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      Thanks for checking out my bundle!

      If you want more hot wife sharing stories, please sign up for my newsletter! You’ll get an exclusive free story, and I’ll drop you a line when I launch a new book. All you got to do is sign up here:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      

      Happy reading,

      Emilia
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      I took my wife to Jamaica.. and two black lifeguards take her in front of me!

      Noah and Emily are enjoying their sun-filled honeymoon on the beautiful island of Jamaica when the young bride gets a wicked idea: she wants to toke up with the locals. Noah is not too excited at the prospect, but his young wife talks him into it, and he finds himself approaching two studly ebony lifeguards.

      The two lifeguards, Jamal and Denzel, are more than willing to show the young, naive couple how they do it here on the island.. hard and without protection!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken on the Island

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
       “You ready to hit this mon? It’ll knock ya off ya ass,” the black lifeguard grinned at me with his heavy Jamaican accent as he passed me the thick blunt. I looked at the fat, marijuana-filled cigar I was holding. If only I had known at the time what was about to happen… would I have still taken that hit? If I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have passed out, and the two ebony lifeguards wouldn’t have had the chance to seduce my young bride right next to my unconscious body…

      “Go on, honey,” my wife Emily whispered softly. “Take a hit.”

      I looked at my young wife. She was a figure of beauty. Her shoulder-length blonde hair almost seemed to shimmer in the bright sun, and the blue sun-dress she was wearing fitted her many curves perfectly. She eyed the blunt intently, eager to feel the illicit rush of marijuana coursing through her body. This had been her idea, the whole thing.

      She always had a peculiar interest in Jamaica. She devoured books about its history and its people, so when we had to plan our honeymoon, it was an obvious choice. I had never planned on settling down before I was thirty, but when I met Emily two years ago, everything changed. She was funny, beautiful, intelligent, and had a wild sex drive that matched my own. She was perfect in every way, and I knew right from the first date she was the one. And here we were, two short years later, about to share some ‘ganja’ with two lifeguards at the beach in Jamaica in their quaint wooden beach bungalow.

      It was Emily who pushed me to find some weed. We had smoked together before once or twice, in the first year that we were dating, when we were still in college, but when I graduated and got a job at a bank, those days were over. I never had to take a drug test, but, I didn’t want to take any chances. I really had to buckle down and work my ass off to prove my worth to the company, working fifty, sixty hour weeks - and sometimes more - and that didn’t mesh at all with a stoner lifestyle.

      Emily teased me sometimes about being ‘mister serious’, but I knew she loved me as much as I loved her. She was a little wilder than me though, more of a risk-taker and a partier - and I guess I loved that about her as well. Our relationship was always lively, never a dull moment.

      So when she smelled the thick, heavy smell of marijuana as we were relaxing on the beach that fateful afternoon, she set into motions a series of events that would take as down a dark, lust-filled path.

      “You smell that?” She had asked me with a wicked grin.

      “Sure,” I had answered, glancing up from my mystery novel.

      “Want to do something bad?”

      I had seen from the playful glint in her blue eyes there was no changing her mind. When she comes up with a scheme, there’s no stopping her.

      “What did you have in mind?”

      “I want to get high!” She blurted out, her smile wide and infectious. “We’re here on the island, the weather is perfect… the only thing that could make our lives any better right now would be a nice joint, right? What other way would there be to celebrate our honeymoon on freaking Jamaica?”

      “I don’t know,” I said. I was buried deep into my novel, and to tell the truth, I was eager to finish it.

      “Come on!” She pouted. “You’ve been stuck nose deep in that novel all day, it’s our honeymoon baby! Let’s do something fun!”

      “Alright alright,” I caved. “We’ll do what you want to do.”

      “Yay!” She clapped in her hands gleefully. “Alright, first things first, you have to find us some pot.”

      I scrunched my nose at her. “And how do you think I’m supposed to do that? As far as I know, it’s still illegal here, you know. Why don’t you buy it?”

      “Because I’m a small white girl, that’s why,” she laughed. “Or do you want me go into some dark alley with two tall, black men… ?”

      “Perhaps not,” I said, the thought of my wife alone with two ebony studs giving me a strange thrill.

      “I’m sure Jamal could help us out.”

      Jamal was one of the many lifeguards at our resort. When we arrived earlier this week he went out of his way to give us a tour of the resort, answering all of Emily’s many questions. He also flirted gratuitously with my wife, a fact that wasn’t lost on me. The only thing he was wearing during the tour was a tiny pair of swimming trunks, his muscled black chest exposed and still dripping with water, glistening in the sun. When I saw his rippled muscles I had felt a pang of jealousy, but then again, being fit and in shape was part of his job. Still, it was hard to draw my eyes away from the thick, large bulge in his crotch, his cock obviously straining against the smooth fabric. I saw Emily steal a few glances as well, her breath quickening the longer she ogled the chiseled stud. She was wearing a small bikini, eager to soak up as much sun as she could, and as such, her pale, white body was on full display. Jamal’s eyes feasted upon her exposed flesh, and the bulge in his trunks grew larger and larger the longer the two talked, in the end threatening to break free and spill from its confinement.

      I watched from the sidelines, feeling ignored as these two chatted away, the sparks undeniably flying. Emily could be a real tease. I let her have her fun, because after all, I was going to reap all the benefits from her revved up sex-drive. I interjected myself into the conversation and thanked Jamal for his lengthy tour, and guided my wife back to our suite. She attacked me before I had even closed the door, ripping the clothes of my body as she devoured my cock. She was wild and passionate, begging for me to fuck her senseless. I was so turned on I barely lasted, cumming too quickly. She closed her eyes when I entered her, and I suspected she was fantasizing about that big black cock stretching her out… that thought alone sent me over the edge, and I came instantly, slamming my cock deep inside her as I blasted her full of cum. She held me and didn’t say a word, but I could tell from the faint smile on her lips she was secretly disappointed. She always wanted it harder, faster, rougher - and I couldn’t always deliver. Despite that fact, I still satisfied her sexually. Well, that’s what I thought…

      That session had set the tone for the rest of our honeymoon. Whenever we were alone she was all over me, her pussy always dripping wet, begging for me to fuck her hard. When we weren’t in our room we were at the beach, and she was stealing as many glances as she thought she could get away with. Every man here seemed to be big, buff, black and barely dressed.

      For this reason I wasn’t too eager to ask Jamal. He chatted with my wife every morning as I ate breakfast in the resorts restaurant when she came back from the bathroom. They thought they were being clever but I knew exactly what they were up to. I didn’t blame Emily - I would jump at the chance to flirt with a big-breasted exotic honey - but Jamal was obviously trying to bang my wife, and judging from how horny she was all the time, he was doing something right. I wasn’t about to make it easier for him.

      That being said I didn’t feel like I had any other options. I wasn’t about to ask some random guys for weed - that seemed like a quick fire way to get scammed, robbed, or worse. Jamal worked here, and he wasn’t a complete stranger. He was our best option.

      “Alright, I guess you’re right,” I sighed finally, having mulled these thoughts over. “I’ll go ask Jamal.”

      “Great!” Emily smiled at me. “He’s probably at the little lifeguard house over there,” she said, waving at the wooden bungalow.

      “What, you want me to go right now?”

      “No time like the present, right? Go on, shoo!”

      “Okay okay,” I protested slightly as I stood up from my relaxing, comfortable beach-side chair. As I trudged through the sand I could barely believe Emily had roped me into asking some lifeguard I talked to once or twice for drugs. The things I do for love… It must have been the heat, the unforgiving sun wearing down my defenses, because I never would have agreed to this back in the States. I took a deep breath and entered the bungalow, hoping that Jamal would be there.

      “Can I help ya?”

      A broad, dark-skinned man was looking at me somewhat suspiciously, raising his eyebrows. He was shorter than Jamal, broader too - built like a linebacker. He was sitting behind a desk, rolling what seemed to be a cigarette - or a joint, I quickly realized.

      “Hi, I’m, uhm, looking for Jamal?” I said, stumbling over my words.

      The man flashed me a bright smile, exposing his pearly whites.

      “Of course, sir. JAMAL!”

      Jamal came walking out the other room, his movements sluggish. His eyes were red, a lazy smile on his lips. He was obviously blazed.

      “Well, if it ain’t mista Smith. What up mon?”

      He gave me a handshake that I could only describe as puzzling.

      “Look, Jamal, we’re, well, uhm, we’re, looking for, you know… we thought maybe you could, uhm, help us,” I stammered. The other guy was eyeballing me, a wide grin on his thick lips, making me nervous. He lit up the joint he had rolled, the dank smell filling the room.

      “Ease up mon,” Jamal smiled at me. “How can I help ya?”

      I glanced at the big joint the other black man was now smoking. Jamal realized my intentions immediately.

      “Ya here for the ganja?”

      I nodded swiftly.

      “Emily and I were… wondering if you could help us?”

      Jamal’s eyes lit up, the stoned, glazed over look disappearing almost instantly.

      “Of course, of course I can help ya…”

      He exchanged a look with his friend before turning back to me. I felt like a decision had been made, but no words had been spoken. Jamal put his hand on my shoulder, talking softly into my ear.

      “Look, I can’t sell ya anything, I could lose ma job, ya see? But me and Denzel are more than willing to smoke you a ya misses out…”

      I nodded. I much rather preferred to share a joint with my wife in the comfort of our own room, rather than in this smoke-filled bungalow with two fit black guys… but I didn’t want go around asking strangers for weed either.

      I thanked Jamal for his offer and made my way back to the beach. Emily was waiting there for me, giddy with excitement.

      “Did you get any?” She blurted out the moment I was close. “Was he there?”

      “He was there,” I answered. “He wouldn’t sell me anything though.”

      “…but? I hear a but coming!”

      “But… he did offer to smoke with us,” I answered reluctantly.

      “Great!” My wife exclaimed. “Let’s do it!”

      “Are you sure?” I protested. “I mean, there’s another guy there as well… we don’t really know them…”

      I saw from the frown on my wife’s face my protests were useless. She had made her mind up that was going to toke up with these two lifeguards, and my choice was whether or not I was going to accompany her.

      “Live a little, Noah!” She snapped at me. “Step out your comfort zone for once. Nothing is going to happen, it’s just a little weed, and Jamal is a stand-up guy.” She stood up and started walking towards the wooden bungalow. “Are you coming or what?”

      Begrudgingly I followed in her footsteps, back to that little house, where our marriage would take a sharp turn. I don’t personally believe in premonitions or anything like that, but when I saw her disappear into the shadows as she stepped through the door, I got a funny feeling, like she was slipping through my fingers. If only I know how right I was… 
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        * * *

      

      That’s the story of how I ended up with a thick, marijuana filled cigar between my fingertips, as my young bride egged me on to take a bit, juicy hit. Jamal warned me that it would ‘knock me off my ass’, so maybe I should have been more careful and taken only a little hit, and ease into it, not having smoked for years. That would have been the sensible thing to do. I, however, wasn’t being sensible.

      I saw the way Jamal and Denzel were looking at Emily, how their eyes wandered across her body, checking out every inch of her beautiful, white figure. The dress she was wearing had ridden up considerably, leaving her thighs exposed, her crotch almost visible. I recognized the lust in their eyes, and I knew these men were predators. If I wasn’t around, they’d be all over her in a heartbeat. I wanted to prove my worth, prove my manliness, show them I was as much an alpha dog as they were. I was going to take the biggest hit of my life.

      I raised the fat blunt to my lips and sucked on it as hard as I could, the thick, heavy smoke filling my lungs. Jamal and Denzel’s faces lit up, applauding me for my audacious hit. “Look at him go!” I heard one of them yell. “Whitey can smoke!”

      I held the moment in my lungs for a moment, savoring the feeling. The harsh, burning sensation in my throat was quickly replaced by a soothing calm, the marijuana findings it way into my system.

      For a brief moment, I felt almost proud of myself. I had done it. Emily was watching me open-mouthed, amazed that I would be so bold and risky. She smiled at me, her face filled with joy, a surprised laugh leaving her lips. I realized that this was why I loved her so much. She was always pushing me to new heights, making sure we both experienced life to the fullest. Without her, I’d be stuck in a cubicle all day.

      I exhaled, blowing the smoke out of my mouth into the room. I was surprised with how much smoke was in my lungs - it had truly been a monstrous hit. Suddenly, a coughing fit took me by surprise, causing the two black man to grin. I had taken on more than I could chew, and I coughed like a freshmen. I passed the blunt to my wife, who wasted no time in matching my hit. She sucked on the cigar, inhaling the sweet, illicit leaf.

      Jamal passed me a glass of water. “Ya’ll need this, trust me,” he said with a sly smile. I took a big gulp of the cold water. I felt queasy, the room spinning slightly around me.

      “Ya alright?” He asked, his face showing genuine concern.

      “I’m fine, I’m fine,” I said, but I was lying. The room was spinning, my mind was clouded, filled with a heavy, thick fog. Thoughts came and went, without structure or reason. I was higher than I had ever been, too high to function. I realized that I needed to get out of there, go back to our room, where we would be safe and alone.

      I tried to stand up, but the quick movement made me dizzy and I would have fallen over if it wasn’t for Jamal catching me.

      “Ease up, mista Smith. Ya need to lie down.”

      I let him push me back down on the couch. The couch was soft and comfortable. Why did I even want to leave?

      “Relax, don’t fight it… just relax,” he said. His voice was smooth and calming, and I realized he was right. There was nothing to worry about, I just needed to chill.

      I turned my head to see how Emily was doing. She had thrown her head back, her eyes closed as she exhaled the heavy, dark smoke. A naughty smile curved the edge of her lips. “That’s the stuff,” she said under her breath.

      From the corner of my eye I saw Denzel’s hand was resting on her knee. I was too out of it for this to alarm me, I didn’t even register. That’s the last thing I remember before I woke up. I closed my eyelids for just a second, and just like that, I was gone.
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        * * *

      

      “Ya like this big black dick?!”

      “Oh yes, you know I do!”

      “Ya love getting fucked in front of ya husband, don’t ya, slut?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Are ya my little white slut?!”

      “I am!”

      “Say it!”

      “I’m your white slut Jamal, I’ll do anything, just - OH! - just keep fucking me!”

      I awoke sometime later, not sure of where I was or what had happened. My head was thumping, a heavy head-ache dulling all my senses. My mouth was dry, my lips parched. Strange sounds filled my ears. I heard the heavy springs of a bed creaking over and over again. What was even stranger were the voices I heard.

      “Mmmmph”

      “This slut is the best cocksucker I’ve ever had, Jamal! Look at her deep throating all ten inches, I’ve never seen such a depraved white slut before! This ain’t the first time she’s deep throated a brother, that’s for sure!”

      I heard… moans. The familiar sound of flesh slapping against flesh, bodies getting mixed up with each other. Passionate, lust-filled moans. Carefully I opened one eye just a bit.

      A dark room greeted me. Slowly but surely, the gears in my mind started shifting once again and I started fitting together the puzzle that was in front of me. I recognized this room.

      It was a wooden bungalow, sparsely decorated. The curtains had been pulled shut, so it was dark and hazy inside. Smoke still lingered around the ceiling. I recognized the smell. Weed.

      “I knew from the moment I saw ya I was going to bend ya over and fuck that white ass of yours, slut. With or without ya husband watching, I saw from the look in your eyes you had the makings of a true slut. All it took was some time for ya to come crawling to me, begging for my big black cock!”

      “Mmmpmph!”

      I had been here before… this was where I had met the black lifeguard. J… Jaric.. Jamie? Something Ja… I had come here, because… I was looking for something.

      I scanned the room. I could barely make out the figure of a dark man in an adjacent room. I could hardly see him, the room was dark and filled with smoke, and I was not yet fully awake. From the looks of it he was naked. Strange. Gradually my view became clearer. He had the body of a Greek statue, every muscle in his body was perfectly defined. His body was moving rhythmically… thrusting rhythmically. Every time he moved, I heard a slap. The sound of flesh moving against flesh. A wet, lustful sound. He was breathing heavily, beads of sweat dripping down his chiseled form.

      Why was I here again? The poignant smell reminded me. Pot. That’s why I came here. I was looking to buy some pot from… Jamal. I recognized the nude black man now. It was Jamal, the lifeguard. I came here looking to buy pot from Jamal for… my wife. My wife. Oh god, my wife!

      “Ya want my cum deep inside you?”

      “OH GOD YES! Do it, please, please cum in me!”

      “Tell me how much you want it!”

      “I want it so bad, Jamal, I want your black cum inside my wet pussy so bad! I’m such a dirty, dirty little slut, letting you and Denzel fuck me, with Noah right there in the next room… I wanted to fuck you from the moment I saw you! I wanted to drop down to my knees and wrap my lips around the head of that thick black cock of yours right there on the beach, in front of my husband, and make him watch as I sucked you to completion, letting you shoot your cum into my mouth… I want it! I need it, Jamal! Fuck me, make me pregnant, put a black baby inside of me!”

      Oh god, my wife! My short-term memory kicked back in, and thoughts came flooding back to me. I was in Jamaica, on my honeymoon with Emily, my beautiful, loving, sweet young bride. She had asked me to find some pot, and we ended up in a bungalow smoking with two black lifeguards… this very bungalow.

      The moans and sounds I heard while I was still groggy were suddenly placed in a very different light. The truth hit me like a punch in the gut. I didn’t want to believe it. It couldn’t be! But that voice… that soft, feminine voice, begging for more… it was too familiar. It had to be Emily… but I could not, would not believe it!

      I focused my eyes back on the naked figure of Jamal. He was pumping his hips, slamming them into something. Now that I had fully regained consciousness. I saw that there was a bed in the other room. My view was partially blocked, so that I only saw Jamal. I strained my eyes, needing to see who it was he was fucking. I moved my head slightly to the left so I could see into the other room. What I saw made my blood ran cold.

      Jamal was slamming his black cock into a big, round, white ass. I didn’t want to believe that it was my Emily, my sweet bride, that he was feeding his black snake to, even though the truth was staring me in the face. I saw a blue dress laying on the floor. Emily’s dress. If that was not enough proof, the moans sealed the deal. It was unmistakably my wife whose voice I heard, even though she was making sounds I had never heard before. Her moans were deep and low, animalistic, filled with passion.

      I mustered up all my strength and lifted myself up from the couch, staggering forwards. The room started spinning immediately once again - I was far from sober. I hoped that this was just a bad trip, that maybe I was having some extreme nightmare, but I knew deep down that was a lie. I stumbled into the bedroom. I will never forget the sight I saw there.

      My wife was on all fours on the bed, completely naked. She was dripping with sweat, her entire body burning up with passion. Jamal was behind her, slamming his cock into her pussy over and over again, rough and hard. He smacked her ass every other thrust, the red hand print of his big hand clearly visible. Her round ass jiggled every time Jamal pounded into her. Denzel was standing on the other side of the bed, one hand holding my wife’s blonde hair tightly. He was moving his hips as well, forcing his cock deeper and deeper into Emily’s wanton mouth. Her eyes were closed, her eyebrows furrowed, a mixture of pain and pleasure on her pretty face. Denzel’s other hand was clutching her left breast, squeezing it roughly. Her tits shook wildly as she was fucked from both sides, completely filled up with big black cock.

      “Holy shit,” I gasped, drawing attention to myself. Jamal smiled smugly at me, not at all surprised I had walked in on him fucking my wife.

      “Hello mista Smith, we’re giving your wife some medicine as you can see,” he said cockily, not missing a single stroke.

      I felt sick once again, and nearly doubled over, dry heaving. Jamal pulled his cock out my wife’s pussy and walked over to me, grabbing my shoulder. He guided me to a chair in the corner of the room.

      “Sit down and watch,” he said soothingly. I looked up at him and just now realized how massive his cock truly was. It nearly reached his knees, and it was twice as thick as my own cock! It bobbed menacingly in front of me, like a predator stalking its prey. My eyes darted to my wife, who was still bobbing her head up and down Denzel’s giant prick, oblivious to the fact I just walked in. She was completely lost in her own world.

      Jamal took his position behind my wife, and it suddenly hit me he wasn’t wearing protection! Emily and I had planned to conceive a child on our honeymoon, and she had stopped taking the pill. We had planned it so this was her most fertile time - and now this black lifeguard was plowing her unprotected pussy! I watched open-mouthed as he rubbed the head of his cock against her red, swollen pussy. Her pussy was gaping slightly, stretched out by his monster cock. I wondered if I could every satisfy her again, but I realized the moment Jamal slipped the giant head of his cock into her pussy that I had never truly satisfied her before. His cock was much thicker than mine, and Emily’s pussy was stretched to its limits trying to accommodate his size. Judging from the wild, animalistic moans she was making, it was the best feeling she ever experienced.

      “Oh yessssss,” she moaned, her voice muffled by Denzel’s cock. Denzel pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped it against her cheeks, giving her an opportunity to vocalize her needs. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, eager to receive more cock, proving once more she was a more than willing participant in this illicit menage a trois.

      “Is what you want, slut?” Jamal barked at her. Emily moaned in agreement. “Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me Jamal, give me more of that big black cock of yours!”

      I couldn’t believe it. I was stunned, speechless, overwhelmed. I watched in silence, my mouth slightly open, as these two black Adonises showed me how you properly pleased a woman. They fucked her senseless, driving their large cocks into her, their strokes timed perfectly. Jamal fucked her from behind for over fifteen minutes before he and Denzel switched places. I normally lasted only a few minutes, these guys were outperforming me in every sense of the word. Denzel’s cock wasn’t as long as Jamal’s, but it was even thicker! I was afraid he’s split my wife in two with that monster!

      He lined the gigantic head of his thick black pole up with her pussy, that by now had become red and swollen after the enormous pounding it had already received. I was on the edge of my seat now, my eyes glued to the spectacle in front of me. A different person might have gone ballistic, but I was frozen in place, unable to stop watching. I didn’t know if it was the strong weed that had made me so complacent with watching my wife being bred by two black studs, or if it was just part of my character, but either way I didn’t lift a finger to stop them. I was watching them about to fire their loads deep into my wife’s unprotected pussy, and getting a weird enjoyment out of it as well. It was as if the world’s hottest porno was playing out right in front of me.

      Emily cried out as Denzel penetrated her, wailing in a way I had never heard before. Jamal muffled her cries by sliding his cock down her throat, holding her body down as he fucked her face relentlessly. Denzel’s cock slipped in, stretching her out. He inched his cock in slowly, letting her pussy adjust to his monstrous size, before giving it his all. He pounded the fuck out of my wife, whose face had gone red, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. These men were better than me in every way.

      Jamal caught me looking at him, and he smiled at me. For some strange reason I wasn’t even mad at him - he had a disarming charm. I couldn’t even stay mad at the guy while he had half of his thick, black cock lodged down my wife’s throat.

      “Don’t worry mon, it’s not her fault,” he said me.

      “What’s that?” I answered, finding my voice once again.

      “It’s the weed,” he answered me, nodding towards the couch where we first toked up. “Jamaican home-grown. We call it Chocolate Cream… because all white wives who get a whiff end up gettin’ some cream from a chocolate brother, y’know,” he said, laughing at his own joke. “Much more potent than any American strain… makes the ladies crazy with lust.”

