you to fuck him and his big cock, without protection. I want him to put a baby inside of you!”


   


  Mary wrapped her legs around her husbands torso, pulling him in closer. She fisted his hair, planting a firm, fiery kiss on his lips. Her body burned with desire, and every word that left Donald’s lips brought her closer to orgasm.


   


  “Will you do it for me, baby? For us?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” Mary nodded, a wicked smile on her lips.


   


  “I’ll fuck him baby. I’ll fuck your best friend. Bareback! For us! I’ll let him fill me up with that big, fat cock of his, I’ll make him cum deep inside of me, right in my pussy, until I’m pregnant with his baby!”


   


  Donald gasped for air as the sensations overwhelmed him. His wife embraced his dirty thoughts completely, and he was on the brink of unleashing an earth-shattering orgasm inside of her.


   


  “Do it baby, cum inside of me! Fill me up, just like your friend will!”


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


  Donald came hard, blasting his wife’s cunt full with his sperm. He collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily. Holy shit. Did that really just happen?


   


  The horny couple kissed passionately, getting lost in a sea of limbs and sweat as they cooled down. Mary stroked her husbands hair as she felt his cock slowly go softer inside of her.


   


  “Did you mean what you said, about Tony?” She asked. Instantly her husbands cock surged, giving her an answer.


   


  Maybe? I don’t know? Yes? Yes, I want my best friend to knock you up. Who says that? The whole proposition was insane, more than insane… but it was the only thing that made any sense to Donald. He was infertile, adoption was a long and expensive process, as was finding a donor and going the clinical route… while Tony was only a phone call away.


   


  “I want to raise a family with you, no matter how. And this makes sense, doesn’t it?”


   


  Mary’s heart fluttered as her husband basically gave her permission to sleep, nay, be impregnated by another man. Exploring this fantasy over the past few weeks had made her hornier than ever. Secretly she had always been curious about Donald’s best friend, but had pushed those thoughts far away. Now, with her husbands permission, they had been rekindled… with a passion.


   


  “I think you should give him a call.”


   


   


  Continue reading!
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