      He pulled out his cock and pushed his big black balls into my wife’s face to prove his point. She nuzzled his sack, burying her face deep into his musky, sweaty ball sack. She opened her mouth and sucked one of his large nuts into her mouth, sucking on it wildly. This is something she had never, never done for me. I had begged and pleaded for her to give my balls a little side-action, but it was just something she never was really into. And now this black stud was shoving his cock and balls into her wanton mouth, and she was gobbling it up like she was born for this.

      That thought resonated with me. Born for this. From the way she was moving, the way her white body looked as it was pounded from both ends by two enormous big black cocks, I realized that this is what she was born to do. Emily was a sexual creature, one born to serve men bigger and better than me. She was made to be fucked, to be fucked by as many cocks at a time as possible. She was born to be bred like a black cock whore.

      “See… she loves the chocolate,” Jamal said matter-of-factly. And he was right. Whatever happened while I was passed out had transformed my wife into a wanton slut, eager for more cock. I wasn’t even mad. I could see she loved every second of it, savored every moment, every inch of strange cock filling her, and is seeing your wife pleasured not what every husband wants? That the person who you love the most in the whole world is having the best time of their life?

      “Ya want me to breed ya, whore?” Jamal asked my wife, his voice taking on a more commanding tone.

      “Uh-huh,” she moaned greedily.

      “Tell ya husband then,” he answered her as he grabbed the back of her neck and turned her face towards me.

      For the first time since I caught her fucking these two black guys, my wife and I made eye-contact. She looked at me perplexed, like I was a ghost, as if I was not supposed to be there. Her brow was furrowed as she stared at me, the cogs in her mind working overtime to figure out what was happening.

      “N… Noah…” She said after a minute, the word filled with bewilderment. All the while she was looking at me and thinking Denzel was still pounding into her from behind, causing her whole naked body to shake and jiggle. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, beads of sweat dripping down her forehead. The room was unbelievably warm, and the pungent smell of sex was all around us.

      I got off my chair and dropped to my knees in front of her, our faces only inches apart. I had to kiss her. I didn’t care that Jamal’s cock had been in her mouth only moments before. I planted my lips firmly on hers, my tongue sliding into her mouth. She moaned into my mouth, kissing me back, her tongue rubbing against mine. I tasted a strange, bitter sensation I had never tasted before - I realized that this was how a black cock tasted. It was a strong, hot taste. I grabbed the back of her neck, holding her tightly was we kissed passionately. I was now turned on beyond belief. Every time Denzel pounded into her, she moved forwards. We kissed every time.

      “How is he?” I asked between kisses.

      “SO GOOD,” she moaned into my mouth. “It’s so good baby! His cock is so - OH! - so fucking big honey! I’ve never been this full!”

      “Tell me more,” I whispered. “Tell me everything.” I wanted to know every last detail. How big was his cock? Did it stretch her pussy out?

      “I can’t… I can’t explain, baby, I just got so extremely turned on… I needed to have them, to taste them, to feel their cocks inside of me!”

      “Do you want his cum inside you?” I asked, my horniness rising. My cock was now straining against the fabric of my trunks, throbbing hard and heavy. I was about to orgasm without even touching myself, fanning the flames of her lust.

      She looked deeply into my eyes, searching for approval, and she must have liked what she saw.

      “I do,” she cooed, biting her bottom lip. “I want his cum inside me, baby. I want him to fill me up.”

      A moan escaped my lips, my orgasm only seconds away. I had never been this turned on in my life.

      “DO it Denzel!” She cried out loud. “Cum inside me! Cum inside my white, slutty pussy! Put a black baby inside of me!”

      “Aw yeah,” he moaned between strokes. “I’m going to breed ya, ya white whore!”

      “DO IT BABY! Fill me up!”

      Denzel grabbed her ass with his two hands and sped up his thrusting, slamming his wide cock into her like a jackhammer. I couldn’t last a second longer.

      I stood up and yanked down my trunks. My cock flopped out, hitting my wife in the cheek. While my cock was the hardest it had ever been, it was still dwarfed in size by the two big black cocks that were taking turns on my wife.

      Emily opened her mouth wide, grunting every time that large black cock slid into her unprotected pussy.

      “Do it baby,” she whispered to me. “Cover me with your cum!”

      Without touching myself, my cock fired its sticky white cum, hitting my wife in the cheek. Spurt after spurt of my pearly seed came out of me, covering her entire face. Several strands hit her cheek before she wrapped her full lips around the head of my exploding cock, taking the rest of it into her waiting mouth. I shot the biggest load of my life, my orgasm seemed to go on for ages.

      Denzel let out a thundering roar as he went even faster, slamming full force into my wife’s behind. “Here it comes! YES!” He roared as he gave one final slam into her. His body jerked and twitched as he fired his potent, virile load deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy.

      His final slam caused my dick to slip out my wife’s mouth, cum running out her mouth, dribbling down her chin. “I can feel him!” she moaned loudly. “I can feel his cum filling me!”

      Denzel’s load coated my wife on the inside, blasting his seed into her pussy, her sweet, unprotected pussy. His seed was questing for her eggs, intent on putting a little black baby inside her white belly.

      Giving her ass a final slap, Denzel pulled out of my wife with an audible plop. Emily was left panting, her eyes closed in bliss as she mouthed ‘oh my god’ over and over again. She had just been filled by sticky white cum from both sides, her biggest fantasy come to life. I stumbled back to my chair, my knees weak.

      Jamal took his place behind my wife. “Ya ready for round two?” He said in his thick accent.

      Emily laughed and nodded, her eyes still closed.“Yes! Yes… give me more!”

      Jamal rubbed the head of his cock against her gaping pussy that was now dripping with white cum. I thought I had seen it all, but things were about to take an even more obscene turn.

      “Ya pussy all filled up,” he said under his breath. His thumb rubbed her sensitive asshole, causing her moan lewdly. “…but ya got another hole that I haven’t used.”

      After getting his cock nice and slick from the mixed juices leaking out of her pussy, Jamal pressed the head of his thick cock against her virgin asshole.

      “Do ya want me to fuck ya ass, white girl?”

      Emily looked shocked, a mixture of fright and anticipation on her pretty face. She hesitated for a moment before answering the ebony stud.

      “Y-yes,” she said, her voice faltering. “Fuck my ass.”

      I could scantly believe those words had just left her lips. She hadn’t let me use her ass, it was something she teased me with relentlessly. ‘Maybe when we’re married,’ she used to say. And now we were married, but it wasn’t me who was going to enjoy the exquisite pleasures of her tight, virgin asshole - it was a big black Jamaican lifeguard who was going to ravish her tight little hole with his giant cock, most likely ruining her for me forever.

      Jamal pushed forward, and after quite a bit of resistance, the head of his cock slipped into her tight hole, going where I had not.

      “Oh god,” Emily groaned, her voice filled with an intensity I had never heard before. “It’s so big…”

      Jamal slowly worked his cock into her ass, pushing his black meat into her, inch-by-inch. I watched, enraptured by the sheer lewdness and boldness of this stud, taking what he wanted, without any regards for my feelings. I was enraged, jealous, and turned-on beyond belief - all at the same time.

      Beads of sweat were trickling down his dark skin as he made love to my wife’s virgin asshole.

      “Ya got one tight little hole,” he muttered under his breath. “I’ve never fucked such a tight slut before!”

      “Uh-huh,” was my wife’s only reply. I studied her face, watching every little muscle in her pretty face twitch and move, tracking every subtle movement. Her mouth was open, in shock, but her lips were curved into a wicked smile. Her eyes rolled up. She was lost in ecstasy.

      Jamal had now forced his cock all the way inside of her ass, all the way to the hilt. It must have been an indescribable feeling - sliding that ten inch long, thick, fat, black cock all the way into a willing white housewives tight virgin asshole while her husband watched dumbfounded. Jamal pulled out slightly, before thrusting forward, fucking her ass. Every time he did this, Emily moaned lewdly.

      “I’m going to cum in ya ass, white girl,” Jamal groaned, his breathing heavy.

      Emily licked her lips, mouthing ‘oh yes’ to me.

      “That’s what ya want?”

      “Yes,” she replied, her voice soft.

      “Louder!” Jamal slapped her ass to prove his point.

      “YES!” Emily screamed at the top of her lungs. “FILL MY ASS!”

      Satisfied with her obscene answer, Jamal pulled his cock out all the way, until only the tip of his head remained in her asshole. Then, as if he was in full control of his orgasm, he slid forward, bottoming out, before holding her ass tightly with his two hands as he filled her asshole with his cum.

      “Oh god, oh yes, oh I can feel it, I can feel every, every shot, I can feel you so good,” my wife moaned deliriously, a look of sheer pleasure plastered permanently on her face. Jamal held her tightly, his black fingers digging into her soft, white skin, as he shot his cum deep inside her. Now she had been completely and thoroughly used a cum dumpster whore - I had cum on her face, Denzel had filled her pussy, and now Jamal had fired his load deep inside her once-virgin asshole.

      He held her like that for a solid minute, his balls twitching and moving, firing rope after rope of his pearly white cum deep inside her. I watched in awe at this demonstration of how to properly fuck a slut - because that is what my Emily was. Jamal and Denzel hadn’t changed her - they had merely awoken her true potential as a true cumslut. I knew this deep down.

      After giving it his all, Jamal pulled his cock out of her ass, his meat leaving her with an audible plop. His cum started gushing out her gaping asshole, dribbling down her inner thighs. Emily let out a big, joyful sigh when he did. Her eyes were closed, a big smile fixed on her face. Jamal walked around the bed and held his big cock in front of her face.

      “Open up, slut,” he said commandingly.

      Emily didn’t hesitate for even a second. She opened her mouth wide, her eyes smiling, happy to receive this prize. Jamal slid his cock into her mouth - the cock that, only moments ago, had filled her tight ass with cum. My loving wife sucked on his black pole feverishly, trying to coax every last drop of cum there was out of him. Jamal stroked her blonde hair with affection, obviously satisfied he had transformed this monogamous housewife into his cock-sucking whore, on her honeymoon, no less.

      I watched flabbergasted. Jamal had such a control over her, it was astonishing to see. I would have never, never in my life imagined that my wife would do something so filthy, so downrightnaughty and obscene as sucking my cock after I fucked her ass - but she sucked on Jamal’s black cock like she was lost in the desert and his cock was the only source of water for miles around. She worshiped it.

      “Welcome to Jamaica,” Jamal grinned at me, his cock brushing against my wife’s full lips. “I hope ya enjoy your stay,” he added with a wink.
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        * * *

      

      When Jamal was satisfied, he left us alone. Denzel had left earlier, satisfied with busting his nut inside my wife’s fertile cunt. Emily was all tuckered out, drained of all her energy by the hour long fuck-a-thon she endured. She closed her eyes and fell asleep seemingly instantly.

      I found her blue dress on the floor and tried to dress her the best I could - it’s not easy dressing a nearly unconscious body, I can tell you that much. Her panties were no-where to be found. Maybe Jamal had taken them as his prize?

      Cum was still leaking out of her every orifice, dribbling down her thighs. The smell as intoxicating. I lifted her up and carried her back to our room. It was dark outside - the sun had set hours ago. The wind blew her dress up, exposing her naked bottom-half to anyone caring to look. The beach near the resort was filled with other couples relaxing, enjoying the smooth summer night. I got a few funny looks, but I tried to avoid any eye contact.

      When I reached the resort, the bellboy smiled knowingly at me. Had Jamal told him? I thought to myself. Maybe the whole staff knew my wife was a whore, and it was open season now… every single attractive, dark-skinned person at the resort would try to get into her soaked panties now… the thought alone made me mad with lust.

      The man escorted me back to our room, glancing back at my wife’s crotch every few seconds. I tried to cover up her pussy the best I could, but I couldn’t do it without dropping her - my hands were full. He helped me open the door to our room. I thanked him and laid my wife down on our bed.

      The black man waited patiently by the door, his face beaming with hope.

      “Anything else, sir?” He asked, his eyes feasting on my wife’s body. I realized just what lurid thoughts he had in mind. I gave him a $10 tip and sent him on his way. Maybe another time…

      As I looked down at my wife’s well-used, thoroughly-fucked body I realized one thing: Today wouldn’t be the last time we’d smoke some of that potent, Jamaican herb! This was the start of a whole new life for us, and I had every intention of finding out what other depraved and sinful acts my loving cumslut of a wife had in store for me…
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            2. Taken at the Fertility Clinic
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      I took my wife to a Caribbean fertility clinic… and the black doctors impregnate her in front of me!

      Chris and Nicole have been trying to conceive for years, but nothing has worked. Right when they were about to lose hope, Nicole's best friend Amanda recommends a Caribbean fertility clinic. It worked for her, and she praises their personal touch. Chris can't find any information on this clinic, but Nicole has a blind faith in her best friend, and so the married couple makes the journey to the island, having no idea what they are getting themselves into…

      The clinic has a 100% guaranteed pregnant policy, but the one thing they don't guarantee is the ethnicity. A group of well-hung black doctors is standing by to make sure Nicole will go back home pregnant, one or way or another!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken at the Fertility Clinic

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Barbados Fertility Clinic. Impregnated in Paradise.

      

        

      

      “This must be the place,” my wife Nicole said as we stood in front of the clinic. I grabbed her hand gave it a soft squeeze.

      “You’re ready?”

      “I am if you are.”

      I took a deep breath, letting the tropical breeze cool my jumpy nerves. “Let’s go.”

      We had been trying to conceive for over five years, but nothing had worked. We had tried every trick in the book, up to IVF-treatments and everything. Nothing seemed to stick. Right when we were about to give up hope, Nicole’s friend Amanda got pregnant.

      She had been trying for a baby for a few years with her husband Jeff as well. Nicole and Amanda had grown close these past years, supporting each other through the tough times. Amanda pointed us to the Barbados Fertility Clinic, and told us it was a godsend. It had done the trick for her, and she was 5 months pregnant with a healthy baby boy.

      I tried to look up all the information I could, but the Clinic was off the beaten path. However, Nicole had an unwaivering faith in Amanda. “If it was good enough for her, it’s good enough for us,” she said. We were pretty desperate to be honest. After some deliberating back and forth, Nicole called the number Amanda gave her, and we scheduled an appointment as soon as possible.

      So there we were, on the beautiful tropical isle of Barbados, hoping that this clinic would finally get Nicole knocked up. And knock her up, they would…
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      “Ah, you must be mister and misses Miller! Pleased to meet you!”

      We were greeted at the front desk by a jovial black fellow named Omar. He was wearing blue scrubs, which he filled up nicely. The blue fabric was struggling under the pressure of his thick, muscled biceps. He shook our hands, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip.

      “We’ve been expecting you. Let me introduce you to your doctor.”

      He guided us down the hall to a large office. Sitting behind a stately, mahogany desk was our doctor: A fit, tall, black man.

      I was surprised at first: All the gynecologists and fertility specialists we had visited so far had all been women. He was also quite a bit younger than most doctors we had seen: I estimated he was around 35 or so, and in excellent shape as well.

      “Nice to meet you, I am your doctor, Dwayne Smith,” he said. “I’m glad you came to us. You’re in good hands. Let me explain how we do things here. Are you familiar with our guarantee?”

      Nicole nodded firmly. “Yes. 100% guaranteed pregnant, money-back guarantee? Is that what you meant?”

      “Exactly,” Dr. Smith smiled at my wife. “We have so much faith in our procedures we are willing to back it up with a money-back guarantee. Too many fertility clinics are just after vulnerable people’s money. Not us. I promise you, Miss Smith, after today, you will be pregnant.”

      Nicole smiled at me, her face beaming with joy. “I hope so doctor,” she said. “That’s all we want.”

      He explained to us how they worked, but honestly, I found it hard to keep track of his words. He used a lot of medical and technical terms I was only vaguely familiar with. It didn’t matter how or what they did: the only important thing to us was getting Nicole pregnant and extending our little family.

      Dr. Smith gave us some paperwork to sign when he was done with his speech. “Just a precaution, I’m sure you’re familiar with documents like these.”

      I briefly leafed through the stack of paper, but it was more legal mumbo-jumbo. I signed it without giving it another thought. Dr. Smith was very charismatic, he oozed confidence from every pore. We felt totally at ease, and I was sure he could help us. He had done the same for Amanda, after all.

      “Excellent. Let’s get started right away. Nicole, if you would follow me to the examination room?”

      “Wait, what about me?” I said, grabbing my wife’s arm. “We’re a team.”

      Nicole made me promise before hand I’d stay close to her at all times. She got a bit nervous and shy around strangers, especially the kind that would examine her vagina.

      Dr. Smith looked down at me, a frown on his face. For a second I felt like a schoolboy being scolded by the headmaster, and I regretted speaking up.

      “Mister Miller, as I have just explained, it is standard procedure here at the clinic that the examination is done in private.” He stressed the last word, letting a brief silence envelop the room.

      “I understand you want to support your wife, but we have a certain protocol we have to follow. I am sure you understand. This is for the best. We have a guarantee, remember?”

      Nicole grabbed my hand, giving it a loving squeeze.

      “It’s okay honey,” she whispered. “I trust him. I can do this, don’t worry.”

      “Well, alright…” I said, surrendering my wife to the charismatic black doctor. He lead her out the room, leaving me alone in his office.

      As soon as they left, Omar popped his head in.

      “Hey Chris, follow me!”

      I followed the jovial man down the hall, curious what he had in store for me.

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “You’ll see. Most husbands like to watch, I pegged you as the type as well.”

      I thought that was a strange choice of words, but I shrugged it off. We were in another country after all, and these people were more informal in their communication.

      He led me to a small room with a large mirror.

      “This is it? You wanted to show me a mirror?”

      “Patience, man. Check this out!”

      He hit a button bellow the mirror, and the glass became transparent, giving way to a large examination room.

      “It’s one way glass!” He smiled at me. “This way you can watch the whole thing. Don’t tell Dr. Smith though, he doesn’t like voyeurs.”

      He made a ‘zip-it’ gesture, and I nodded politely.

      “Sure thing,” I said. An examination room with a peeping-mirror? This was a strange place for sure, but I still trusted the good doctor.

      At that moment, Dr. Smith led my wife into the examination room. She looked at us - or right through us, to be more precise.

      “Don’t worry, they can’t see us,” Omar said. “It’s a mirror for them.”

      Dr. Smith handed Nicole her gown and told her to change behind the curtain in the corner of the room. She stepped behind the curtain - but from our point of view we could still see her perfectly. I realized this was completely intentional.

      I figured Omar would give me my privacy, but he stayed where he was, his eyes glued to my wife’s body.

      Nicole pulled the summer-dress she was wearing over her head, exposing the matching baby-blue underwear she was wearing. She then unclasped her bra, letting her full, round breasts fall free.

      “Nice tits,” Omar said under his breath. Did I just hear that right?

      She then pulled her panties down, unknowingly showing off her freshly shaved pussy for this complete stranger next to me. She had shaved this morning: She had a fear of gynecologists ‘judging’ her, so she always made sure her pussy was in tip-top shape before one of these visits.

      I just now realized Dr. Smith would be getting quite a treat, having to inspect her primmed pussy. It was quite an erotic thought actually. He was definitely attractive, and the white coat made him seem very powerful.

      Nicole put on the hospital gown Dr. Smith had provided her, but it barely fitted her. It was short and very slim. It barely went over her butt, and from the sides her perky breasts were clearly visible. She might have well just been totally naked!

      I saw her struggle with the gown for a few seconds, trying to adjust it in front of the mirror, and in the process, flashing me and Omar her breasts several times. Eventually she gave up, turned around and walked over to the examination table. The gown didn’t close all the way from the back, and her ass was completely visible to us.

      I glanced at Omar and saw he had a big smile on his face. The situation started making me uncomfortable, but I wasn’t sure what, if anything, I could do about it. I wanted to tell him to leave, but then again, I wasn’t even supposed to be here according to him.

      “Nice wife,” he said. “You’re going to enjoy this.”

      “Uhm, thanks?” I said. Why would I enjoy a gynecological examination?

       

      Dr. Smith patted the bed where he wanted Nicole to sit. She lied down, putting her feet up in the stirrups, but kept her knees close together. She avoided making eye-contact with the doctor, her cheeks flush with embarrassment. She was far from relaxed.

      “Scoot down further and relax,” Dr. Smith said, his voice low and commanding.

      I was surprised we could hear them so clearly. Omar noticed my confusion, and pointed to a speaker next to the window.

      “Microphones,” he said. “We can hear them… they can’t hear us.”

      This clinic was getting stranger by the minute.

      “Okay,” Nicole answered softly, sliding her butt further down. “This is the first time I’ve had a male doctor,” she added.

      Still not satisfied, Dr. Smith held her knees and opened them gently but firmly.

      “Don’t worry, I’m a professional,” Dr. Smith assured her as he spread her legs. He looked down, and a smile spread across his face.

      I had enjoyed the same view many times, so I knew exactly what he was seeing. Nicole had the most beautiful, perfect little pussy I had ever seen. Her ‘porno-pussy’ she liked to call it. It was gorgeous enough for sure. She had slim pussy lips that accentuated her cunt perfectly. It was the most appetizing sight imaginable. Whenever I saw her naked, I wanted to do nothing more than sink my tongue into that hot little hole.

      And now, Dr. Smith, who had only met my wife a short half hour ago, was treated to the same amazing sight.

      “Very nice,” he joked, causing Nicole to grin. “I see you’ve trimmed.”

      He ran his finger across her outer lips, causing my wife to jump a little from his sudden touch.

      “I try to keep it… manageable,” Nicole said. Her face was now flushed bright red, but slowly she was getting more comfortable with this black man between her legs. He was, after all, a doctor.

      “I’m sure you’ve seen plenty of pussies,” Nicole quipped.

      Dr. Smith smiled back at her. “That I have, but none as appetizing as yours, Nicole.”

      I frowned. Did he just tell my wife she had the most appetizing pussy he had seen? That did not seem appropriate, at all. Nicole, however, seemed to beam with joy from his off-hand comment.

      “You’re just saying that.”

      “Maybe,” Dr. Smith winked as he grabbed a jar of cream.

      “I’m going to apply the cream now,” he said to her. “Just lie back and relax, and let the cream work its magic.”

      “Okay,” she said. She laid down, closing her eyes, a faint smile on her lips. If I didn’t know any better I would have thought she was flirting with this doctor, and was secretly enjoying exposing herself!

      Dr. Smith dipped two fingers into the jar, until they were covered with a thick, white cream. He applied his fingers directly to her pussy, smearing the cream all over her most sensitive area.

      I was shocked to see he wasn’t using medical gloves! He was just rubbing her naked pussy with his bare fingers, massaging the cream into her skin.

       

      Either Nicole didn’t realize it or didn’t care, because she laid her head down and smiled calmly, letting Dr. Smith work his magic. I watched, open mouthed, not believing what I was seeing. I understood that the procedure might differ a bit from country to country, but this was unheard of.

      Dr. Smith had a look of intense concentration on his face as he lathered up my wife’s pussy. He smeared a ton of the white, gooey cream on her lips, rubbing it all around. Nicole just smiled, a blissful look on her face.

      “What’s he doing?” I finally asked Omar, my breath faltering. “Is this normal?”

      “Oh yes,” he said, his gaze still fixed on my wife. “It’s the ‘secret ingredient’, if you will.”

      “But what is it? What does it do?”

      “It’s a special home-brew, courtesy of Dr. Smith. It stimulates the female reproductive organs, making them more receptacle to sperm. It’s an invaluable part of the procedure.”

      He said this all matter-of-factly, but I couldn’t suppress the feeling he was playing me for a fool.

      “What do you mean exactly?” I pressed. “What does it stimulate?”

      “Just watch,” he cut me off. “Look at her pussy.”

      I turned back to my wife, and I was shocked to see the doctor was now sliding his large index finger into my wife’s sopping wet pussy! He slid it in all the way to the knuckle, before pulling it back out, and then sliding it back in again. That bastard was finger-fucking my wife!

      “The fuck!” I yelled.

      “The cream has to applied internally as well,” Omar said like it was no big deal.

      Nicole’s breathing got heavy, her entire chest rising and falling with each deep breath she took. Her face and chest were flushed bright red, her nipples rock hard. Her eyes were clenched shut and her mouth was hanging halfway open, a look I knew all too well… she was on the verge of orgasm!

      “It’s okay to enjoy the procedure,” Dr. Smith said confidently. “Don’t fight it, let it go,” he said, his voice soft but firm.

      Nicole let out a loud, low moan.

      “Ohhhhhhh!”

      “That’s it, let it go,” Dr. Smith went on as his finger kept working into her wet, red cunt. Her pussy lips had grown considerably, they were now all puffy and swollen. She was dripping as well - I could clearly see her juices overflowing on the doctor’s hands. She was sopping wet!

      He slid his middle finger into her as well. Two of his fingers were sliding into her, rubbing her G-spot, as his thumb rubbed her swollen clit. This was the strangest examination I had ever seen, that’s for sure!

      Omar noticed how I was watching dumbfounded, my mouth hanging open.

      “Don’t worry, this is totally normal,” he said. “An orgasm is an important part of reproducing. It helps her relax, and makes sure the treatment is successful.”

      I wasn’t totally convinced, but not like I was in any position to put an end to it.

      “Oh god, oh god, oh yes,” Nicole was now moaning over and over again. Her voice was rising, and her toes were curling. She was getting close.

      “Do it, Nicole. Let go, cum for me!” Dr. Smith said, his voice suddenly forceful and commanding.

      “YES!” She screamed. “OH GOD IT’S SO GOOD, I’M CUMMING!”

      Her entire body trembled as an incredible orgasm rocked her whole frame. Dr. Smith didn’t miss a beat, he kept fingering her, his digits expertly manipulating her most sensitive parts. She let out a howl of pleasure as her hands reached for the doctors wrist. She was overcome with pleasure, it was almost too much to take.

       

      “She’s ready for the treatment now,” Omar said.

      “Okay,” I said, still not believing what had just happened. “Where can I donate my sperm?”

      Omar looked at me warily.

      “That won’t be necessary,” he said candidly.

      I stared at him. What now?

      “What do you mean?”

      “You know our guarantee: 100% pregnant or your money back. Why would we do the same thing you’ve been doing for the past five years? Your sperm can’t do the trick, little man. We have our own way.”

      He nodded towards the black doctor. I followed his gaze, feeling like I just walked into the Twilight Zone. What kind of hacks were these guys?

      Dr. Smith was standing in front of my wife, his hands unclasping his belt. His pants dropped to the floor, revealing an enormous bulge in his boxers.

      Nicole was transfixed on his crotch, staring at it, her mouth hanging open. Her face was still flushed, and she had an intense, crazed look in her eye I had never seen before.

      I watched with bated breath as Dr. Smith pulled his boxers down with one tug. His big black cock sprang out, hitting her inner thigh. Nicole let out a low moan, her body shivering with anticipation. She spread her legs a bit further, opening her pussy for this doctor and his massive black cock.

      I couldn’t believe it.

      This was my wife, my bride, the woman I loved, the woman I wanted to raise a family with… and here I was, watching her spread her legs willingly for a massive black cock, with the intention of letting the doctor fill her fertile womb with his virile cum. The special cream the doctor used must have sent her libido into overdrive, because I had never seen her more horny.

      “Wha,” I said. I couldn’t even form a full sentence at this point.

      “It’s all in the contract,” Omar continued. “I’m surprised you didn’t read the fine print. It clearly states that the ethnicity of the baby can’t be guaranteed. You two want a baby… and this way, you’re getting one.”

      “I don’t…” Words failed me. I was dazed. Had Amanda did the same thing? Did that bitch set me up to be cuckolded by this black stud?!

      Omar slapped me on the back. “Just watch, man. She’s primed for insemination!”

      His voice was jolly and cheerful. It was obvious he was getting enjoyment out of explaining to me how my wife was going to have a, a… black baby.

      “She’s ready for penetration. Check out the intense look on her face, she wants it so bad!”

      I couldn’t look away. I was horrified, but I had to watch.

      Dr. Smith grabbed the thick base of his large cock and lined up the big, purple head with my wife’s wet cunt. He rubbed it against her clit, lubing his manhood with her slick juices.

      “Oh yesssss,” Nicole hissed the moment his cock touched her. She was extremely into this, her gaze fixed on the black pole between her legs.

      “Spread your legs further,” Dr. Smith said.

      Nicole obeyed instantly. She pulled her knees up to her chest, making her pussy completely available to the large, black man between her legs.

      Dr. Smith was grinning, pleased he had this wanton white housewife exactly where he wanted her: Naked and begging for his cum.

      He lined his cock up with her pussy and gave a small, slight thrust. The head of his cock slid into her, spreading her open, filling her up. He was much thicker than me, and bigger as well.

      After he was done with her, there was no way I could ever please her, I realized with horror. His cock was so big, he could totally destroy her petite pussy.

      The head of his cock glided into her easily - she was that wet. He gave her a moment to adjust to his large size before he entered her further. He grabbed her thighs with his strong, black hands, the color contrasting erotically.

      His fingers sunk into her soft flesh as he held her tightly, preparing her for full penetration. This wasn’t going to be a medical insemination - he had every intention of fucking her, pounding into her, filling her up to the brim with potent, ebony cum.

      Nicole was captivated by the ebony stud. She looked at him with a look of sheer adoration in her eyes, biting her bottom lip. It was obvious Dr. Smith had intoxicated her with lust.

      “Are you ready for your baby?” He said.

      “Uh-huh,” my wife nodded vigorously. “Do it. Do it, doctor! Knock me up!”

      “Is that what you want?” The doctor teased her. Nicole nodded, but that wasn’t good enough for him.

      “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want your cum!” She screamed. “I want you to put a black baby inside of me!”

      Pleased with her answer, Dr. Smith pushed forwards, his large black cock penetrating her small, white cunt.

      “Oh goddddddd,” Nicole groaned, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. “It’s so big, doctor!”

      “Damn straight,” he muttered under his breath. “I’m going to knock you up, bitch. I’m going to fill you up to the brim with seed, give you the baby that you want!”

      He slid into her, inch-by-inch, letting her pussy adjust to his enormous cock, until he was in all the way to the hilt, all the while spouting dirty, filthy words into my wife’s ear.

      He pulled back out until only the tip remained, before he slammed into her, his entire cock forcing its way back into her slutty cunt.

      She screamed out in pleasure as she was filled in a way she had never been before.

      I kept watching, entranced by the filthy, wanton scene. I realized my cock was hard as a rock. I couldn’t believe I was getting off on watching my wife get impregnated…

      Dr. Smith pounded her pussy, fucking her hard and rough. He tore the gown off her body, his black hands groping her full, round, white breasts, squeezing them roughly. Nicole was going wild, thrashing her head from side-to-side as she received the roughest, wildest, hardest pounding of her lifetime.

      “Are you ready for my cum?” Dr. Smith snarled.

      “YES!” Nicole screamed at the top of her lungs. Everyone in the clinic must have heard her.

      “Beg for my cum!”

      “Please, fill me up, doctor! Fill me with your cum! Knock me up! Put a baby inside of me!”

      The doctor had a huge grin on his face as he nailed my wife, his black cock splitting her white cunt open.

      “After I’m done, you know what’s going to happen?!”

      Nicole shook her head, her eyes mesmerized by the sight of the huge black pole entering her.

      “Three more black guys will come in here and blow their loads inside of you!” The doctor grunted.

      Nicole’s eyes became as wide as saucers.

      “For real?” She asked, her voice filled with anticipation. It was clear she was far from satisfied.

      “For real!” The doctor answered as he slammed into her. “We’re going to fill you with so much cum, you’re be leaving with triplets! You’ll be overflowing!

      “Oh yes, oh god, do it, fill me up doctor, I need more, I want more, I’m your black cum slut,” Nicole droned on, completely lost in lust.

      I realized this was only the beginning of a wild, wild ride for the two of us. I turned to ask Omar if the doctor had been for real, but he had left already, locking the door behind him. I turned back to the window and saw him entering the examination room, together with two other well-built black guys.

      “She’s ready for more,” the doctor grunted at his colleagues as he bottomed out inside of my wife. “Aren’t you?”

      Nicole’s eyes shifted around the room, going from one black stud to the next. She was like a kid in a candy store. The men were getting undressed, stripping off all their clothing.

      “Oh god,” was all Nicole could muster.

      Omar was the first to strip naked. He stood next to her face, his big black cock only inches away from her mouth. He looked at the mirror at me, giving me a small nod. That bastard looked straight at me as my wife opened her mouth for his cock.

      He moved his hips forwards, his cock sliding into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her neck, holding her in place, as he fucked her mouth. He was really pounding into her, forcing his entire cock down her throat. She struggled to take it all, but from the animalistic sounds she was producing, she was loving every second of it.

      “I’m about to blow,” the doctor grunted. “Here it comes bitch!”

      Nicole grunted in pleasure, her voice muffled by Omar’s cock. Dr. Smith gave her a few hard, final thrusts before grabbing her tits roughly as he slid in all the way to the hilt, unloading his massive, fertile load deep inside her.

      His balls twitched as they fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum into my wife’s fertile cunt. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in closer, draining him of every last drop.

      My wife just got inseminated by Dr. Smith. Those words kept ringing in my head. I just knew she was pregnant, I couldn’t explain it. He knocked her up, and put a little black baby inside her womb.

      I realized I was supposed to be angry, but actually, I felt jubilant. We were finally going to have the family we always wanted!

      Absentmindedly I pulled out my own cock and started masturbating. If Nicole was having the time of her life, why wouldn’t I, right? Don’t get me wrong, I was still deeply conflicted, but the damage had been done already.

      Dr. Smith let out a final groan as he pulled out of my wife. Immediately cum started dripping out of her, gliding down her inner thighs.

      “Oh no!” Nicole said as she raised her legs up high in the air. She grabbed her knees and laid back down, so that all the cum would pool inside of her, assuring she would get pregnant.

      The doctor gave her ass a slap as he climbed off of her, clearing the way for his colleagues. Omar was first. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and took his place between her legs.

      He didn’t have to take his time - Nicole’s cunt was wet and sloppy, well-lubricated by the ebony sperm already inside of her. Omar entered her and slid in all the way in one fell thrust.

      He grabbed her waist as he started pounding into her, fucking her with all his strength. Nicole seemed to be in seventh heaven as she was bred by the second black man of the day.

      The other two black guys stood next to her, both of them slapping their big black cocks against her naked chest. She grabbed their two cocks with her hands, jerking them off, rubbing the heads against her nipples.

      I had never seen her so happy, so completely fulfilled as she was at that point: One load of cum already in her pussy, the second one on the way, as she rubbed two large, black cocks against her sensitive nipples.

      Dr. Smith sat in a chair in the corner, regaining his breath and watching the show. Omar was the next to fire his load deep inside my wife. He let out a thundering yell as he slammed into her overflowing cunt, unloading his potent cum inside her pussy, coating her inner walls with more and more seed.

      Nicole was positively beaming, the lust had bewitched her. She begged for more, telling Omar to fill her up, to give her more seed, to put a little baby inside of her.

      I couldn’t take it anymore. I gave my throbbing cock one hard stroke, and instantly I shot a load against the wall. Seeing my wife get impregnated right in front of me was the most erotic sight I could imagine.

      Right after Omar had finished, Dr. Smith stood up and told the other two men to take their turns.

      “I’m going to check on Mr. Miller,” he said to them as he put his pants back on.

      Omar looked at me and nodded towards the exit, motioning for me to get out. I didn’t want to - I wanted to stay and watch these other two ebony studs take their turns with my wife, but for some reason I felt compelled to obey his order. I quickly zipped up, left the room and headed for the doctors office.

      He walked in a minute later. His manner was cool and collected. If I didn’t know he just blasted my wife full of his ebony seed, I would never have guessed it.

      “How did it go?” I asked him.

      “Excellent, most excellent,” he said with a smile. “Nicole is healthy young woman, I don’t foresee any issues.”

      “Where is she now?”

      “Oh, she’s getting ready. She’ll be here shortly. In the meantime, can I offer you a drink?”

      He made Omar bring me a coffee as we chatted about sports. I could barely follow the conversation - I kept thinking about my wife, who was only a room away, on her back, as she got pounded by two strangers!

      After a good twenty minutes had passed Nicole finally walked in. She was waggling slightly. Her hair was tussled, and her lipstick was smeared.

      I stood up and hugged her right way, planting a kiss on her lips. She tried to avoid it, but I pressed my mouth against hers. I wanted to fuck her, to claim her right there and then, and it took all my willpower to resist that urge.

      “How did it go?”

      “Great,” she beamed back at me. Her skin seemed to be glowing, she was very relaxed.

      Dr. Smith stood up and shook both our hands.

      “It was a pleasure meeting you both. I’m positive the treatment was a success, but if it turns out you’re not, then you can return anytime and we’ll repeat the procedure - for free.”

      Nicole’s eyes twinkled when the doctor said those words. A repeat performance - I could see she wanted that!
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        * * *

      

       

      The ‘treatment’, as the doctor called it, was a resounding success. Nicole was pregnant! We never explicitly discussed the fact she was carrying a black baby in her belly, but I think she knew I knew.

      I don’t know if it was because of the pregnancy hormones or if the breeding gangbang had kickstarted her libido, but she was insatiable! We had sex every day, and almost every time she’d close her eyes and mutter under her breath. I never quite got what she was saying, but it sounded like ‘oh doctor’ to me! I came immediately when ever I heard that, all the images coming back to me.

      Amanda had a healthy, and not to mention very black, baby boy. Jeff was a proud father, and he didn’t seem to mind or care. I didn’t talk about it with him, but I could see from the glint in his eyes he knew I had let my wife get bred by a black bull as well.

      “Barbados is a lovely place, isn’t it?” Amanda told my wife when we went to see her after the delivery. “It’s so beautiful, we should go back there once you’ve had your baby! All six of us!”

      “That’s a great idea!” Nicole said.

      Going back to the island with fresh two moms, I knew what that meant… Dr. Smith would be giving a repeat performance! Jeff nodded at me, and I knew exactly what he meant. Our wives were now addicted to black cum… all we could do was love and support them, and raise their babies as our own.

      I couldn’t wait.
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            3. Taken by the Best Men
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      I drank too much at my own wedding… and my best men take my wife in front of me!

      It’s the night Matthew and Emma have been looking forward to for months: The night of their wedding. Matthew has just returned from a 9 months deployment with the navy, and he asked five of his fellow servicemen to be his best men, including his black commanding officer Antoine.

      When Matthew drinks a bit too much, his best men tell him that they will fulfill his husbandly duties. Matthew thinks it’s a joke at first, but when he wakes up later that night, he’ll realize his well-hung friends were dead serious…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken by the Best Men

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
       “But… my husband’s right there,” Emma giggled.

      “Don’t worry about him darling,” my commanding officer, Antoine Williams, answered. His hand was resting on her face, his thumb brushing against her full, red lips. His dark, ebony skin contrasted erotically with the pale, white flesh of my young bride. His other hand was on her back, unzipping her pristine white wedding dress.

      Emma let the dress slide off her shoulders and pool around her ankles. She didn’t seem to mind. The act revealed the provocative white lingerie she was wearing underneath - a corset, making her large breasts appear even fuller, and matching white stockings, suspenders, and last but not least, a silky white pair of underwear.

      His hand slid down her back, brushing against her soft skin, before he gripped her ass forcefully, causing a soft moan to escape her lips.

      She smiled up at him - and at the four other guys in my unit, who had crowded around her. Ryan, Tyler, Austin, Hunter. Men who I had served with for the past year, men who I had grown to call friends, had asked to be my best men at my wedding… Men who were now surrounding my blushing bride as she tentatively rubbed their growing bulges. They were about to unbuckle their pants, eager so use her, to spoil her innocence, to take her on her wedding night, to take what is rightfully mine. And that all right in front of me…

      If I wasn’t watching it with my own two eyes I would have never believed it.

      It was the night of our wedding. The night I had been looking forward to for so many months while on deployment. I had shared my excitement often - and looking back, perhaps foolishly - with the very men who were about to take my bride in front of me. I was lying on the bed in which I imagined I would have consummated our marriage, but I was unable to move.

      I had drunk too much too quickly after the wedding. My best men kept toasting, kept bringing me more drinks, telling me how lucky I was - and I kept drinking and drinking. I felt fantastic, blissful. I overstepped my boundaries, and suddenly, I was very ill. I threw up, and they carried me to the honeymoon suite. They joked that they would have to step in, do my ‘husbandly duty’ instead of me.

      I thought it was just that - a joke at my expense. But now I was watching my wife of only a few hours reach into Antoine’s waistband, looking at the thick bulge with eyes as big as saucers. I was watching through the slits of my eyes, conscious - but barely so. I wanted to scream, to yell, to attack them, but my body refused. I couldn’t even lift a single finger. I was paralyzed, unable to move, unable to look away, unable to prevent my five best men from all fucking my wife.
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      This scene had been at least a year in the making.

      I was 18 at the time, having just graduated, and dating my sweetheart, Emma. We were madly in love, and wanted to do nothing more than get hitched right away - but things weren’t that simple, they never were. I had spent all my time gaming rather than studying, and this showed in my grades. Emma, on the other hand, was much brighter than me, and she got a scholarship for Georgia State. I wasn’t so lucky.

      If I wanted to hang on to a total babe such as Emma, I knew I needed to step up my game. She was the single best thing that ever happened to me, and I never understood why she fell for me, when she could have had every single guy she ever wanted. She had a perfect hourglass figure, with long, shapely legs that seemed to go on forever, a flat tummy and a thin waist, and gorgeous, full breasts to top it all off. She was a thing of beauty - and she was hit on constantly, wherever we went. I was jealous of all the attention she got, but she always assured me I had nothing to worry about - I was all she needed. I, in comparison, was tall and skinny, nowhere near as attractive as my bride to be, a fact I was well aware of.

      I was deathly afraid of Emma finding someone else while in college. Someone more athletic, more intelligent, and more attractive than me. I went with her to visit the Georgia State campus, and all I saw were broad-shouldered guys everywhere. I had never felt so out of place and so insecure. All the colleges I had applied to had denied me, and at the time I was working at a pizza place, making a meager $9 an hour. If I didn’t turn my life around, she would bail on me - why would she want to marry some minimum wage loser?

      That was the mindset I was in when I saw the advertisement for the navy, the advertisement that set me on the path to meeting Antoine, Ryan, Tyler, Austin and Hunter. The advertisement that made me join the navy, serve on a submarine, ask my fellow crew members to be my best men, and finally, caused me to watch helplessly as every single one of them fucked my young bride, without protection, on the night of our wedding.

      At the time it seemed like such a good idea. I’d join the navy and go through training, making me stronger, more athletic, and as such, more attractive. I wouldn’t feel like such a scrawny loser anymore. Afterwards the navy would pay for my college degree, so I could work on my future as well. I hadn’t factored in actually getting deployed and having to spends months on end on the sea - as you can tell, I wasn’t the brightest and I didn’t fully think everything through. Perhaps that’s what landed me in this predicament in the first place.

      Emma supported my decision. I could tell she was glad I was moving forward with my life, and what girl doesn’t love a man in uniform? I clearly remember the way she looked at me when I first wore that thing - the lust in her eyes… she was insatiable that night.

      I was accepted into the navy and started training right away. I had to spend 9 weeks up in Michigan for my basic training. It was difficult to go without Emma that long, but it was all for the greater good. I thought that was bad, but the worst was still to come. I had been assigned to a submarine, and I would have to spend the next 9 months in a small, cramped space, under water, without a woman in sight.

      It was one of the toughest periods of my life. I felt completely alone. I wasn’t really cut out a life in the armed forces, found it difficult to adept. The thought of Emma is what kept me going. I proposed to her the day before I shipped out, and she said yes!

      We e-mailed each other every day. Luckily technology made this possible. The sub would surface each day, and we’d receive all the e-mails stored up in a server. I was told by the other crew members this was a relatively new development - a few years ago, going on deployment meant zero contact. Thank heavens that wasn’t the case now, I don’t know how I would have survived without Emma getting me through it.

      During those long months I became good friends with other members of the crew. Ryan and Tyler were rookies, just like me, so we had a lot in common. In turn, they knew Austin and Hunter, who had been in the navy for a few years and knew the ropes. Last but not least, there was Antoine Williams.

      Antoine was our commanding officer, a giant of a man. He was as black as the night, and so large I was surprised he could maneuver through the tiny, cramped submarine without getting stuck or bumping his head every few seconds. He was a foot taller than me, with arms like tree-trunks and the grip of a vice.

      He intimated me. He was very demanding, pushing his crew as far as they would go. He yelled at me at more than one occasion as I was prone to slip-ups, humiliating me in front of the whole crew. I didn’t want him at my wedding, but Emma insisted he’d come, and what’s worse, that I would ask him to be one of my best men. I caved… and I regret it. He orchestrated my demise, working my fiance for months to get her on her knees in front of him. It all started with an innocent e-mail.

      As I said, Emma and I exchanged e-mails almost every day. Seeing as I was in the armed forces and all, every e-mail we’d receive would be printed out and scanned appropriateness by our superior officers, in my case, Antoine.

      At first I kept the e-mails PG, but it only took a few weeks before lust reared its demanding head. I hadn’t jacked off in a month - there was simply no time and space to do so in the packed submarine. I suspected some guys jacked off in the showers, but I hadn’t worked up the guts - there was very little privacy here, even in the showers.

      High on lust, I wrote Emma a saucy e-mail, asking if she was being a good girl and what she had been fantasizing about. I hadn’t informed her that our communication wasn’t secure. It hadn’t crossed my mind, and I thought she knew, but a las, she did not. That mistake is what put this twisted tale into motion.

      The following morning, there was a mail-call.

      “We’ve got mail, people,” Antoine bouldered in his low, baritone voice as he entered our sleeping quarters.

      We all scampered to our positions, standing at attention, each of us awaiting our turn as our officer called our named, one-by-one.

      “Ryan, you’ve got a message from your nanna,” Antoine said with a smirk. “Tyler, your mom says hi, here you go. Austin, your father sent you a message.”

      I waited impatiently, eager to hear my name. I had dreamed about Emma all night, the curves of her ass, her soft skin… I had been having sex dreams about her for a whole week now. I didn’t know how much more I could take: I had to blow this load, sooner or later!

      Finally, Antoine stopped in front of me.

      “Matthew,” he said, pausing for a moment to grab everyone’s attention. “I have to say, you’re a lucky man.”

      “Sir, what do you mean?” I asked.

      Antoine held up a picture in his left hand, showing it to everyone but me.

      “This here is the lovely lady Matthew is going to marry in a few months time,” he said, a huge smirk on his face.

      “Holy shit,” Ryan gasped next to me.

      Austin reached out and snagged the picture from Antoine’s hand, who did nothing to stop him.

      “Let me see,” Austin huffed. “God damn, look at that!” He muttered out loud. The other crew members gathered around him, each one trying to get a glimpse.

      The blood had drained from my face as this happened right in front of me. I had never been good at standing up for myself, and certainly not against a man as intimidating and powerful as Mr. Williams.

      He cleared his throat to read Emma’s message out loud. My humiliation was far from over.

      “Let me share some of the more saucy details with you fellows,” he said, causing my mates to cheer. One slapped me on the back as he said ‘this was going to be good’. I had no idea who even said that, I was frozen in place, unable to move.

      “I dream about your hard cock every night, Matthew. I can’t wait till you get back and I can feel you inside of me. I often think about that one time at the party at Lisa’s place, do you remember? We were in the coat room and those guys walked in on us, and you didn’t stop for even a second… I’m getting hot just writing this e-mail! I sent you a picture to help you get through the tough times, tell me if you like them because there’s more where that came from… Love, Emma!”

      All my mates busted out in roaring laughter, enjoying my humiliation. They crowded around Austin, trying to snatch the photograph from his hands.

      “Fine catch you’ve got there,” Antoine said to me with a wink. He grabbed my shoulder, his strong fingers gripping me tightly. He leaned in close, his voice dropping so that only I could hear him “I was just messing with you, seaman. It’s all in good fun. You’re the only one of these men with such a fine babe lined up, the guys deserved a little jolly. You understand, don’t you?”

      I nodded swiftly, praying this moment would pass and I’d my picture back. It was being passed around now, and I still had not seen it yet!

      “I knew you were a good sport,” he said, causing me to swell with pride in a strange way. Maybe this wasn’t completely degrading… maybe I was just taking one for the team?

      “You’ve had your fun, seamen. Give Matthew back what belongs to him,” Antoine said, addressing the other men.

      Everyone stopped fidgeting and stood back at attention. The room was silent.

      “Who has the picture?”

      No one moved an inch. My heart sank - I was never getting the picture, the naughty photo my fiance made just for me, back. I realized that right away.

      “Come on men, you’ve had your fun. Don’t make me strip-search this bunk!”

      I scanned everyone, checking to see who had a guilty face, but it was useless. Every single one of them had a face as guilty as sin!

      Antoine sighed. “You all disappoint me men. I figured this would happen… so I printed seamen Matthew here a spare.”

      The commanding officer reached into the inner pocket of his suit and pulled out another printed photograph. He handed it to me, urging me to take good care of it if I wanted to keep it. I can’t believe my commander had another picture of my wife on him! What if the original wasn’t stolen, would he have kept it?

      I glanced down at the picture in my hand, and my breath faltered. What I saw there was one of the most erotic, most sexiest thing I had ever seen. It was my fiance, Emma, but not in a way I had ever seen her before. She had always been a bit timid, held back. She was not the adventurous type. The time we got walked in at Lisa’s party, which she mentioned in her letter, was really the only time we ever did something ‘wild’. Our sex life had been rather vanilla. Of course I had tried to take everything to the next step, but I didn’t want to overstep her boundaries.

      But this photo was something else. She was lying on her bed, in her dorm room, on her hands and knees, her ass facing the camera. The only thing she was wearing was a tiny,tiny white thong. It was so small, it just barely covered the lips of her pussy. Her puckered asshole was nearly visible.

      My cock hardened instantly was I took in the round globed of her soft, white ass. With horror I realized all the men I served with, every one I had to face on a daily basis, had just seen this picture, including my commander. They all knew what my fiance looked like underneath her clothes. The thought made me queasy, the humiliation making my cheeks burn right red. I was horrified.

      Antoine left the room, leaving us to our duties. Everyone looked at me sheepishly, grinning apologetically. After taking another hard, good luck, I hid the photo in my locker. I had to find out who else had that picture, I needed it back. And I needed to tell Emma that our communication wasn’t safe!

      Austin came up to me, later that day. “Sorry I snatched that photo,” he told me. “I was just curious, I didn’t mean anything by it. You’re a lucky man, Matthew.”

      “Yeah, thanks,” I said. Sure… Lucky. That’s what I was.

      I sent a long letter to Emma the next chance I got, thanking her for the photo but warning her it wasn’t safe. I also mustered up all of my courage and asked Antoine to be a little more mindful of my privacy. He had just smirked at me and said ‘sure thing’. I wasn’t completely satisfied with his nonchalant answer, as he was my boss and all, and I expected better of a superior officer.

      Still, he seemed to stay true to his word: he didn’t read any of my letters out loud anymore, nor did he hand out any photos. I got a reply from Emma only a few days later. I had been waiting for it impatiently, my stomach in knots. I hoped she wasn’t furious that her intimate photo was now being passed around an entire submarine filled to the brim with horny men. Every time I thought about how many loads must have been spilled fantasizing about her luscious ass I felt downright sick. She had always been the shy type, and I could see this causing her some major grief. I considered not telling her, but I couldn’t risk her sending even naughtier photos and then having those leak as well.

      Her message shocked me.

       

      “Hi :)

       

      OMG I can’t believe you!!!!!! You’re telling me EVERYONE saw it?!?! Why didn’t you tell me it wasn’t a private!! You yourself started talking dirty!!! Holy shit Matthew… I don’t know if I should be mad or horny right now, lol! A whole crew, all thinking about me… if only I was there, we could give them something to look at ;) I remember how good you all looked on the day you left, lol ;)

       

      Your officer, Antoine, sent me a message as well, warning me about the pic. You didn’t say your officer was a big black guy! Anyway, I’m not mad, but I miss you! I sent you another pic… do you think you can keep this one to yourself? ;) Antoine promised me he’d wouldn’t share!

      

      Xxx, Emma.”

       

      I was flabbergasted. She liked it? She liked it! “If only I was there,” she had wrote. What did that even mean? And, worst of all, Antoine had been messaging her behind my back?! What the fuck?!

      Stapled to the printed out e-mail was the picture. This one had also been taken in her dorm room. She was sitting on her bed, wearing nothing but a small pink thong and a white shirt. She was facing the camera, a sexy pout on her full lips. The shirt was knotted around her waist, showing of her slim waist and flat tummy. It was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra - her full, round breasts were nearly spilling out of her small, white shirt. Her nipples were hard, clearly visible.

      Antoine had seen this image. And Emma, my loving fiance, had taken this picture, knowing fully my ‘big black boss’ was going to see it as well. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. Did she have some exhibitionist streak I was unaware of, or had college turned her into a wild, wild girl all of a sudden?

      It didn’t sit right with me at all. I quickly stashed the picture into my pants before someone had a chance to ogle it. I wasn’t taking any chances. I knew I had to face Antoine, but I didn’t want to do it in front of the whole crew. This was humiliating enough as it was already.

      I waited until I knew he was alone and in his quarters. I gathered up all my courage and knocked on his door.

      “Just a second… Come in. Ah, Matthew. What can I do for you?”

      I walked into his private quarters. It looked like he was just zipping up his pants, but I could have been mistaken.

      “Sir, I… had a question regarding the latest… message from my fiance,” I said, struggling to find the right words. He raises his eyebrows at me.

      “And what is that? Speak plainly, we’re alone.”

      “Well, uhm, in the message she said you contacted her, and… well…”

      He looked at me dead-on, his stare burning into my soul. I lost track of my words, distracted by his dark, commanding eyes.

      “And what about it?” He gruffed.

      My cheeks were burning, the feeling of intense shame piling up in my stomach. “I was just wondering why…” I said, my voice barely a whisper.

      “If you must know, I let it come to her attention that the e-mail she sent wasn’t private, and that the messages had to be checked as a precautionary measure. An important piece of information you did not tell her, and because of your mistake, naked pictures of her are floating around the entire submarine.”

      “But… it was you who leaked those photos,” I tried to say, but the words came out so soft I didn’t even hear myself. Antoine continued on, undeterred.

      “We did exchange pleasantries and I let her know you were making progress, and might even make a competent crew member one day. In fact, I was sending her a message right when you walked in.”

      My stomach was in knots. My commanding officer, my boss was talking to my fiancelike I was some incompetent child, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. Even if I told her to stop, he would read all her replies and he’d know right away, and he could make my life miserable. There was nothing I could do.

      “She’s a fine young woman, Matthew. I can’t wait to meet her. She invited me to your wedding, I’m sure you don’t mind?”

      What?! If getting humiliated and commanded by this brute wasn’t enough, now he was going to attend my wedding as well? This was just getting worse and worse…

      “Of course not,” I stammered, barely getting the words across my lips.

      “Excellent,” he said, a smirk on his lips. “Now, back to your post.”

      “Sir yes sir.”

      I left defeated. I wanted to confront him, to tell him to back off, but that’s not how the conversation played out. He was messaging her, having a private conversation with my fiance about me. And what’s worse, she invited him to our wedding! I slept uneasy that night, Antoine showing up in my dreams over and over again.

      Weeks passed without any incidents. I still received daily messages from Emma, but she never alluded to talking to Antoine. I didn’t mention it either, eager to let it slide into memory. Maybe she had only been curious. She still sent me a photograph every week or two, but luckily for me, she kept them modest. I didn’t want Antoine to see what kind of beauty my fiance was, so I asked her to please keep her clothes on in the future.

      She whined a bit, letting me know between the lines that it turned her on knowing the men lusted after her, but it was not something I was prepared to deal with. Maybe it’s cool knowing that guys want to fuck your wife if you are banging her every night, but I can assure you, it’s not that great when you’re locked up in a steely box tens of feet under water for 9 months straight.

      I did notice a slight change in the crew’s attitude towards me. Everybody just used to ignore me, but now, conversations always fell silent the moment I walked by. It had been like this since Antoine let that picture of Emma get stolen. I figured that was still what it was all about, but as I was about to find out, it was much, much worse.

      It was on a Sunday that I found out what was going on right under my nose. I was awaiting my turn in the shower. The guy who was underneath it was taking his sweet time.

      “Come on,” I yelled. “Hurry the fuck up.”

      “I’m almost done,” he said, his breathing deep. Oh great, that asshole was jerking it, right where I was about to stand. Just perfect.

      A few grunts and a heavy sigh later, he opened the curtains for me.

      “All yours mate,” he said, a smile on his face. I had seen this guy before, but I didn’t know his name.

      He was completely naked, his now limp dick swinging freely between his legs. In his left hand he was clutching a few laminated photographs.

      “You want these?” He asked me.

      “What are they?”

      “A bunch of hot pics. Some one got them laminated so you can take them under the shower. Here, check these out!”

      He handed me the pictures. There were a handful of them.

      The first photograph was of a fair-skinned woman, sitting on a bed in what seemed to be a campus dorm. Her ass was facing towards the camera, a pink thong pulled halfway down, her private parts just barely covered.

      “Pretty hot huh?” The guy told me. “It’s get a lot better, trust me! Turn it around!”

      I flipped the picture. On the back was the second photograph. It was the same woman, but now the thong had been pulled down all the way, hanging around her ankles. One of her hands was gripping the cheeks of her ass forcefully, her fingers digging into her soft skin. Her beautiful pink pussy was fully on display, her wetness clearly visible.

      My cock got as hard as rock as I flipped through the photographs. I hadn’t seen a woman naked in months - I didn’t have any nudie mags, and the rest of the guys didn’t share with me. Every picture got more and more explicit, until she was lying on her back, her legs spread wide open, two fingers rubbing her wet, pink slit. Who ever this was absolutely loved showing off.

      In all the photographs her face was cut out. A sexy, teasing smirk, and the back of her blonde hair was all that was visible.

      “Where did you get this?” I asked the guy.

      “You mean you haven’t seen this before?” He said surprised. “These have been floating around here for weeks now. I’ve heard it’s actually some guy’s fiance! Can you believe that? Apparently some of the officers have been sexting his girl behind his back, and they’ve been showing them around… I don’t believe that though. Either way they’re still hot pics, right? - Whoa, are you okay man? You look pale as shit!”

      All the blood had drained from my face. My hands started trembling, and I nearly dropped the photographs. Suddenly it all made sense. That dorm room. The pink sheets on the bed, the teddy bear in the corner. The teddy bear I won for Emma on the fair the week before I left shore.

      The blonde hair, the familiar smirk. I was so focused on the ass and titties I didn’t notice the clues that were staring me right in the face. It could all have been a coincidence - but I knew it wasn’t. That was too unlikely.

      That was Emma. My fiance. Her naked pictures were being passed around, and every guy in the entire submarine knew it. This guy was probably the only guy in the whole sub I didn’t know by name, and that’s why he didn’t know it was my fiance he was showing off to me. That’s why the conversation fell silent everywhere I went - they were probably talking about how bad they felt for me. Or what a loser I was.

      I leaned back against the wall, my world caving in. How could she do this to me?

      “You okay?” The guy asked me again. I waved him way, told him to fuck off. He tried to grab the pictures, but I pushed him forcefully against the wall. I stepped into the shower and closed the curtain, hoping he’d leave me alone.

      “Hey, those are mine, asshole!” He yelled. “I’ll be back for them later.”

      I looked at the pictures, over and over again, burning them into my mind. I had never seen her like this. When we were dating, she was always… I wouldn’t call her a prude, but she was conservative, for sure. Lights off and everything. She opened up after a while, but she was never kinky.

      So why was she suddenly taking pictures of her wide-open slit and sending them to… to… Antoine. It had to be him. It could only be him. He even told me he was talking to her to my face!

      He must have seduced her. Or threatened her? Maybe he told her he would dishonorably discharge me if she didn’t do what he said… but why was she smiling in every picture then? It didn’t make sense. Rage built up inside of me, my hands forming fists. I was going to kill that smug fucking asshole!

      I stormed out of the shower and quickly threw some clothes on. I marched right to his office, fully intent on punching him in the face, even though he was almost twice as big as me. I didn’t care it would get me fired (or worse), I was blinded by rage. Every step I took, her pictures flashed before my eyes. Every time I saw another crew member look at me, and saw pity in their eyes, my anger grew. Had that guy seen Emma’s tits? Did that guy see her beautiful trimmed pussy?

      I swung open the door to his quarters - but it was empty. No solace for me. I kicked his desk angrily, and the computer screen on his desk flickered on. His e-mail program was open. I looked at the screen and an unopened e-mail grabbed my immediate attention.

      “Thanks for the toy ;)” was the subject of the mail. The sender? Emma.

      I closed the door behind me and with a heavy heart opened the email. I was in no way prepared for what I was about to see.

       

      “Your toy arrived this morning… it’s so big!! I played with it right away… and took the pictures you wanted ;). XXX - Emma.”

       

      Attached to the message were several jpgs. I ran my hand through my hair, my rage being quickly replaced by a mixture of jealousy, sadness, curiosity, and lust. The pictures I had seen were filthy hot. Did I really want to find out what’s in those? Curiosity got the best of me. I had to know. I opened the first photo, and instantly my knees were weak.

      There was Emma - smiling broadly at the camera, her face clearly visible. She was sitting at her desk, topless. This picture must have been taken by a webcam.

      Resting between her full, round breasts was the biggest and blackest cock I had ever seen. It was a dildo, one of those life-like fake cocks you could buy. She pushed her breasts together with her arms so it engulfed the big black cock.

      My breathing became heavy as I quickly opened the next photo. In this one, she opened her mouth wide, her tongue stretched out, the tip of her tongue just barely touching the slit on the purple head of the black cock. I suddenly realized my own cock was throbbing hard and leaking pre-cum. I had been so engulfed by my rage and jealousy I hadn’t noticed I was turned on beyond belief as well.

      I hadn’t masturbated all this months, and that pent up lust was now taking its toll on me. I reached into my pants and touched my cock - the waves of pleasures almost overwhelmed me. All this time that I have been on this submarine, alone, Emma had been taking filthy, dirty naked pictures for my commanding officer, who had shared them with everyone! The humiliation was staggering, and in a strange way, incredibly erotic!

      I never thought I was turned on by humiliation, but I eagerly opened the next picture, my other hand wrapping around my throbbing cock. In this photo she eagerly wrapped her full lips around the head of the big black cock, her eyes smiling at the camera. She knew exactly what she was doing - a black cock whore in training. She bobbed her head up and down the thick shaft, taking it as far down her throat as possible.

      In the last photograph she had her mouth open wide, pushing her tits together with her hands. The title of the picture was ‘Cover me with your cum!’

      I busted my load right there and then, soiling my pants. She was begging for Antoine’s black cock, wanting to feel his thick seed dripping all over her face, the heavy spurts filling her mouth. The thought of her sucking him off behind my back sent me over the edge, and I experienced the biggest, and to my shame, best orgasm of my life. All the pent up lust, the anger, the jealousy, it all left me in heavy white globs.

      When I got back to my senses, I realized I was browsing the personal e-mail of a commanding officer. A major violation if there ever was one! I scrambled out of Antoine’s chair, ready to leave… but I had a change of heart. This may be the last time I ever got to snoop through Antoine’s messages. I had to know.

      Luckily I knew my way around a computer. I did a quick search for Emma’s and my own name, and printed out all the messages. This way I had a copy of Antoine’s and Emma’s entire correspondence.

      Those few minutes that the printer was working overtime to print out all the e-mails was one of the most intense, stressful moments of my life. I waited, my heart pounding in my throat, as the printer spit out one e-mail after the other. There were dozens!

      A few times I got close to getting caught. I heard footsteps outside, getting closer. This was the end, I was almost sure of it, but whoever it was walked right on by.

      Finally, after a good ten minutes, the printer was done. I grabbed the heavy stack of paper and hid it under my clothes. Luckily there was no one outside who saw me come out of there. I hid the papers in my locker, waiting for a good moment that I could read them in private.

      I got very little sleep that week. Every night I stayed up and read through Emma’s and Antoine’s emails. There were so many of them I couldn’t get through them in one sitting!

      I found out that this little affair had been going on for quite a while. Antoine had indeed sent her a message letting her know that her initial photograph of her ass had been by him, but that smug asshole also told her that I had been the one who had showed it around to everyone!

      That bastard had put the thought into her head that I secretly enjoyed showing her off. She seemed horrified and embarrassed at first, but Antoine, across several weeks, wore her down. He told her how she was a hit among the crew. Everyone thought she was the hottest, sexiest thing alive, and would sacrifice their left nut for more photos of her. The flattery worked, and she slowly got around to the idea of sharing some pictures with the crew.

      “Matthew loves it,” Antoine had told her. “He can’t stop talking about it. He hangs up all the pics you send him on his bedpost, so everyone can see. He’s real proud of you.”

      She believed every second of it. And why wouldn’t she? As I browsed through the messages, I realized he had been manipulating our private correspondence as well. I had never received a lot of the photographs she had sent to me, and he removed and added a few words here or there so neither of us ever caught on what was really happening. He had orchestrated it perfectly.

      “Your pics are a hit! Here’s how much I like it,” a message from Antoine read. Attached the message was a picture of Antoine in only his boxers. His large manhood was pressing against the fabric, stretching it. The outline of his massive black cock was clearly visible. I was shocked - I knew black guys were big, but this was insane. The outline was almost twice as big as my cock!

      Emma’s reply said it all: “Wow.”

      After convincing my fiance that I liked showing her off, and talking her into sending me more provocative photos, he had started sending her naked pictures of himself. He was playing the long game, and to my horror, it seemed to be working perfectly.

      That was what the toy was all about. Antoine had ordered it for her online, telling her she could ‘practice for the real thing’. Emma had humored him, and taken the requested photos.

      My emotions were all over the place. I didn’t know if I was mad at Emma or not - or even, if I had a right to be mad. Antoine had played us both: If anyone was in the wrong, he was. Emma was just doing what she thought made me happy.

      Of course, that was not taking into accounts the pictures she took for him alone, in which she serviced a big, black dildo… but… I rationalized that as well. Antoine was objectively attractive, and Emma must be crazy horny as well after the long months without any sex. If a little bit of sexting was the worst offense… that wasn’t so bad. Right?

      As I tried to figure out what my step was going to be I started having crazy sex dreams about Emma at night. I imagined I was working hard, when the same guy from the shower would come running up to me. ‘You have to check it out, they’re all gangbanging her in the mess hall!’ He would cry. I’d follow him and find Emma in the mess hall, completely naked, as everyone on the submarine stood around her in a giant circle, their cocks in hand. One by one they’d all step up and shoot their load in her mouth. Every time I tried to get close I would be pushed to the back. I would have to go last.

      The first time I had that dream I woke up horrified, drenched in cold sweat. The dream returned, and after a few nights, I started looking forward to it. It was just a harmless dream, after all.

      After I accepted that, the dreams started changing, but one fact stayed the same: My fiance served on the submarine as our own personal certified cumslut. It would be her duty to drain all the balls. She would spend every day on her back, taking one cock after another, and it was my job to watch. Slowly but surely, I was becoming a voyeur.

      Meanwhile, I hadn’t figured out a way to deal with the situation. All day long I thought about every single option, but at the end of the day, I came out blank. Antoine had me cornered.

      If I let Emma knew that I knew, she’d be greatly upset - and it wasn’t really her fault, so it would be unfair of me to spring it on her right now, when I wasn’t around to talk it out.

      I could face Antoine, but he was still my commanding officer. My life was in his hands. I had nothing to gain from doing that. I could go over his head, but who were they going to believe, me or him? Besides, the thought was almost too humiliating to bear.

      I settled, after a long bout of soul-searching, on the only viable option. To do nothing. The end of our deployment was in sight - only four short weeks left. Four weeks of knowing my future wife’s body was being used as a cumrag by a whole platoon of men, four weeks of knowing she was probably fucking herself with a big black dildo as she teased my boss…

      But it was only four weeks. After that, I was done. I wouldn’t have to face Antoine ever again, I could explain and reconnect with Emma, and hopefully, move on.

      So that’s what I did. I kept my head down and worked hard. My mind was still thinking about her every second of every day, though. I started getting a strange enjoyment out of it - the looks my colleagues and fellow servicemen gave me. I had to wonder. Did I just caught them talking about her? Did they all really covet my girl?

      I resisted the urge to snoop through Antoine’s files. I wanted to, believe me, but the risk was too great. I counted down the days, hanging out Ryan, Tyler, Austin and Hunter as much as I could. They were a good bunch. I asked them all to be my best men, and they all said yes, of course.

      I secretly wondered if they had seen the photos as well. When Emma would be walking down the isle, would they be thinking about her hot, shaved little pussy? When they saw her pristine, white dress, would they be thinking about her full, round breasts? Those thoughts kept coming to me, day in, day out. I resisted them at first, but eventually, I let them free. They were just thoughts, after all. Fantasies.
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      Finally, after those four weeks, that seemed to go on and on and on, we were done! We all flew home together, and Antoine was on our plane as well. I was itching with excitement the entire plane-ride.

      Emma was waiting for me at the gate - she looked as beautiful as ever. Her hair had grown a bit longer, but besides that, she was still the bubbly cute curvy blonde I had fallen in love with. We flew into each others arms, and kissed passionately. She had to slow me down - I would have eaten her out right there in front of everyone, I was roaring to go!

      “Slow down cowboy,” she laughed. “I take it you missed me.”

      “You have no idea,” I growled. “No idea.”

      “Excuse me, you must be Emma?” A low voice said behind me. I could recognize that voice everywhere - it haunted me.

      “I am Antoine Williams. Nice to finally meet you,” he said, grabbing her hand and giving it a kiss. She blushed - in fact, she turned straight red.

      “Hello,” she said demurely. I had never seen her become so shy. Both of them pretended to meet for the first time, not knowing that I knew everything. I never didn’t wanted to see Antoine again, but here he was, meddling with my affairs once again.

      “Do you mind?” I said, losing my cool. Antoine was still holding onto my fiance’s hand. Her hand looked small and dainty compared to his huge, black fists.

      “Is that how you talk to your commanding officer?” He said, a threat lingering beneath the surface.

      “We’re no longer on active duty,” I countered, my voice rising in anger.

      “Now now boys, don’t argue,” Emma chimed in. Her face was glowing - if I didn’t know any better I would have said she loved the idea of two men fighting for her affection. A fight I would lose.

      “I’d like you to meet some of my friends,” I said, tearing her away from Antoine’s demanding gaze and towards my buddies. “This is Ryan, Tyler, Austin, and that’s Hunter. I’ve asked them to be my best men,” I informed her.

      They all exchanges pleasantries while I watched them like a hawk, looking for a glint of recognition, or shame, in their eyes. Either they were as clean as whistle or excellent poker players, because they were totally relaxed. Part of me was let down - I yearned to see the lust burning in their eyes, coveting what was mine. The deployment had changed me. After getting humiliated for so long, I now yearned for it.

      We all ate dinner together that night, all six of us, as we all reminisced on our deployment. I noticed Emma dressed slightly different than she used to. No major changes, just a few small things I noticed. She showed off a bit more cleavage, her skirts were a tad shorter. Nothing scandalous, but enough to whet the appetite. I caught Austin and Hunter stealing a few glances, much to my delight. I was rock-hard thinking about it.

      I wasn’t sure how to breach the topic of Antoine with Emma - or even if I ought to. She was so happy to see me, I didn’t want to spoil it. I didn’t want our first night together to end in a fight. So, I didn’t tell her.

      That first night was almost magical. We made love all night. I lost count of my orgasms after the third one. The guys were crashing on the couches downstairs - I had rented a house, because Emma’s dorm wasn’t made to house 5 guys - and I’m sure they heard every thing. Emma was much more vocal than she used to be, she was begging for it, yelling at me to fuck her harder and harder.

      That day turned into the next, and then the next, and suddenly, almost two weeks had already passed and the notion of Antoine hadn’t come up at all. It started to fade into memory. Digging those painful memories back up seemed like a bad idea. I decided to drop the whole thing. We were together now, it was old news.

      That is, until she dropped a bombshell on me, the night before our wedding. She informed me she asked Antoine to be my best men as well! “He’s a guest at our wedding, it would be weird if the other guys were your best men and he wasn’t, you know? He’s the commanding officer after all,” she had told me.

      I was flabbergasted. Our wedding, our most special day, the moment we would reaffirm our love for each other in front of both our families, and she wanted him there as mybest man? No, she demanded he would be there?! To say I was shocked would be an understatement. I was floored, but, I didn’t have the energy to fight her on this. It was already decided. I didn’t want to raise a stink, I wanted the day go perfectly smooth.

      That’s how Antoine came to be my fifth best men. I’ll save you all the boring details of our wedding day - it was a beautiful, perfect day. Honestly it was like a blur to me. The ceremony, and then the dinner, the party. It all happened so fast.

      I kept being congratulated by relatives, who all wanted to toast with me. Plus Ryan and Tyler kept a steady supply of drinks coming my way as well. I was feeling no pain and kept drinking, one glass after another, until suddenly the world started spinning.

      I got up to dance but nearly fell over. Antoine grabbed me just in time, before I fell flat on my face.

      “Hold on there, boy,” he whispered. “Seems you’ve been hitting the sauce a little too hard. Let’s get you up to your room, shall we.”

      Ryan and Tyler helped Antoine with carrying me up to the honeymoon suite. I tried to protest, to resist, but it was useless. I was too far gone. I couldn’t even keep the world from spinning, let alone escape the grip from these strong men.

      They dumped me on the bed unceremoniously.

      “There. Now, let’s see how your wifey is doing. If you’re not feeling up to it, we’ll make sure your marriage gets consumated,” Antoine said with a sly grin. Ryan and Tyler just smirked.

      I closed my eyes for only a second, and everything went dark.
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      “How is he?”

      “He’s fine, don’t worry. He just had a bit too much to drink, that’s all. He’s out cold.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “We’re sure, baby. Don’t worry.”

       

      I was swimming in darkness. My head was throbbing, a sharp, deep pain, right by my temple. I tried to open my eyes, but the light was too bright.

       

      “But… my husband is right there.”

      “Don’t worry about him, darling.”

       

      Those voices… they were familiar. Was I back on the submarine?! No… I didn’t hear the constant, distant hum, and the bed wasn’t rocking either. I opened my eyes just a tiny bit.

       

      I saw Emma. My wife. My darling, loving, beautiful wife. She was still wearing her pristine white dress.

      Standing next to her in his dark blue navy uniform was Antoine. Him. His dark skin contrasted erotically with the white dress of my bride. He reached out and touched her face, his thumb brushing against her lip. She closed her eyes, her lips forming a wide smile. He slipped his finger into her mouth and she seemed to suck on it willingly.

      Why was she… why was this happening?

      Antoine’s other hand was resting on her back, undoing her zipper. Emma shimmered her shoulders and the dress slid off, pooling around her ankles, revealing her magnificent lingerie.

      She was wearing a white corset that accentuated her full breasts, white stockings and suspenders, and a silky white pair of underwear to top it all off. She looked divine.

      Antoine pulled her close, his hand slipping down her lower back. She purred lovingly as she snuggled up close to him, pressing her barely clad body against his large frame. He cupped her white, round ass, eliciting a squeal of joy from my fresh bride.

      I opened my eyes further, taking in the whole scene. Now I saw they weren’t alone, not by a long shot. All my best men were in the room as well, watching them. Ryan, Tyler, Austin and Hunter. My mates, my fellow servicemen, guys I had grown close to the past nine months. They were watching my wife parade in her underwear as they lazily rubbed the growing bulges in their pants.

      I swallowed, a lump forming in my dry throat. This couldn’t really be happening.

      Antoine touched my wife’s chin, pointing her face up at him. She opened her eyes, looking up at him with a look of absolute adoration. He planted his full lips against hers, and she kissed him back. Her arms wrapped around, drawing him in closer, as they shared a passionate, illicit kiss. Their tongues wrapped around each other. Antoine smacked her round booty, the slap echoing off the walls.

      Antoine ended the kiss abruptly, leaving my young wife panting for more. Her breathing was heavy, her cheeks flushed bright red.

      “Walk around for me,” Antoine said with his low, commanding voice.

      Emma smiled mischievously. “I shouldn’t… I wouldn’t be a proper thing to do,” she said with a cheeky smile. “I mean, you’re all my husbands friends…”

      “Friends who have all seen you naked,” Hunter chimed in. “We’ve all seen the many, many photos… you’re a dirty girl and you know it.”

      I could see Emma’s chest was flushed bright red as well. I knew what this meant - she was extremely horny. She sauntered towards Hunter, wiggling her ass with every step. All the eyes in the room were on her, a fact she was keenly aware of.

      “You say it like it’s a bad thing, Hunter,” she cooed. She stood in front of him, running her hands up her body, accentuating her many curves. “You didn’t seem to mind when I flash you every morning when I get out of the shower…”

      She turned around and pressed her round butt against his crotch, grinding against his hard erection. Hunter grabbed her ass with two hands, his fingers digging into her skin. He pressed back against her.

      “Oh, you are happy to see me, aren’t you?” Emma laughed.

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Emma was flashing my friends every morning? How could this be… what had happened to her, to us? I knew she had become more adventurous, I knew about the photos, but… I had hoped that, now that I had returned, we could go back to normal. That I could provide her all the excitement that she needed.

      I now realized the folly of my ways. Emma was adventurous - more adventurous than me. She wanted excitement, and not the kind I could deliver. Maybe I was right for her in another period in her life, but right now, she craved the attention of men.

      Attention she was getting by the boat load.

      She walked through the room, standing on front of all my best men. Everyone of them got the opportunity to let their hands wander across her body, feel her soft skin, her exposed flesh. She was getting hotter and hotter, and I knew she was about to lose control.

      I tried to get up, to stop them, to let them know I was watching, but I couldn’t. I tried with all my might, but I was paralyzed. My body was still asleep, I couldn’t move anything but my eyes.

       

      The only thing I could do was watch.

       

      Satisfied with her obedience, Antoine commanded her to come back to him. She did so willingly, looking up at him with big, puppy-dog like eyes.

      “What’s your next command, sir?” She said with a sultry whisper, making me sick to my stomach. My commander had my wife wrapped around his little finger. She was more obedient than I was, and I just spent 9 months under his rule!

      “Drop to your knees… that’s an order,” Antoine said, sporting a sly grin.

      Emma did just that, sinking to her knees. The other guys gasped collectively - the lingerie had been a tease, but now, things were getting real. No one as much as glimpsed to see if I was awake or not. I might have well not been there at all, as far as they were concerned.

      “Undress me,” Antoine said commandingly. Emma went to work, removing his pants. After she unbuckled his pants, they dropped straight to the floor. A huge bulge revealed itself, Antoine’s boxers-short stretched to the max.

      “It’s so big,” Emma said, her voice barely a whisper. “I’ve dreamed of this,” she said to no one in particular.

      “I know you have,” my commander said confidently. “I only had to take one look at your hubby in the shower to know what you needed, girl.”

      The guys chuckled at his humiliating remark. Emma just smiled coyly at him.

      “You’re so bad,” she said, but there was no anger in her voice. This was the woman who, only a few hours earlier, had sworn eternal love and devotion to me… and now she was about to fellate my boss! In front of my friends! And all she could say when he humiliated me was… you’re so bad. My mind was boggling.

      “It’s true though,” Antoine continued. “Tell me you don’t want this.”

      He tugged his boxers down with one hard tug, his big black cock springing out of its confinement, brushing against Emma’s lips in the process. She jumped backward, startled by the big black cock swinging only inches from her face.

      “Oh god,” she said, the moment she laid eyes on it. “I can’t even… it’s SO big!”

      My best men snorted with laughter as Antoine’s point was proven. Emma was positively mesmerized by his huge, thick black cock. She looked at it with adoration, haven fallen silent.

      “You want this, don’t you?”

      Emma nodded, her eyes as big as saucers.

      “Tell me you want this. Tell me, so all the guys can hear what a true white slut sounds like.”

      Emma looked around the room, suddenly aware of her compromised position. There she was, on her knees, in her pristine white lingerie, kneeling in front of this huge black man, his cock bobbing up and down only inches from her mouth, throbbing, so close she only had to open her mouth and move just an inch to feel that strong, big cock inside of her mouth, to feel it slide it between her full lips, her newly-wed lips and suck ever so gently… it was all she wanted to do. It was what she had been looking forward to from the moment Antoine had shown her what she had been missing.

      Her cheeks were red, a guilty smile on her lips. It was too late to back out now.

      “I want your cock, Antoine,” she said, her confidence coming back to her the moment those illicit words left her lips. It felt naughty to say it out loud. It felt right. She said it again.

      “I want your big black cock. I want your big black cock in my mouth. I want to suck on it. I want to suck on your fucking big black cock, Antoine!”

      Every time Emma said those words her confidence grew, as did Antoine’s smirk. He had her exactly where he wanted her. It had been a long way coming, but all that work was finally paying off. And the boys were there to see him at work as well. It hadn’t been part of his plan, but it was working perfectly.

      Emma reached out and wrapped her hand around the base of Antoine’s cock. Her fingers could barely wrap around his immense girth - his cock was simply immense. It throbbed and pulsated in her hands, an immense heat radiating from his meat.

      “Open up wide, bitch,” Antoine snapped. “You’re about to get what you want.”

      That word sent a shiver through Emma’s spine. Bitch. She had never let Matthew talk to her like that. She was a feminist after all. But it was different with Antoine. He was so strong, so manly, so masculine. She would let him do whatever he wanted to her body. The fact that she had just gotten married didn’t stop that, in fact, it made her forbidden lust onlymore alluring. Bitch. That is what she was. Antoine’s little white bitch, eager to get fucked.

      “Yes sir,” she said demurely as she opened her mouth wide.

      Antoine grasped the base of his cock and laid his cock on her face. He loved doing this - using white, married women. He would rub his cock all over their faces, and force his big black balls into their mouths. It was degrading, and that is exactly what drove women so wild. He did the exact same thing to Emma.

      He rubbed the head of big, black cock on her face. She tried to lick it, to let it slide into her wet mouth, but Antoine made sure she didn’t succeed. Instead, he grabbed her hair and pushed his balls into her face. Emma sucked on of them into her mouth, suckling gently on his sensitive flesh. Antoine moaned approvingly.

      “That’s it, suck those big balls, bitch. Show them what a true whore you are.”

      Emma sucked obediently, her tongue lapping at his nuts, getting them nice and shiny. She would suck harder and harder every time, until Antoine was moaning loudly.

      “Damn, that’s it girl! You’re a bonafide cocksucker, goddamn!”

      Emma felt a strange sense of pride at his coarse words. She enjoyed being his true whore, more than she could have ever imagined.

      “Goddamn, look at her go,” Ryan said to Tyler as they watched Emma worship Antoine’s cock and balls.

      “I hope I’m next,” Austin said with a wink.

      Those words sent a divine spark straight to Emma’s clit. You’re going to suck all their cocks, aren’t you, you dirty little whore, her inner slut told her. And she knew that voice was telling the truth. She was going to suck them all off, one-by-one, and feel their cum sliding down her throat…

      Antoine slapped his cock against her cheeks a few times for good measure, before sliding the large, purple head of his cock into Emma’s waiting mouth. She sucked on it eagerly, her full lips forming an O around the head as she suckled on his black cock. Antoine held her hair tightly as he guided her up and down his pole, showing her exactly the way he wanted it.

      He kept pushing her head further down, forcing inch after inch of his big black cock down her throat. Emma struggled to take it all - she could fit my cock in her mouth without even trying - but she didn’t relent. I could see tears forming in her eyes as she struggled to breathe, but she didn’t give up, not for once second.

      “Yes, take it! Take it all, slut! Damn, I’ve never had a white bitch take it all before!”

      Antoine gave a final push of his hips to force the final inch in her mouth, holding her head tightly in place in his strong grasp. Emma had his entire cock in her mouth and throat, her lips nearly touching his pelvis.

      He let her go and she fell backwards, gasping for air.

      “Holy ship,” she gasped, wiping the saliva off her mouth with the back of her hands. “I thought you were going to choke me with that thing!”

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Antoine smirked.

      Emma just flashed him a naughty smile as her left hand slid between her legs. She pulled the silk panties to the side, exposing her dripping wet slit the room. Her fingers rubbed her wet folds, one finger sliding into her wet cunt.

      “I’m so wet for you,” she told Antoine. “I need that cock inside of me. Now.”

      “Ask and you shall receive. Get your white ass on the couch.”

      Emma hopped up and laid down on her back on the leather couch, pulling her knees all the way up to her chest. Her pretty little pussy was on full display. Antoine stood between her legs, and the other guys crowded around her, eager to see that big black cock slide into her white cunt. By now they had all pulled their cocks out, rubbing themselves off lazily, waiting their turn. Antoine was the leader of the pack.

      “God, look at all those cocks,” Emma said as her eyes drifted from one cock to the next. “Are they all for me?”

      “You betcha,” Austin said as offered his cock to my wife.

      She didn’t need to be told twice - she wrapped her hand around it, jerking it a few times. Austin immediately let out a moan of relief. He had been craving my wife’s touch all evening. His reaction pleased my young bride, and she reached out and jacked off Hunter as well.

      Antoine ripped her white panties off with one fell swoop.

      “Now, let’s get down to business,” he said with his low, sultry voice.

      I was still watching through the slits of my eyes, unable to move. Only my cock stirred, a fierce desire burning in my loins. I was mad - furious even - but I was also turned on beyond belief. To see Emma, the love of my life, with two cocks in her hand and one big black one between her legs… it was an amazing sight. One that I had never even dared to imagine.

      “Do it,” Emma said. “Fuck me Antoine. Make me pregnant!”

      Holy shit. If this wasn’t strange enough, now she wanted a baby? That was just cold. My body shivered, but my eyes were glued to Antoine’s cock. It was only inches away from my wife’s unprotected pussy, throbbing, waiting… like a predator stalking its prey.

      “Are you my white bitch?”

      “Yes!” Emma snapped. She was besides herself now - she needed to be filled and fucked, to be punished for being such a whore.

      “Say it.”

      “I’m your bitch.”

      “Louder!”

      “I’M YOUR BITCH!”

      “Damn right,” Antoine said. He grabbed the base of his cock and slapped the head against my wife’s wet pussy. I’ll never forget the sounds of those wet slaps, the sound of his thick meat slapping against her sopping wet pussy. I knew she was willing, but the wetness of her cunt reinforced that beyond any shade of doubt.

      “Don’t tease me,” my wife moaned, her body writhing. “Give it to me.”

      Antoine’s cock slipped into her. I knew because Emma let out an incredibly erotic moan. The sound was animalistic, filled with passion. It was something I am ashamed to say I had never heard before.

      “OhhhhhhhOHHHHHH GOD,” she screamed, biting down hard on her bottom lip.

      “That’s it baby,” Antoine muttered under his breath as his cock sunk deeper into my wife. “Take it all!”

      Slowly, Antoine split my wife open. His black cock stretched out her freshly married cunt. He let her adjust to his size before moving on, inch-after-inch, slowly getting deeper until he had his entire cock in my woman.

      “It’s so big,” she pleaded, her eyes firmly shut. “I can’t take it!”

      “Oh yes you can,” Antoine grunted as he held by her waist and pushed the final two inches of his thick manhood into her. He then pulled out before slamming back in again, pounding his huge black cock into my wife’s tiny pussy.

      Emma moaned loudly as Antoine fucked her, her screams filling the entire room. She furiously jacked off Hunter and Austin as pleasure flowed through her body.

      Feeling left out, Tyler took a step forward, and without any prompting he slid his cock into my wife’s open mouth. He held her hair as he fucked her mouth roughly. The situation was quickly deteriorating into an all out gangbang.

      “Suck my cock, bitch,” Tyler muttered under his breath. It surprised me - out of all the guys, I would never have pegged Tyler as the one to be so forward and aggressive. He was always a laid-back, introvert dude. I guess I had been deceived.

      Emma moaned approvingly as Tyler forced his cock into her hungry mouth.

      “Oh god yes! I’ve been waiting to bust my load in that cock hungry mouth of yours from the day I saw that big fat white ass of yours!”

      “Uh-huh,” was all Emma could mutter.

      “You’re even more of a slut than I ever would have thought, sucking my cock on your wedding night! I’m about to come inside that pretty little mouth of yours, slut! Are you going to swallow me seed?!”

      “UH-HUH,” Emma groaned, her sounds muffled by Tyler’s prick fucking her face.

      “Here it comes! Yes, yes, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

      Tyler grunted as he filled my wifes mouth with his pearly white cum. His first few shots were down her throat, but his cock slipped out of her mouth, and the last few spurts of gooey white cum hit her on face, dousing her face in cum.

      Emma swallowed like a proper whore, licking her lips to devour as much cum as she could. I had never seen her so wanton before.

      Not to be outdone by their younger colleague, Austin and Hunter both took his place and tried to force their cocks into my wifes mouth. Neither was willing to relent, and she ended up with two cocks in her mouth at the same time! The guys didn’t seem to mind, and Emma struggled to fit both of their big pricks in her mouth.

      Meanwhile, Antoine was still nailing my wife as hard as he could. With every thrust of his hips my young bride’s body jiggled, as he unrelentingly pounded her pussy. I feared that she would never feel my cock again, because the ebony stud seemed intent on destroying her freshly wed cunt.

      Hunter was the next to pop. He didn’t even try to fit his cock into my wife’s mouth - he just shot his load over her face, covering her with his pearly white seed. Austin was quick to follow, though he buried his cock deep inside my wife’s mouth, firing off his jizz in her thirsty mouth. She swallowed his cum.

      This left Ryan. He stood in front of my wife, taking a moment to capture the image with his mind’s eye. There was Emma, my wife, my bride, the woman he’d only had seen naked images off for months on end… and there she was, on the night of her wedding, with Antoine’s cock deep inside of her cunt, her body moving and jiggling with each thrust of Antoine’s hips, her face and chest completely doused with cum.

      Her mouth was open and waiting - she was ready for more.

      Ryan sank his cock into her mouth, and she greedily gulped it down. He reached into her corset and pulled her full tits free, pinching her nipples roughly as he fucked her face. He had never received such an expert blowjob as by my fresh bride. Within seconds he felt the cum in his balls bubbling, eager to spew out.

      “Oh yes, oh god,” he groaned as he fired off his load after only a minute! My wife sucked and sucked, not letting him go, making sure every last drop of his white cum would find its way into her mouth.

      Turned on by the debauchery, Antoine felt his own orgasm building as well. He had held off until the guys had their fun - this was going well, even better than he had ever dared to dream. Not only had he claimed Emma, but all of Matthew’s best men had just shot their load over his bride’s face! The cum was dribbling down her cheeks, and a little dribbled onto her chest every time Antoine drove his cock into her wet pussy.

      “I’m about to blow,” he grunted.

      “Do it!” Emma responded right away, wrapping her legs around Antoine’s waist, pulling him in closer.

      “Fill me baby, fill me with your delicious cum! I want to feel it all inside of me! Do it!”

      Antoine pulled out so that only the tip of his cock remained inside my wife before pounding back into her, driving Emma up the wall.

      “Here it comes!” He shouted. “I’m going to fill your white belly!”

      “YES!” Emma screamed.

      “AHHHH!!!!”

      Antoine let out a primal, animalistic scream as he exploded deep inside my wife. Rope after rope of pearly white cum flooded her cunt, creaming her from the inside. He pumped her fertile womb full with his potent and virile ebony seed, his cum no doubt questing for her eggs.

      “I can feel it all,” Emma panted. “I can feel your cum, it’s still, it’s still going!”

      The black stud dropped load after pearly load inside Emma’s wanton cunt. He had saved up his load for a while - he had saved it for her cunt, intent on breeding the white cunt, and he had done just that.

      Antoine pulled out, and cum started dribbling out Emma’s well-used cunt. She closed her legs, eager to keep as much inside her as possible.

      “Oh god, you guys,” she said, giggling. “Look at me! I’m leaking cum everywhere!”

      “And you’re not done yet,” Antoine grunted. “Open your mouth and clean my cock!”

      My stomach lurched once more. Breathlessly I had watched my mates cover my wife’s face. I had seen Antoine fill her cunt, stretch it beyond his limits, truly claim her as his own. I was in turmoil, lust and anger battling for dominance in my mind, neither side giving in. But the idea that Emma would lick and suck Antoine’s cock clean after he just unloaded in her cream-filled cunt… that was too much to bear, even for me.

      I looked away, shutting my eyes tight. This couldn’t be real. It simply couldn’t. The wet, familiar sounds of Emma’s mouth slowly faded away as darkness took me once more…

       

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

       

      I awoke with a start. Where was I?

      My head was pounding, and my mouth was as dry as sandpaper. A thick, dry feeling inhabited my skull. The worst hangover of my life.

      It came back to me. My wedding. I was still in that same bed.

      Emma was lying next to me, snuggled comfortably under the covers. Her beautiful blonde hair framed her face as she slept, an angelic smile on her lips. The love of my life.

      I got out of bed and hopped under the shower, hoping some water would cool my splitting headache. As the water calmed my senses, memories started coming back to me. Memories of my nightmare. I had dreamt Antoine fucked my bride, and my friends all covered her with cum, from head to toe… she had been a mess, a well-fucked cumslut. Standing in the bright light of the bathroom, I realized what a fool I had been. It was just a nightmare, nothing more. I shouldn’t let night terrors rile me up so much.

      My feelings were reinforced when I saw how cute Emma was while she slept. That blonde angel could never cheat on me.

      But still… I still had a nagging suspicion. A small part of me still wasn’t satisfied.

      Pull back the covers, it told me.

      Do it. If she’s so innocent, then what will it matter?

      I tried to ignore it. To give into that impulse would mean that I seriously considered ithadn’t been a dream, and that was a thought too absurd to even entertain.

       

      Yet, it persisted. Do it. Do it.

       

      I did it.

       

      I pulled back the covers to see what was underneath.

      Emma was naked - except for her white stockings. Well, they used to be white. Now, they were matted and coated with cum. Her pussy was still red and swollen, cum leaking from her pussy lips. The smell was so strong it nearly overpowered me. I staggered backwards, almost loosing my footing.

      Emma woke up.

      “Hey silly, whatcha doing?”

      I looked at her, my eyes wide, shock registering on my face.

      Emma glanced down at her cum-filled pussy.

      “Wow, I’m still leaking,” she said. “You really filled me up good, baby!”

      Her face was beaming. I studied her features, but there was not a single hint of doubt or shame. Either she had forgotten everything that happened… or she was a stone cold liar. Either way, I felt the unstoppable urge to add my load to the dirty, sloppy mess in her creamy cunt!

      That was only the start of our crazy, sex-filled marriage… it wouldn’t be the last time I had sloppy seconds, I can tell you that much. But that’s a story for another time….
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      Maybe letting my white wife dance on stage in an all-black nightclub wasn't such a good idea...

      Daniel and Heather are on vacation in Atlanta when they come across a world famous adult nightclub. Heather tells her husband her biggest fantasy is to dance for a crowd of men, which takes Daniel by complete surprise. His wife is normally very prim and proper, but tonight she wants to live out her deepest fantasy.

      Daniel doesn't want to stand in the way of his wife's deep-seated dream, and he lets her dance on stage in front of a rowdy crowd of black men. When the crowd starts chanting for Heather to take it all of, Daniel starts to realize his mistake...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken in the Club

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked my wife Heather.

      She flashed me a gorgeous smile. “I’m sure, baby. We came all this way.”

      “Okay,” I sighed. “Let’s do this.”

      I opened the door and let her in. The Queen of Diamonds. The world famous adult nightclub, praised by rappers around the world, and one of the highlights of the Atlanta nightlife. I had made an off-hand remark about it to my wife when we drove past it the other day, and to my surprise, she was very intrigued. She wanted to know all about it, every last sordid detail. I told her all I knew, but her curiosity was far from sated.

      She looked up information online and pointed out to me that every Friday night was ‘amateur’ night in the club.

      “Do you think I’m pretty enough to be a dancer?” She had asked me.

      What is a guy supposed to say to that? ‘No’ is of course not the right answer, but seeing my young bride climb a pole was not on top of my to-do list either. Either way, I relented and assured her she was sexual dynamite. Not only was she pretty enough, I assured her she would be the sexiest woman in the entire club. And it was true, too. Heather was gorgeous. She had that girl-next-door charm. She was beautiful, but also very approachable, with her light freckles and chestnut brown hair.

      We had a few glasses of wine that night when she dropped a bombshell on me.

      “I want to try-out at the Queen of Diamonds.”

      I nearly dropped my glass.

      “You’re kidding right?”

      “Hear me out, because I’ve been thinking this through all day. We’re only in Atlanta for the week. No one there will know us. We’re a thousand miles away from home. This is our one chance to act out, do something wild, you know?”

      I didn’t know, but I listened breathlessly as she tried to justify dancing at a strip club to me.

      “To be perfectly honest, being on stage has always been somewhat of a secret fantasy of mine,” she confided with a blush.

      I was floored. Heather was always the quiet one. She was a bit mousy and a total bookworm. She preferred staying in and spending a quiet night together to going out, which is why I loved her so much - I was not very outgoing myself. This is why her sudden interest in dancing came as a total surprise to me.

      “I took the liberty of calling them, and they said we could come in Friday afternoon and see what the club was like, get a little feel of the surroundings before heading up on stage…so…yeah. What do you think?”

      I was stunned. Not only did she have this ludicrous idea, but she had already acted on it as well? She sensed my trepidation, and flashed me another one of her bright smiles, trying to win me over.

      “The way I see it is… why not?”

      “Why not?!” I sputtered. “Because you’re my wife for chrissake! And you want to strip?!Are you out of your goddamned mind?!”

      For a second I lost my cool and I harshly voiced my concerns. Heather was undeterred and soothed me.

      “It’s not stripping baby, it’s just dancing. Like a go-go dancer, or a show girl. I’ve never been on stage, never been the focus of attention… just this once I’d like get up there…”

      She pouted, her voice laced with regret. I knew she was playing with my emotions, but I could never say no to that pretty little face.

      “Fine,” I sighed heavily. “If this is what you want, what you REALLY want… then I guess, for this ONE TIME… you could do this.”

      “Yes!” She screamed, giddy with excitement. Her sadness had disappeared instantly, replaced with a heavy enthusiasm.

      “Ohmigod I can’t wait, what should I wear?! I’m going to try on things right now!”

      She practically ran to the bedroom to try on various outfits. Meanwhile, my emotions were very mixed. I was glad to see her so happy and joyful, but on the other hand, I was very nervous about that coming Friday. Her happiness came at the cost of showing off her near-naked body to complete strangers. I never visited strip clubs, I wasn’t the type, but I knew damn well what kind of seedy things happened in there. I wondered if the Queen of Diamonds was as classy as it pretended to be, or if I was delivering my wife into the hands of a bunch of predators… only time would tell.
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      That’s how we ended up in front of the gentleman’s club, Heather clutching a bag full of lingerie, while my heart was going a hundred miles a minute. I couldn’t believe she had talked me into this. What was I thinking?!

      I pushed the heavy door open, and I was greeted by a unbelievably tall bouncer. He was the size of a linebacker - big and black.

      “Can I help you?” He said, his voice low and coarse.

      “Yes, we’re here for the try-out?” I said demurely. It was extremely humiliating to tell this man I was delivering my wife to them, but there I was.

      The bouncer made a quick phone call before he let us in. We walked through a dark corridor to the main room. It was a round room, smaller than I expected, with a stage in the center of the room. Another tall black man was waiting for us.

      “Ah, you must be the Wilsons. Welcome! I am Desmond Rose, the… proprietor of this fine establishment.”

      Mr. Rose shook our hands, nearly crushing me with his strong grip. He was wearing a very expensive grey Italian suit, not to mention a bunch of flashy jewelry on his neck and wrists. He was clearly loaded - and not to be trifled with.

      “Pleasure to meet you, Mister Rose,” Heather said. She looked at him with a sense of wonder and admiration. I had the feeling a dream was coming true for her - I had just never imagined that dream would be stripping for a flashy gangster.

      “Welcome, welcome, darling. You are absolutely beautiful! You were made for this job, I’m telling you. I can’t wait.”

      Heather blushed as Mr. Rose heaped praise onto her. I thought his flattery was rather obvious, but Heather seemed to hang on his every word.

      “I hope so,” she said. “I’m a bit nervous, I’ve never danced before.”

      “Don’t worry about a thing,” Mr. Rose reassured her. “Bambi here will show you the ropes, get you settled, show you some moves. Bambi!”

      A short white girl - with round, full breasts that looked amazing on her small frame - walked up and introduced herself to us. She was friendly and pleasant, and made us both feel at ease. I had certain preconceived notions about strippers, but she didn’t fit any of them. Besides her large breasts, that is. She led Heather backstage, leaving my alone with Mr. Rose.

      He plied me with some free drinks as we made small-talk. I was slowly starting to get behind this whole idea. I had good feeling about Mr. Rose, and the drinks helped calm my nerves. Maybe this was not going to be so bad after all, I thought to myself. Until Heather walked up on the stage…

      “Ladies and gentlemen, it’s my pleasure to introduce you to todays fresh new talent: Peachessssssssssss!”

      The DJ used his best announcers voice to introduce my buxom wife, and then put some sexy and smooth pop-song on. Heather looked stunning as she strutted onto the stage in the center of the room. I had never seen her like this.

      Her brown hair had volume and cascaded down her shoulders. Her make-up was provocative but not slutty: Her full lips were a dark red and a dark, smoky eyeliner accentuated her sensuous eyes. She was fierce, yet sensual. Racy, yet graceful. She was perfect.

      A skin-tight black dress adorned her voluptuous figure, stopping just a few inches short of her ass. It accentuated every curve of her womanly body. Black stockings and a pair of heels topped her outfit of. This was not one the outfits we brought along - Bambi must have talked her into it.

       

       

      As soon as the DJ turned on the music, all the security personal in the building flooded to the main stage. It was only Mr. Rose and I earlier, but now, at least eight black bouncers had joined us, their hungry eyes scanning my wife’s frame. Heather pranced across the stage, searching for eye-contact with everyone, a huge smile on her face.

      It was clear to me she was having the time of her life. Still, I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. The dress was a little too revealing - from behind, the globes of her ass were nearly visible.

      Her body swayed to the rhythm, drawing all the eyes in the room to her lovely body. She seemed a bit nervous and apprehensive at first, but the cheers quickly changed that. I saw her confidence grow by the second as she realized the men wanted more.

      “Take it off!” One guy yelled.

      Heather winked at me as she reached behind and slowly but surely started to unzip her tight dress. My mouth got dry and I started to feel smaller and smaller. My lily white wife was undressing in front of nine huge black guys… how did I let her get into this situation? And more importantly, how did I get her out?

      My heart was pounding in my throat as she finished unzipping the dress. She held it on for a few seconds longer like a proper tease, before letting it drop to the floor, causing my stomach to explode with anxiety.

      Underneath the black dress she had been wearing a bright pink, partially see-through, lacy corset. An equally pink and equally see-through thong was the only thing covering her pussy. One small layer between her pussy and nine horny, black men. I could barely believe it.

      She put her hand in front of her mouth and made an exaggerated ‘oops’ face, like she didn’t mean to do that, but her eyes were lit up. She was loving every second of the attention she was getting.

      She turned around on those high heels of hers, exposing her white, round butt to the room. The thong barely covered anything - her ass was naked except for a small, pink piece of string. The crowd applauded and cheered, happy to see that married white ass of hers. She looked over her shoulder at the crowd, happy with her reaction, and hungry for more.

      She bent over forwards, showing her body off. This was going way past what I was comfortable with. Some light dancing, okay, but now she was practically naked on stage! And yet, this was only the beginning…

      To my great surprise, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her thong.

      “Is this what you want?” She said as she waggled her round butt. She acted like she was about to pull it off, yet backed out at the final moment. She was a proper tease - it was like she had been on stage her entire life.

      “Do it! Do it! Do it!” The crowd chanted. I saw her cheeks were bright red at this point, burning bright with excitement. She was obviously very turned on and I feared she might give in to the pressure. And rightfully so.

      She bit her bottom lip as I saw the gears turning in her mind. I hoped she wouldn’t, that she resisted the temptation… but it was to no avail.

      “Just a quick glance,” she said, her voice thick with desire, as she bent over at the waist and briefly pulled the thong down, exposing her glistening pussy to nine total strangers.

      She pulled it back up right away, but that moment lasted forever in my mind. I saw it in slow-motion. The fabric being pulled down, the glistening, swollen, wet lips of her pussy coming into view… Her married pussy had now been seen by nine black guys.

      She turned back around, her head as red as a beat now.

      “I can’t believe I did that,” she giggled. Her fierce, sexy act disappeared, and now she was a giddy girl that just flashed the popular boys.

      “Look at me, I’m actually doing this, wow,” she continued rambling on. Her actions had surprised even herself.

      Mr. Rose gave her an applause, and the other men joined in.

      “Well done! Very well done, Heather!” he said.

      I was just glad the nightmare was over - but unbeknownst to me, it was only just beginning.

      “Come over here, please,” he said, and Heather climbed off the stage and waded through the crowd. I couldn’t see because of all the large bodies in front of me, but it sounded like the bouncers were all copping a feel of my wife as she walked past. She hadn’t put the black dress back on, so she was only wearing that extremely revealing corset. The thought made me nauseous.

      “You did excellent,” Mr. Rose told my wife as he pulled her onto his lap. She let out a yelp of surprise, but did not try to get up. His large, black hands held her thighs, his fingers strumming her naked flesh.

      “You will do well tonight. Now tell me, how do you feel about lap dances?”

      My wife blushed, making eye-contact with me. My mouth was dry. I wanted to step in, but could not find the words. I shook my head no.

      “I don’t know,” Heather said finally. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea… I don’t know if I’m comfortable… I mean, right here?”

      Luckily for me, my wife found the right words, yet I had not accounted for the persistence of Mr. Rose. He would not take no for answer.

      “You are right, this is a bit public, isn’t it? And with your husband right there, I’m sure it’s awkward for you. Let’s go to my office and I’ll show you what’s expected of the girls working for me.”

      He said those words without a moments hesitation, like it was the most normal thing in the world. He got up, held her hand and guided her backstage. The exchange only took a few seconds, and just like that, I was alone, while my wife was alone with this gangster, doing god knows what.

      The bouncers snickered at my predicament. I nursed my beer slowly, the minutes passing by. Five minutes. Ten minutes. What in the hell were they doing back there?

      “Don’t worry about it, Mr. Rose is just giving her a proper oral exam,” sneered the girl behind the bar at me as she handed me another drink.

      “Here, you’re going to need that.”

      I frowned at her. Surely she was pulling my leg. “Heather is not like that,” I said finally.

      The girl laughed right at my face. “Trust me, judging by what I just saw on stage, there’s no way she does not have Mr. Rose’s cock in her mouth right now.”

      “Back off, Cindy,” one of the bouncers intervened.

      “Just telling it like it is, care bear.”

      I was glad he spoke up, but judging from the pitiful look he gave me, she was telling the harsh truth. I couldn’t believe it. My prim and proper wife, exposing her glistening pussy on stage… and now she’s backstage somewhere, giving Mr. Rose a lapdance… and god knows what else!

      Finally, after a good thirty minutes, Heather returned. She had changed back into her regular clothes now, though I couldn’t help but notice her hair seemed a bit tussled and her lipstick was slightly smeared.

      Mr. Rose was following close behind her, one hand resting firmly on her ass as the other zipped up his jeans. What had just happened?

      “You’re absolutely perfect, Heather, I can’t wait to see how much the crowd loves you tonight!” He said to her as they walked up to me.

      “Thank you sir,” she replied. Tonight? She couldn’t be serious. This was the end of it as far as I was concerned.

      “Let’s go, honey,” she said to me, her eyes still twinkling with excitement.

       

      The moment we were back in our car she nearly attacked me, kissing me furiously.

      “I need you, now” she said, her voice raspy with desire. I couldn’t resist. I was also turned on, despite my jealousy, or maybe even because of it. We fucked right there in the car, parked in front of the club, like a pair of horny teenagers.

      “Did you see them looking?” My wife breathed into my ear as she rode me.

      “Did they all see my pussy?”

      “They did,” I said, causing her to moan. “Everyone saw your wet pussy, baby.”

      “Oh yes!” She moaned. “Yes, I want them to see baby! I want them all to see my wet pussy, my cunt! I want to spread it for them!”

      “Holy shit,” I groaned as my orgasm approached. She had never talked dirty to me before, and certainly not as dirty as this.

      “I’m going back tonight, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “I’m going back tonight and show everyone my wet, married pussy!”

      I came right there and then, blasting her pussy full of my cum. She kissed me on the lips, our tongues intertwining.

      I could no longer deny I didn’t enjoy her exhibitionism. My body had given me away. Although we didn’t talk about it, both of us knew the truth. We were coming back tonight.
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      “Ladies and gentlemen, the moment you’ve all been waiting for: it’s amateur night! TheQueen of Diamonds is proud to present this fresh, hot, and not to mention, MARRIED, amateur: Peachessssss! Give her a long and warm welcome!”

      The announcer pulled out all the stops in announcing my wife. The place was absolutely packed - I was sitting on a stool by the bar, but I had very little room. I couldn’t walk up to the stage even if I wanted to. As soon as the announcer mentioned ‘Peaches’ was married, there was a loud roar. These black guys loved them some white married women.

      I tried to blend in to the crowd, but it was hard, being the only white guy there. I hoped no one put two-and-two together and figured out that the white lady belonged to the white man… this was embarrassing enough already!

      Heather had taken the back entrance, and I had been at the bar, sipping on my beer for over an hour, biding my time. My lust had given way to anxiety once more, and I was eating myself up inside. How did I manage let Heather talk me back into this? We were out the door, out of their grasp, we could have went home and stayed there… but no. We made love - well, we fucked, actually. Hard and long. We were both insatiable. One of us only had to mention stripping and we were roaring to go. Our lust had blinded us, and so, we came back for more. And there I was.

      The cheer of the crowd pulled my attention back to the stage. A raven-haired woman strutted on stage, a devilish grin on her lips and a determined look in her eyes. I recognized my wife instantly. Once again my mouth went dry as I surveyed her outfit. This time she was dressed as a sexy teacher. She was wearing a tight, white top, bundled right under her breasts. They jiggled with every move she made, threatening to pop out. A short, black skirt was around her waist, with a split at the side, so ample amounts of her luscious thighs were visible.

      Long, black stockings and high heels finished the job. She looked absolutely stunning. I wasn’t the only one to think so - the entire crowd was going wild. The DJ played ‘Hot for Teacher’ - what else - and Heather started her routine.

      She swayed her body to the rhythm, running her hands up and down her curvaceous body, drawing all the eyes in the room to her sexy curves. This time she took her time - she didn’t strip naked right away. A few men were already throwing dollars at her, and a large, dark-skinned man beckoned for her to come closer so he could tip her.

      She walked over to him, looking down at him over the rim of her glasses.

      “You’ve got something for me, sweetie?” She said, her voice hoarse and husky.

      “You bet sugar, come closer,” the men insisted as he flashed a wad of bills. “Let me tuck it in that tight top of yours.”

      “Just this once,” she winked at him as she bent over at the waist, making her chest available to this man. All I could think of was the view behind her - the guys on the other end of the stage were no doubt getting a full view of her ass.

      The large man slipped the dollars into her top - along with both of his hands! He cupped both her breasts in his hands, squeezing them roughly. I could clearly see his fingers digging into her soft, succulent skin. I waited for the bouncers to interfere, but to my surprise, they did nothing! I always thought touching the girls was a big no-no, but not in this club apparently.

      Heather made no attempt to move away. In fact, she closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip as this stranger groped her breasts. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as I saw him reach down and pinch her nipples. My wife’s breasts are very sensitive and that’s why I don’t play with them all that much - but this man was going to town on them, and she was doing nothing to stop him!

      Breathlessly I watched as he bragged to his friends about how soft this “white bitch’s tits” were. Heather let out a soft moan as she heard his rude words. If I didn’t know any better I would have thought she was getting off on the humiliation of being the white plaything for this rowdy group of black men.

      She returned to the center of the stage, but her demeanor had changed. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, and her breathing was heavy. I could tell the signs: She was getting hornier by the second, and edging closer and closer to losing her self-control once more. I watched her dance, rooted to the spot, helpless to stop her.

      Her top was the first thing to go. She practically ripped it off and flung it into the crowd. Her black bra soon followed, exposing her full, round breasts to the entire room. Her eyes were now glazed over, intoxicated with lust, as she paraded on stage. If only our friends and family back home could see her now. She was a pillar of our community, volunteering where ever she was needed, a proper and decent woman… and now, she was half-naked on stage in front of an entire crowd of strangers!

      Her skirt was next. She pulled it down, letting it drop to the floor. There she was, Heather, my lovely wife, on stage in nothing but stockings and a pair of see-through black panties. My cock strained against the fabric of my pants as I saw the many men wave their dollars at my wife. I knew what was to come.

      She dropped down to her knees and crawled on stage, waggling her panty-covered ass at the crowd. The lewd display was making the men go wild. She crawled right to the edge of the stage, so the men could slip their dollars into the waistband of her panties. As they did so, most of them copped a feel of her ass as well. She let it all happen.

      She closed her eyes, her mouth hanging wide open as all these strangers groped her body, one-after-another. When they realized she was down for everything, the men got bolder and bolder. A few copped her breasts, squeezing and pulling. I hoped the bouncers would interfere, but they did nothing of the sort.

      It got really obscene when she crawled past the brash dark-skinned man who was the first to grope her breasts.

      “Check this out,” he said to his mates as he pulled my wife’s ass closer to him. She yelped in surprise, but again, did nothing to stop him. She was on her hands and knees in front of him, her barely covered ass only inches away from his face.

      The men spanked her ass a few times, leaving a large, red hand-print on her round butt.

      “You like that, don’t you?” He asked her.

      Heather just hummed approvingly, her eyes closed once more as she let this brute have his way with her.

      He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her underwear, and still, she did not move. He pulled her underwear down slowly, giving her ample opportunity to interfere, to crawl away, to slap his hand away… but all she did was bend over further, jutting her ass out more, making her body available to this brute. I watched, mesmerized by the sight of this dark-skinned taking control of my wife.

      He pulled her underwear all the way down to her knees. Her naked, juicy ass was right in front of him now. The other guys all crowded around him, murmuring to each other, all trying to catch a glimpse of my wife’s naked ass.

      “This is crazy!” The guy next to me said to his buddy. “I’ve never seen an amateur night like this. Look, that guy is spreading her ass!”

      The dark-skinned man grabbed both her ass cheeks in his hands and spread her butt-cheeks wide open, exposing her glistening wet pussy and puckered asshole to the crowd. Her pussy was slick with juices, glistening in the disco lights. His thumbs brushed against the lips of Heather’s pussy, and she quivered, a soft moan escaping her lips. She was puddy in his hands.

      “This ass is good enough to eat,” the man said proudly. He put his words into action when, to my dismay, he moved forward and buried his tongue right into my wife’s asshole! He held her ass in his hands as his tongue brushed against her sensitive backdoor, licking her most intimate places. The crowd cheered rowdily, egging the man on. From what I gathered, this was the first time an amateur let herself get rimmed onstage.

      At this point I was completely stunned and unable to move. I couldn’t look away as this stranger lapped away at my wife’s pussy and ass, coating his face in her juices. Heather moaned as this man assaulted her, doing nothing to stop him. In fact, when he pulled back for air, she pushed her ass back, eager for more! Not in a thousand years would I have imagined I would ever see my Heather getting her asshole tongued on stage by a black man.

      Right when I feared this was going to end up in a huge gangbang, the bouncers intervened. Bambi climbed up on stage and helped my wife get backstage. She had a dazed look on her face, like she had no idea what just happened. I even saw a slight frown when Bambi pulled her away, like she wasn’t done yet, and wanted more. Meanwhile the bouncers made sure no one touched her.

      “You’ve had your fun. If you want more, it’s going to cost you,” one of the bouncers muttered to the brash fellow.

      What in the hell was he talking about? This is where it ends I thought. Looking back, I was still incredibly naive. Mr. Rose had other plans with my wife, and those included making a lot of money off her willing, white pussy.

      I returned to downing more beers as I tried to make sense of it all. My wife had just let another man rim her - this was way, way beyond anything we had discussed. What surprised me most was how much she seemed to like it. We were going to have quite the talk back at our hotel…

      I texted her to tell me when she was done changing so I could meet her out back. I practiced the conversation in my mind as I waited for her to text me back. How would you even start such a conversation? “So, how about we talk about that guy that tongued your ass, baby…”

      I was so caught up my own mind I didn’t realize the minutes were ticking by. I glanced at my phone and realized that more than ten minutes had passed already, without a reply. I was starting to get anxious. It couldn’t take her more than a few minutes to get to her phone - we agreed she would text me right away.

      My heart started beating in my throat. Where the hell was she?! I scanned the room, looking for a glimpse of my wife. A new girl was on stage now, but I couldn’t care less. I noticed a back door on the other side of the room where patrons would slip through. A huge bouncer was guarding the door. When a scuffle broke out on the floor, I knew I had to take my chance. The bouncer left his post, and I slipped through the crowd. No one was paying any attention to me, and just like that I found myself backstage.

      I had to find my wife, and fast!

      Unfortunately, the back area was almost like maze. There were all these winding corridors, stairs going up and down. I had no clue where to start. I ran around, haphazardly opening doors left and right. What I saw shocked me.

      These were the ‘VIP’ rooms, the private, back rooms where patrons could receive private dancing. Only the girls were not doing a lot of dancing.

      They were getting fucked.

      I saw Bambi riding the biggest, blackest cock I had ever seen. She was bouncing on a black guy’s lap, his cock pounding her tiny white frame. For a second I forgot all about my wife as I stared at the wanton scene in front of me.

      The guy caught me staring and sneered at me. “Do you mind bro?!”

      Bambi saw me as well, and she screamed for help. Before I even shut the door, a bouncer grabbed me by the back of my neck.

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?!” He yelled at me as he threw me against the wall.

      “I’m looking for my wife,” I wheezed.

      The bouncer grabbed my shirt and lifted me up again, as if I was as light as a feather.

      “Right, you’re that white guy,” he smirked. “Heather, wasn’t it? Lovely girl… nice ass, too,” he taunted me.

      “Come on, that’s not funny. Where the hell is she?!” I spat at him.

      “You want to see her? Fine, we’ll go see her.”

      He carried me down the hall, not letting go of me for even a second. As we traveled down the narrow halls, I heard moans coming from all sides. This wasn’t just a regular club - this was a brothel, and Mr. Rose was a pimp!

      At the end of the hallway there was an office. As we came close, I heard moans that were a little too familiar for my taste.

      “Oh god, oh yes, oh do it, oh fuck,” a female voice moaned.

      “There she is,” the bouncer growled at me. All the blood drained from my face.

      “It couldn’t be,” I said softly.

      “See for yourself,” the bouncer smirked as he opened the door for me.

       

      The wanton scene I saw there will be forever etched into my mind.

       

      Heather was bent over Mr. Rose’s mahogany desk, with only her black stockings still on. Her panties were dangling around her ankles. Mr. Rose was standing behind her, pounding his big black cock into her unprotected, white pussy! One of his hands pulled her hair, while the other smacked her round ass again and again, his firm, red hand-print imprinted on her ass.

      “You love my black cock, don’t you, bitch?” Mr. Rose grunted through his teeth.

      “Oh yes, oh god, oh! Fuck me!” Heather replied.

      I sank into a chair in the corner of the room, my world crumbling around me. I couldn’t stand up to the black stud. He was at least twice my size, and the bouncer was still there as well. All I could do was watch. Watch my wife get blacked.

      Mr. Rose turned his head and smirked at me. He wasn’t surprised to see me at all.

      “Just getting your wife worked in, getting her ready for tonight,” he said as he drove his thick cock into her. “I’m going to make a lot of money off of this married white pussy, aren’t I?”

      He pulled at her hair, making Heather turn her face around so she saw me.

      “Oh yes!” She moaned. “Fuck me, pimp me baby!”

      Her mouth was hanging open, and her eyes were glazed over. She was intoxicated with lust.

      “How…?” I stammered. “Why?”

      “I’m so horny, baby,” Heather moaned. “They all want me… they all want to fuck me… they’re all going to fuck me… isn’t what you want to see baby?”

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Mr. Rose’s engorged member plowing into my wife’s glistening wet cunt. He wasn’t even wearing protection.

      “Watch me baby… watch me get fucked!”

      Mr. Rose was grinning. “He’s going to watch you alright! And thank you for brining your wife to me,” Mr. Rose continued to torment me. “This is the best white pussy I’ve ever had!”

      They were right. I delivered my wife willingly into this pimp’s hands, offering her up to him. I shouldn’t be surprised he was going to pimp her out all night. The thought made me sick to my stomach. If only I had trusted my gut and held my ground…

      But I didn’t. And now, my wife was about to get a womb filled with black cum.

      “I’m about to blow, bitch,” Mr. Rose snarled.

      “YES!” Heather screamed. “Do it, fill me up! I want it! I want your cum! Use me!”

      Mr. Rose pounded her hard and fast, driving his thick cock deep into her unprotected pussy. Heather moaned in a way I had never heard before - an animalistic growl. The ebony stud was fucking her in a way I never could, satisfying her in a way I never could.

      “Here it comes! Yes, yes uhggg yes!!”

      He gave one final push before he unloaded his seed deep inside my wife’s fertile cunt. His body trembled as he fired rope after rope of pearly white cum inside of her, coating her inner walls with his seed. Heather moaned and writhed, climaxing from the feeling of his cum splattering her cervix.

      “I can feel it, I can feel it so good,” she sighed as Mr. Rose filled her. “It’s so much!”

      Mr. Rose pulled out, leaving her pussy gaping wide open. I saw the cum dribble out, running down her inner thighs. Her lips were red and swollen.

      “Clean her up for me,” Mr. Rose barked at me. “I can’t sell a sloppy pussy.”

      To this day I don’t know why I followed his command… but I did. I dropped to my knees, my face inching closer to my wife’s freshly fucked pussy. The smell was unbelievable - such a rich and flavorful scent. It was beyond erotic.

      I plunged my face into her cunt without abandon, licking and sucking, tonguing her freshly fucked hole. I didn’t care it was overflowing with Mr. Rose’s cum, and that I could taste his bitter spunk in my mouth. I didn’t care that the pimp and his bodyguard were laughing at me, surprised I’d follow his command without question. But I didn’t care.

      All I cared about was my wife and worshiping every inch of her body, including her swollen, gaping, freshly-fucked, cream-filled cunt.

      “Move over,” a low voice growled behind me. I looked up and a thick black cock nearly smacked me in the face. The bouncer had pulled out his black cock and he was about to take his turn.

      I had nowhere to go, so I turned around. I was sitting between my wife’s legs, facing the bouncer. My wife’s naked, dripping pussy was only inches from my face. The bouncer rubbed the purple head of his cock against my wife’s slick lips, her pussy parting once more, ready for more cock.

      I watched, stunned by the obscene scene right in front of me. I couldn’t have gotten a closer look at my wife being fucked - my face was almost in her pussy. I saw his cock slide into her pussy, finding the right spot and moving forward. I saw her pussy widen, welcoming his black pole.

      The bouncer slid in slowly, inch-by-inch. When he bottomed out inside my wife, his large balls brushed against my lips. I don’t know why, maybe it was instinct… but when it happened again, I flicked out my tongue, lapping at his swinging nutsack. His balls were salty, and smooth to the touch. I felt a need to worship his black cock, like I worshiped my wife’s pussy.

      “Alright!” The bouncer said. “Suck my balls while I fuck your wife!” he sneered at me.

      I should have been offended, but instead, I was filled with lust. I couldn’t believe I could ever do something as obscene and downright lewd as this, but there I was - tonguing a bouncers big black balls as he fucked my wife, giving her the second load of the night!

      My wife coaxed me on, enjoying the feeling of my lips brushing against her clit as she was fucked.

      “Do it baby, lick my clit, suck my pussy baby! Oh yeah, oh you’re such a good pussylicker!”

      The bouncer sped up his thrusts, his big balls now slapping against my face as I lapped at my wife’s cunt.

      A few seconds later, without as much as a hint, the bouncer blew his load inside my wife! I could feel his balls contract as he pumped her pussy full of his cum, giving her another full load.

      When he pulled out, a final shot hit me right in the face. My wife’s pussy was once again overflowing, leaking cum. I did my best to lick it all up, giving her creamy cunt a thorough licking.

      “Let’s sell this cunt,” Mr. Rose said as he pulled my wife away from me. She followed him willingly, not even bothering to pull up her panties. I was left in his office, a few strands of cum still on my cheek, gathering my breath. I couldn’t believe I got so carried away!

      I cleaned up the best and I could and waited in the office. A few minutes later, Mr. Rose returned.

      “Your wife is very popular,” he said to me. “The guys are lining up for her. Here, watch.”

      He hit a button and the side of the room lit up - the entire wall was just different TV screens displaying security footage. I hadn’t even noticed it.

      He had cameras in all the back rooms, so he could always see what was going on. He pointed me to the camera on the left.

      “There she is.”

      Heather was lying on her back, on a seedy couch. Between her legs was a big, burly black dude, pumping away her pussy. He lasted only a few minutes, before he was replaced by the next one.

      I watched in silence as my wife was fucked by one guy after another. None of the guys used protection, and her pussy quickly became a sloppy, cum-filled mess. The guys who were last in line had no intention of getting sloppy-seconds, and instead, opted for her cherry asshole. Heather was so dazzled by the marathon-fucking, she let them sink their big cocks right into her tight ass. She even sucked their cocks afterwards!

      I sat in that room for hours, watching my prim and proper wife getting fucked in every hole. The weird thing was: I wasn’t even mad. If anything, I wished I was in that room with her!

      Finally, at 6 am, the ordeal was over. Every patron in the club had blown their load inside my wife - some even twice - and the club was winding down. Mr. Rose handed me a thick wad of cash. I quickly flipped through it, and it seemed to be over $5k in cash. I realized this would make a great down payment on our dream-house.

      “Thank you for choosing the Queen of Diamonds,” he said with a smirk. “I hope you and Heather had fun… and remember, you’re always welcome here.”

      Still feeling somewhat dazed and confused I went to get Heather. She was passed out on the couch, after being gangbanged into a coma. She was covered in cum from head to toe, it was unbelievable. Her cum was dripping, goops of white cum oozing out. Her asshole was gaping open as well, the cum leaking out.

      I resisted the urge to eat her out - getting home was the top priority. I gently shook her until she woke up.

      “You can fuck my ass,” she said, half-asleep.

      “It’s me, baby. Let’s go home, okay?”

      She opened her eyes further, and she finally recognized me.

      “Daniel…” She whispered, before dozing back off.

      I couldn’t find her clothes so I carried her out the door still stark-naked, and drove her back to our hotel. Luckily there were no guests at the hotel - only a very surprised bellboy! He helped me carry my wife up the stairs. I was carrying her by the shoulders, while he carried her legs. This meant he was looking right at her cum-filled cunt. He tried to avert his gaze at first, but after a few minutes he gave up and just stared right at her pussy the whole time.

      Once we laid her down on the bed, the bellboy stood awkwardly by her side, his eyes traveling over her naked frame. I couldn’t deny what we had been doing - the boy was nineteen or so, still young, but old enough to know what cum is, especially if it’s dripping all over my wife’s body! I could tell he was mustering up the courage to ask me something, but he couldn’t find the words.

      He looked at me, a question burning in his eyes. I nodded. If everyone else had his fun, why not him?

      Without saying a word he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He jacked off as he stared at my wife. With one hand he grabbed her right breast, squeezing it as he masturbated. It only took him a few strokes before he came. His first shot landed on her chest, but then he angled his cock towards my wife face, and he shot his load all over her sleeping face. The cheek on this guy!

      He zipped up, muttered a thank you without looking me in the eye and then scooted out the room as quickly as he could.

      When we were finally alone I stripped down and cuddled up next to my naked, cum-covered wife. As I drifted off into sleep, I knew one thing for sure… we were both addicted to cum now!
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      The neighbors welcomed us... with a bang!

      Peter and Jane have just moved into the suburbs, when their ex-military, broad-shouldered, black neighbor asks them to join a neighborhood-barbecue at the nearby lake. The couple agrees, and soon they're feeling no pain as they lounge around the lake with their new neighbors.

      The fun starts when Jane, in a playful mood, pantses Brad, pulling his shorts down in front of everyone, in the process revealing her neighbors giant black tool. Not to be outdone, Brad kicks his shorts off and chases Jane, fully intending to strip her of her outfit as well. 

      Peter brushes it off as a joke at first, but when all the men join in, crowd around Jane and strip her, things get out of hand real fast..

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken by the Neighbors

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “Welcome to the neighborhood, Peter! Would you like to join us at the lake tonight?”

      Standing in front of me was my next-door neighbor, Brad. Six-and-a-half-feet of pure ebony muscle. He was ex-military, and I glad to have this big pack of muscles as my neighbor - maybe a would-be thief would now think twice about hitting our neighborhood after seeing him around. However, I was about to find out that having a strong stud next-door does have it downsides, especially when it comes to fidelity..

      “It would be a great way to get to know your neighbors,” Brad continued.

      “Of course!” I said. I couldn’t very well turn down a neighbors offer of a party the first time I met him. Better a good neighbor than a distant friend, as the saying goes.

      “Will your wife be there as well?” He continued.

      “Yes, of course,” I said.

      “Excellent. I’ll pick you up at five. We’re going with a few vans so we need less designated drivers,” he explained.

      “Smart thinking. See you at five!”

      I told my wife Jane, who was upstairs unpacking all her clothes, that she better find her bathing suit because we were invited to our first official neighborhood cook-out! She scrunched her nose at me at first - I knew she preferred to stay inside and finish unpacking, rather than mingle with a bunch of strangers. However, when I told her it was our next-door neighbor who invited us I could see her interest being piqued. She had seen him before, shirtless and mowing the lawn, when we first came by to look at the house when it was still for sale.

      “I was afraid this would happen when we moved to the suburbs,” Jane said. “I don’t want to get roped into all kinds of ‘fun’ neighborly activities - I’m not some old bat!”

      “You’re anything but, you’re my foxy little housewife,” I teased her.

      Jane and I had just been married for six months, and this morning we had moved into our first ‘real’ house - the kind with stairs, and a kitchen! We had spent the last two years living in a small, cramped apartment in the city. It was a great place, location wise, and we had some great memories there - but it was time to move on to something bigger and better.

      We were both kind of apprehensive about moving to the suburbs. We didn’t want to become one of those boring couples who never went out and slowly withered away. Jane had a real ‘lust for life’, as she called it. Over a period of six months I had worn her down, promising over and over again that moving to a bigger house meant only that we would have a bigger house, with more room, a better kitchen, and a brand-new bathroom. We would still remain the same fun couple, and our love-life wouldn’t change a bit.

      I was about to find out how wrong I was. Jane was going to stay adventurous - that was for sure - but our love-life was going to change very quickly, very fast…

      “What about this one?” Jane asked me as she fished a baby-blue bikini out of one of the boxes.

      “Hm, I don’t know. Why don’t you try it on?” I countered. This was a white lie of course - I knew damn well how sexy she looked in that tiny blue bikini, I just wanted to watch her undress and slide that small bottom across her round, white thighs and try to wrestle her large, curvy white ass into the small piece of fabric.

      Jane gave me a cheeky smile and did just that - unbuckling her jeans and letting them drop to the floor. To my surprise she was wearing a black, lacy, see-through thong underneath. That meant she was in the mood. I had figured that, with the moving and all, we’d both be too tired for any play - oh how wrong I was.

      Jane made eye-contact with me as she slid her black undies down, revealing her perfectly shaved snatch to me.

      “You like?” She asked when she saw me staring. I nodded, a satisfied smile plastered on my face. She sauntered up to me and grabbed my left hand, pressing it closely against her freshly shaved mound.

      “Feel how smooth I am?” She whispered into my ear.

      I nodded, my fingers brushing against her soft folds. She was already dripping wet.

      Was this because she was thinking of me, or our neighbor Brad, I suddenly thought. Not that it mattered to me, I would be the only one to enjoy these fruit, I thought. If only I knew what we were about to walk into…

      Jane slid her hand into my jeans, grabbing my hard cock.

      “If you feel like it, you can join me in the lake tonight… no one will have to know what we’re doing,” she breathed into my ear.

      “Right in front of the new neighbors?” I asked, surprised at her lewd behavior - but the sudden jolt of my cock revealed my true feelings.

      “Why not?” Jane continued, stroking my erection up and down. She kisses me on my neck before turning away with a naughty smile.

      Jane decided that her baby-blue bikini would do just fine. I was surprised to say the least - it left most of her body uncovered, leaving very little to the imagination. I knew she loved showing off on vacation, but these people were our new neighbors - we would have to live next to them for years to come. Jane wasn’t deterred for even a second. She wanted to show them what she had, what they were all missing out on.

      I couldn’t protest of course. When your bride wants to show off her bikini body, you say please and thank you. I was glad to see the move hadn’t dampened her feisty spirit for even a second. I just hoped Brad, the six-and-half-foot tall pure-bunk-of-muscle next-door wouldn’t get any wrong ideas or worse, some wandering hands under the water. At the time I had no clue how prophetical my thought was going to be.

      Five a clock rolled around, and Brad knocked on on our door loudly. Jane opened it, wearing that tiny, body-hugging bikini, a see-through cloth wrapped around her shoulders to keep her somewhat warm.

      “Goddamn,” was Brad’s first word when he drank in the sight of my nearly naked bride.

      “Hello neighbor”, Jane teased him, doing a little twirl to show off her figure to him. Brad stared open mouthed at her, his jaw hanging wide-open.

      “Is that all you have to say?” Jane continued ribbing him. Brad was not one to be outdone, and quickly found his tongue.

      “You look good enough to eat, girl,” Brad said with a wide grin. “If I were ten years younger..”

      “Then what? You think I’m too much to handle now, hm?”

      Brad laughed loudly, enjoying my wife’s cheek. “Don’t tempt me girl, or unless you want to experience all ten inches,” he winked.

      “Hey, that’s my wife you’re talking about,” I chipped in from the living room.

      We all had a good laugh as we walked out, though I felt like Jane’s flirting was putting it on a little bit thick, to say the least. Still, a friendly neighbor was a good thing, I kept telling myself. I was yet to find out how friendly my neighbors were going to be with my bride.,

      There were two vans waiting outside, each one packed with people from our block. We made some quick introductions as we drove to the lake.

      After a fifteen minute drive, we arrived at a beautiful secluded lake. One of the many benefits of living in the suburbs: Nature was only a ten minute drive away,and not an hour-long drive away, like living down-town was.

      There were twelve of us: six couples. Brad had brought his wife Penny, a white, buxom brunette. Then there were Cindy & James, Leroy & Kim, Clyde & Linda and Sarah and Mark.

      It was a warm and smooth summer afternoon, so everyone was wearing their bathing gear. I was the only one without washboard abs - a fact that made me slightly uncomfortable. Leroy turned out to be an ex-army buddy of Brad, and the five guys all hit the gym three times a week together. I spent most of my days working or fishing: Fitness really wasn’t my thing.

      Luckily, Jane provided a nice counter-balance. She looked smoking hot, and she was definitely the most fuckable of the six women. She was the only one rocking a bikini - the other women were wearing bathing suits. Of course, Jane was at least a decade younger than all of them. I thought I detected a few jealous glances from the other wives, but maybe I was just imagining things.

      James asked me to help him with the barbecue, and I wasn’t about to turn him down. As we slaved over the fire, Brad showed Jane how to properly shot-gun a can of beer. It was quite simple: You shook the beer, made a small cut at the bottom with a pocket knife, then put your mouth over the cut and opened the beer. The contents would explode right in your mouth and, if you couldn’t swallow fast enough, all over your face. Jane could swallow like a champ, but an entire beer was a bit too much for her: the first time she tried it she couldn’t swallow it all, and her mouth overflowed with beer. The drink dripped down her chin, onto her chest. The beer clung to her frame, soaking her top, making her nipples hard and erect.

      They nearly poked through the thin fabric. I couldn’t keep my eyes way from her, my eyes bulging from their sockets.

      I saw the other wives shoot her dirty looks - she had no clue how sexy she looked, her perky nipples clearly visible, her top wet and nearly see-through. The men, however, loved it.

      She was a quick learner though. After that first fiasco Brad offered her two more, and the third time she managed to swallow it all and not miss a single drop.

      “Impressive!” Brad yelled, and the men all applauded her. I was looking on with mixed feelings - I was glad she was mingling and having a good time, but I wasn’t sure how to call to her attention she was showing more than she might want to without making a scene.

      “Woo hoo!” Jane yelled, her cheeks flushed bright red. She was obviously inebriated - she hadn’t eaten yet, and now she had shotgunned three whole cans of beer! Couple that with her small frame, and you could see the trouble brewing.. However, I wasn’t so attentive.

      “Look at me, I’m all sticky,” she complained, slurring her words a bit. “Lets hit the water!”

      She raced to the waterline, and all the men watched her go. Her round, supple ass jiggled lewdly with each step, barely contained by the small bikini-bottom. My erection pressed uncomfortably against my shorts. I quickly adjusted myself before anyone saw - but no one was paying attention to me, all eyes were on my young wife. I glanced at Brad’s package - and to my shock he was pitching a massive tent. His cock nearly went down to his knees, he was that large. I quickly turned my attention back to the barbecuer, before my mind ran wild.

      “Anyone else want to join?” Brad asked the group as he followed my wife into the lake.

      “Right there with ya,” Leroy answered as he followed suit. It was a peculiar sight to see my white wife being followed by two black studs.

      I heard the three of them play in the water as they splashed around, but I tried to ignore them the best I could, focusing my attention on flipping burgers.

      “They seem to be having fun,” James commented. I glanced over my shoulder to see Jane hoisted up on Brad’s shoulders as Leroy tried to tackle the two of them.

      “Sure do,” I said, trying not to sound too jealous. I was just worried about a wardrobe malfunction - it doesn’t take much for a titty to pop out, and I didn’t want Jane to embarrass herself, or me for that matter.

      Looking back, maybe a quick flash wouldn’t have been so bad… because what happened went way beyond playful joshing.

      It was Jane who started it.

      Me and James had gotten the BBQ going, and the delicious smell of burgers washed over the lake.

      “Mmmm, that sure does smell good,” Brad yelled as he made his way onshore.

      However, Jane wasn’t done playing quite yet.

      “Where do you think you’re going?!” She yelled as she came running up to him. She grabbed his ankle like a child, trying to drag him back into the water.

      “I’mma eat, that’s what,” Brad laughed as he tried to get rid of the small white girl holding him back.

      “Like hell you are!” Jane laughed and with one smooth motion she grabbed his shorts by the sides and yanked them down in one go, leaving Brad standing butt-naked on the shoreline.

      His massive cock caught my eye - there was no way it couldn’t. It was hanging limply, dangling between his legs like a thick, black, manly pendulum. Even flaccid his cock was larger than mine ever got. He made no attempt to cover up quickly, content with each of us getting an eyeful of what he was packing.

      A few of the wives gasped in shock, but Brad’s wife didn’t seem to mind at all. She smiled knowingly at the group, like she had just won a prize. And with her husband packing that kind of heat, I guess she did.

      Now it was Brad’s turn to retaliate. He kicked his trunks off and made his way back in the water - completely naked, the water dripping from his muscled body.

      Seeing that huge, naked, black frame coming for my wife made me feel funny inside. My stomach was filled with butterflies, my palms were sweaty - and my cock was achingly hard.

      I hoped no one noticed me being uncomfortable - but it was hard to hide.

      “You sure you don’t want to stop them?” James said to me in front of the whole group.

      I waved it away, trying to play it cool.

      “They’re just joshin’,” I said, trying to make eye-contact with Brad’s wife to see if she was on the same page. Rather than nod, she just gave me a mysterious smile, like she knew something I did not. It did nothing to cool my anxiety - but it did make my cock dribble with pre-cum.

      “Okay man, it’s your wife, I’m just…”

      James’ words trailed off as he looked at the lake. I followed his line of sight and what I saw did nothing to cool my nerves.

      Brad and Leroy had teamed up on my wife. As she was trying to run from Brad, Leroy had sneaked up behind her. He now had his arms wrapped tightly around her small, white frame, his arms pushing against her bosom.

      She was struggling, but it was no use - Leroy was way too strong for her. She was grinning and laughing as well, so it was clear she didn’t truly mind. Brad was now coming closer and closer, like a predator stalking its prey.

      It was an extremely erotic sight - my lily-white wife, sandwiched between two hulking black frames.

      Jane was kicking her legs towards Brad, splashing him with water, but he was undeterred. He grabbed her ankles with his strong hands, and moved closer and closer, until his naked body was pressing right against hers.

      I shifted once more in my seat, my cock as hard as a rock, as we all watched the scene playing out in front of us in silence. I could feel the stares of my neighbors on me, waiting for me to intervene, but I was rooted to the spot. I was waiting for Brad’s next move, eager to see how Jane would react. Looking back, this was the defining moment - I could have put a stop to it, and maybe our marriage wouldn’t have taken such a strange turn… but I did no such thing. I watched.

      I watched with bated breath as Brad’s hands roamed my wife’s body. I could see them slide underwater, and I had no idea what he was doing - but I could imagine perfectly what it was.

      “You like pantsing me, huh?” Brad laughed, his voice carrying over from the lake. “Let’s see how much you like it now!”

      He reached down under water, and Jane seemed to twist and struggle for a few seconds…

      “Surely he couldn’t,” James said, but before he even finished his sentence, Brad held up Jane’s bikini-bottoms triumphantly.

      “He did!” James laughed. The entire group laughed at my wife being pantsed right back, and I chuckled along.

      I expected Brad to swim away, to maybe let her skinny dip for a bit before returning her bottoms, but instead, their bodies stayed meshed together. His black frame was pressing right against hers - and I realized that underwater, they were both completely naked. Their bodies could be touching, his massive cock brushing against her naked, wet folds, right in front of me… and all of our neighbors. Jane was tipsy, she had no idea what kind of scene she was making… or maybe she did and she just didn’t care.

      Leroy, not wanting to feel left out, ripped my wife’s top off, exposing her full, round breasts to everyone as well. Jane shrieked and tried to cover up her tits, but her wide smile betrayed her true feelings. Leroy and Brad both swam away in opposite direction, leaving her naked in the water.

      “Come on guys, give it back!” She protested weakly, but Brad and Leroy were no way done yet… they weren’t going to stop until they had their way with my willing white wife.

      Jane had to pick what she wanted back first: Her top or her bottom. She chose the bottom, and swam towards Brad, who was holding the tiny blue bottoms up high in the air. Her naked breasts were clearly visible to the entire group as she swam, and everyones attention was fixed on her.

      I enjoyed a good joke like everyone else, but I had to admit I was getting more and more uncomfortable. I tried to turn my attention back to the group, and hoped that they would stop staring at my wife as well - but of course, I was wrong. The only person was looking at me was Brad’s wife, Penny. She squeezed my knee and gave me a sympathetic smile.

      “Wow, he’s not giving up without a fight,” James said as he watched my wife’s naked body like a hawk. I sighed and turned around once again, wondering what Jane was up to now.

      She had finally managed to catch Brad, but he was not surrendering her bikini bottom. He was holding it up high in the air, daring my wife to reach for it.

      She jumped up several times, trying to yank it from his hands, but every time she did Brad raised it just a bit higher, just enough that she would miss.. And by doing so, was giving everyone a free show of my wife’s bouncing breasts! Her round, full tits were jiggling lewdly with every jump she took, droplets of water dripping off her curves.

      James hit me in the shoulder and congratulated me on my wife’s perky bosom - I just grinned like a dumbass, as I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Jane.

      She was edging closer and closer to Brad, until their bodies were clearly touching under water.

      “Don’t make me climb you,” I heard her laugh as she wrapped her legs around Brad’s waist.

      Brad was smiling broadly as he put one hand on her lower back, sliding it under water.

      “What is he doing?” James asked.

      “I think he’s going to help lift her so she can grab her clothes,” I said, annoyed by James’ relentless commenting on my wife’s embarrassing escapades.

      “Doesn’t look like it though,” James continued. “See, he is lifting her up, but he’s also moving her down again… it’s almost like…”

      James voice trailed off. From the corner of my eye I saw his wife Cindy had kicked his shin - was he about to point something out to me that I had missed?

      I looked at her Cindy, and to my surprise I saw she was breathing heavily, her cheeks flushed. What was going on?

      I turned back to Jane again, hoping to see her put her clothes back on, but no. She was still trying to climb Brad’s impressive frame… or was she…?

      The longer I stared at the movements the pair was making, the stranger they became. Jane said she was trying to climb Brad, but it looked like she had her legs wrapped around his waist.. And Brad had both of his hands on her lower back now, lifting her up, and then down again, up, and down… from the looks of it, it was almost like he was cupping her firm, round ass in both his hands, and she was riding him…

      I suddenly realized Brad wasn’t even holding her bottoms anymore - I was so distracted by the naked pair I hadn’t even noticed. But if he wasn’t holding it, where was it? And why was Jane still climbing his lap?

      The entire campsite fell silent as we stared at the couple. The rhythmic splashes they were making filled the evenings sky. I noticed no one was making eye contact with me now, as if they pitied me, or felt sorry for me.

      I didn’t understand - until I heard the moans, and the grunts. It was Jane who first broke the silence.

      “Oh god,” she groaned loudly, her voice carried over the still waters. “You’re so big, so strong.”

      Brad grunted in response, his voice labored, like he was doing a heavy workout.

      “Mm, oh yes,” Jane responded.

      Suddenly it all made sense. I didn’t know why I hadn’t seen it earlier - maybe I didn’t want to see it? Maybe I was in denial? - but I couldn’t deny it any longer. Brad, my ex-military, broad shouldered, dark-skinned neighbor was fucking my wife bareback in the lake in front of our other neighbors, on our first day here!

      Penny’s hand slid up my knee, jolting me right back to reality. All the blood had drained from my face now, my body trembling with anxiety. She leaned in and kissed my neck, whispering soft words into my ear.

      “Brad has this effect on women, don’t worry about it,” she said as her hand dipped into my shorts. My cock was hard as a rock and leaking pre-cum, the humiliation making me extremely horny.

      “Mm, seems like you don’t mind,” she said as her fingers wrapped around my cock. This wasn’t true, I did mind quite a bit, but the sheer lewdness of the situation was kicking my libido into overdrive.

      “Let me take care of this,” she whispered as she started jacking me off, her hands moving up and down rhythmically.

      Meanwhile, Brad and Jane were foregoing any sense of modest. They were fucking passionately now, and they didn’t care who saw or knew.

      Brad was walking towards the shore, my wife wrapped around his waist, his thick cock fitted snugly inside her wet cunt. He laid her down in the shallow water on her back, and for the first time, my wife had a good look at the monster cock that had already been inside of her.

      “Wow, it’s so big!” She said, loud enough for us all to hear. She pulled her knees up to her chest, spreading her tiny white cunt for this black brute.

      “Fuck me Brad!” She said.

      I couldn’t believe the filth that was coming out of my wife’s mouth. She had only known this man for less than a day, and there she was: Spreading her legs out here in public like a common whore.

      Brad grabbed the base of his thick cock and rubbed the purple head against her wet slit, teasing her cunt for a minute for sliding it in.

      Leroy had been watching from the sidelines, content with watching Brad seclude my wife from a distance, but now that she was game, he was ready to take part of the action.

      Brad dug his black fingers into my wife’s white thighs as he pounded her cunt, slamming his thick cock into her pussy with reckless abandon. She moaned like a whore, in a way I had never heard her moan before. It was clear to me Brad was fucking her in a way she had never been fucked before.

      Leroy walked up to my wife and kneeled next to her face, laying his thick cock right on there. Jane didn’t miss a beat and licked at the black pole in front of her, eager to wrap her lips around that big, black cock.

      To my surprise, Kim, Leroy’s wife, encouraged his lewd behavior.

      “Yes Leroy, fuck that sluts mouth! Make her beg for that big black cock! I knew that slut loved black from the moment I saw that bitch!”

      I was shocked at her filthy words - but I was the only one. Everyone else started taking their clothes off, ready to join the orgy. I realized this had been their plan all long - to gangbang my wife. What a way to welcome someone to the neighborhood!

      My dick grew harder as I realized that not only Brad and Leroy were about to fuck my wife, but James, and Clyde, and Mark as well! All five of them were going to take their turn with my wife. Before me she had only been with one other guy - now, she was going to have sex with five other guys IN A ROW!

      “They’re all going to fuck her,” Penny whispered into my ear. “Your wife is Brad’s now. I suggest you get used to it. Once your wife has felt his black cock inside of her, there’s no quenching that thirst!”

      I looked Penny in the eye, hoping that she was joking, but her stare was dead-serious. Rather than bring me back to reality, it made my cock even harder, and I was about to blow.

      She saw the shock registering on my face, and she pulled her bathing suit to the side, exposing her round, luscious breasts to me. She lowered my head and ordered me to suck on her large nipples, which I did. I sucked on them long and hard as she tugged on my cock.

      “It’s your wife’s fault, really,” She whispered, continuing my humiliation. “If she hadn’t paraded around in that sorry excuse of a bikini like a common whore we wouldn’t have had to put her back in her place, where she belonged. Look at her now, see how happy she is, being fucked like a proper slut!”

      I did what I was told and turned my attention back to Jane. What I saw was so dirty, so naughty I came right there on the spot.

      Jane was still lying on her back as Brad pounded his black cock into her relentlessly. His black cock was slick with her juices, splitting her open easily. Leroy and James were kneeling besides her, and she jacking both of them off, alternating which cock she had in her mouth.

      Clyde and Mark looked on close by, as their wives Linda and Sarah sucked their cocks.

      I had never seen anything like it.

      “I’m about to cum!” Mark said, and like clockwork, James and Leroy moved to the side to make way for him. He pulled his cock out of his wife’s mouth, took two steps, kneeled down, and blasted his load right down my wife’s throat! She gulped it down as best as she could, but a few drops spilled over and ran down her chin. Then, without missing a beat, Mark moved away and James and Leroy took their places, shoving their cocks back into my wife’s mouth!

      I was shocked by the casual way Jane had just taken a load of cum down her throat!

      “See, your wife is a cumslut,” Penny said as she worked my cock with both of her hands now. “That’s the first of many loads she’ll swallow tonight!”

      I couldn’t hold out any longer. I came on the spot, cum spewing forth from my throbbing, hot cock. Penny bent over and wrapped her hot lips around the head of my cock, taking my load into her mouth and swallowing it all.

      As she sucked me off and swallowed my cum, James fired his own load right on Jane’s face. Without warning he shot his thick load all over her, coating her with his cum. She had her mouth open, trying to catch his load in her mouth, but he got it all over: Her cheeks, her tits, it was everywhere. It was extremely erotic. To my surprise, my cock was still hard, despite the heavenly orgasm.

      “Mmm, you’re ready for some more?” Penny cooed as he stroked my cock. She stood up, bent over forwards and pulled her bathing suit to the side, exposing her beautiful slit to me.

      “Fuck me.”

      Normally I would have been amazed by another womans pussy right in front of me - something I hadn’t seen in years - but now I could barely pay attention, as I was busy watching my wife.

      I stood up and slid my cock into Penny’s cunt in one go - she was hot and wet. I pounded her from behind as I watched the men continue to ravage my wife.

      They had now switched positions: Jane was on her hands and knees as Brad and Leroy fucked her from both sides. To see my beautiful, white wife, being fucked by both sides by these two hulking black studs… it was almost indescribable.

      “I’m going to blow,” Brad grunted between strokes. Jane moaned, the sounds stifled by the large black cock in her mouth.

      I suddenly remembered Jane wasn’t on the pill - we wanted to start a family in our big new house, and she had stopped taking the pills a few week earlier. She could have been right in her fertile period for all I knew!

      “She might get pregnant!” I blurted out.

      “Mm, would you like that?” Penny said. “Can you imagine, a little black baby in your wife’s tummy? Imagine what everyone would think!”

      “Oh god,” I groaned, but my cock became harder and harder the more Penny talked about it.

      “Come inside me, Peter! Cum inside me as Brad breeds your slutwife!”

      I saw Brad give a few final hard thrusts before he unleashed an incredible orgasm right in my wife’s fertile womb. He slammed into her one last time and then his balls exploded, shooting wave after wave of his virile seed right into her womb, coating her on the inside with his potent seed.

      It sent me over the edge - I had my second orgasm of the night, coming in Brad’s wife at the exact moment he came in mine.

      The huge load of cum triggered Jane’s orgasm as well. She moaned and writhed, her body trembling with pleasure as she came from the penetration alone.

      I stumbled backwards into a chair, exhausted and spent, but the same could not be said for the group of guys. Brad pulled out, his massive, black cock slick with juices. He was replaced by Leroy, who had no qualms about sinking his dick into my wife’s sloppy, messy pussy.

      One after another, the men took their turns fucking my wife, each one of them coming inside of her. I tried to make a move on their wives, but besides Penny’s pity-fuck they weren’t interested in me.

      The sun had long gone down when they were all done. Jane was a mess: She was absolutely drenched with cum. Most of it washed off in the lake, but the scent of seed stuck to her. Her bikini had gone missing, so she had to get in the van stark naked.

      I was asked to drive back, and I said yes. It would give me something to take my mind off the impromptu gangbang that had just taken place. However, this turned out to be a mistake.

      We hadn’t even left the lake before I heard all too familiar sucking sounds coming from the back of the van. In my hurry to leave I hadn’t noticed all the men had gotten into my van - with my still naked wife! - and all the other women were in another van.

      I looked in the rear view mirror and saw Jane was sitting in the middle, between Brad and Leroy. She was stroking both of their cocks, first sucking on Brad’s cock, and then moving to Leroy’s.

      “Oh come on,” I pleaded. “Haven’t you guys had enough?”

      “Keep your eyes on the road, whitey,” Brad said aggressively.

      I drove back, trying to keep my eyes on the road but the sound of my wife blowing my neighbor in the backseat made it hard to focus.

      I’m glad it was only a short drive, and fifteen minutes later we were parked in front of our home.

      I got out, but Jane took another five minutes as Brad hadn’t cum in her mouth yet. I realized what Penny had said was true: My wife was now addicted to this man, and there seemed to be little I could do about it.

      Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was actually only a few minutes, Brad unloaded his thick load into my wife’s mouth and gave her permission to leave the van.

      She got out the back, still completely naked, her hair and make-up an absolute mess. She smiled at me, her eyes still burning with passion as she casually sauntered into our home. I was glad there were no neighbors out to see, though I figured my humiliation at the hand of the couple next door was far from over.

      Brad shook my hand, wishing me a good night.

      “Thank you for being such a good sport, I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said with a wink.

      When I walked inside Jane was already soaking in the tub.

      “What the hell, baby?!” Were my first words.

      She smiled up at me.

      “That was CRAZY!” She finally said. “I can’t believe it happened…”

      “Damn right it was crazy! How could you?”

      “What do you mean?” She said, looking at me quizzically. “Didn’t you fuck Penny?”

      “Well, yeah,” I stammered. “But this is about you!”

      “Why?” She said defensively. “You were there, you were there the entire time! You can’t put this all on me!”

      I was surprised how quickly Jane turned it around and made me the bad-guy, while it was her who got fucked by five other guys - bareback!

      “I don’t want to fight, baby, I need to rest,” she said, smiling weakly at me. I knew she was right - I couldn’t stay mad at her, and I had been there… we did need to have a serious talk though.

      “Okay honey,” I said, giving her a kiss on her forehead. “We’ll talk later.”

      I went downstairs to drink and watch TV, and when my show was over, Jane was already fast asleep.

      The next morning I was drinking coffee at my kitchen table, thinking of what to say to Jane when she got out of the shower. I still loved her, but there were some boundaries that were crossed that really needed to be addressed. I was awoken from my pondering my a knock on the door.

      The hulking figure of Brad was waiting for me on the other side of the door.

      “Howdy neighbor,” he said jovially. “I’m here to pick up Jane.”

      “Look,” I said. “Last night was crazy, and I’m not pointing fingers or anything, but it was a one time thing, alright? Let’s just.. Try to move on.”

      “What are you talking about?” Brad said. “I’m taking Jane out for the day, she didn’t tell you? I’m going to buy her a new wardrobe, something that fits a little better with what I have in store for her.”

      “Now you listen here, she’s my wife damn it!” I protested, but I was cut short by Jane.

      “Oh you’re already here,” she said.

      I turned on the spot to find Jane standing behind me, wearing an extremely low-cut black dress.

      “What are you..” I stammered, lost for words.

      “Excellent,” Brad said. “Lift it up.”

      “Do I have to?” Jane protested weakly, but Brad insisted. She lifted up the hem of the black dress - and I was shocked to see she wasn’t wearing any panties! Her naked pussy was right there, and if she bent over or sat down, everyone would get a clear view of her naked cunt.

      “Good girl,” Brad said. “Let’s go shopping.”

      Jane kissed me on the cheek and smiled apologetically at me. “I’ll be back home for dinner, okay sweetie?”

      I was left frozen in place was Brad walked my wife to his car, his strong, black hand resting firmly on her ass. Penny was right, my wife was now a slut for black cock.. I couldn’t wait to see what Brad had in store for her!
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            6. Taken by the Bikers
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      We took a wrong turn and ended up at the wrong bar... and my wife gets initiated into a gang!

      Billy and Emma are on a road trip when they get lost and end up without any gas. A rough-looking biker bar is their only hope. Billy doesn't know that his young wife has a thing for tattooed bad boys, so when a biker asks her if she would like to be the flag girl for their illegal street race, Emma hastily agrees.

      Billy is forced to watch as his normally prim and proper wife strips for the bikers, parading in front of their motorcycles in just her underwear... and that is only the start of their wild adventure, as the bikers want to initiate Emma into their gang..

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken by the Bikers

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
       “Are you sure you want go in there?” I asked my wife Emma. “I’m sure we can find some other place down the road.”

      She flashed me her gorgeous smile. “Of course, silly, it’s just a bar!”

      We were standing in front of a rough-looking biker bar aptly named Big Jim’s Roadhouse. I wanted go anywhere but inside, but Emma had already walked in. There were countless Harley’s parked outside the door, and the sounds of laughter greeted us. Through the stained windows we could see that the place was filled to the brim with bikers.

      We didn’t have a lot of choice - we were lost and running low on fuel, without a gas station in sight. It had been Emma’s idea to go on a road-trip straight through the U.S. We veered off the beaten path and now we were lost, our phones were dead and we were running low on gas.

      This biker bar was, realistically, our only option.

      Still, I’d rather not go in. I didn’t like bikers at all, with their loud bikes and tattooed bodies. I preferred the quiet suburbs to the open road. Emma was not like me - her father rode a Harley as well. She had grown up with motorcycles all around her, so she didn’t fear bikers like I did.

      “Underneath that rough exterior they’re just regular folks, like you and me,” she’d say whenever the topic came up. “All that posturing is just because they’re insecure,” she’d laugh. “Trust me, I’ve met plenty of bikers, and once you get to know them, they’re the sweetest guys you’ll ever meet.”

      That may be so, but I never planned on getting to know any of them in the first place - but none the less I was about to get a crash course in motorcycle gangs.

      “I have to go to the bathroom, you go and talk to the barkeep, alright?” Emma had said as she ventured inside, not even bothering to wait for my answer. I took a deep breath, collected all my courage and followed her in.

      The first thing I noticed was the smell. The putrid stench hit me in the face like a baseball bat. It was an awful mixture of sweat, stale beer and nicotine. Classic rock blasted from the jukebox, the music almost drowned out by the rowdy bikers. The blue haze from cigarette smoke clouded the room.

      When we walked in the bar fell silent for a moment as everyone turned to us. Emma was wearing a baby-blue sun dress, while I was in khaki's and a button-up shirt. We sure as hell weren’t dressed the part.

      Emma skipped towards the ladies room as I cautiously approached the bar. Everyone turned back in their seat, eager to ignore us. The barkeep did not even glance at me as he polished some glasses. I patiently awaited my turn - but when some other guys ordered their drinks and were served right away, I realized he was straight-up ignoring me.

      “Excuse me, we're looking for the nearest gas station,” I tried to say, but the barkeep didn't even look at me. He just kept on serving the other patrons whilst ignoring me. I'm usually a very patient man, but I was starting to lose my cool. I looked over to my shoulder to see what was keeping Emma so long when I saw her chatting to a few bikers.

      Three bikers had crowded around her as they talked to her. They were standing a bit too close for my liking, and it seemed like one of them had his hand around her waist! My blood ran cold as I saw Emma laugh at their jokes, flashing them her gorgeous smile. Did she even realize she was the only woman in this bar, and that her niceness could be construed as flirting?! She was always a bit too trusting and talkative for her own good. She never realized when men were flirting with her - she just thought everyone was very friendly.

      It's her best and worst quality at the same time. I loved how outgoing she was, and how easy it was for her to make friends - but at the same time, it could annoy me to no end.

      She was talking to a tall and rugged biker wearing a leather vest. He was objectively the most attractive guy in the room, with his nonchalant black hair and broad shoulders. Emma laughed and touched his chest as she did so, making my stomach churn. I knew I had to nip this in the bud as soon as possible.

      Taking a deep breath I strode over there, doing my best to seem confident, even though all these men were quite a bit taller than me. As I got close, I heard the last few tidbits of their conversation.

      “...we ended up all taking turns with her in their camper as her man slept outside, none the wiser,” the dark and mysterious stranger said with a sly grin.

      “You're so bad,” my wife said as she grinned at him, fluttering her eyelashes.

      I tried to stand next to Emma, but she was sandwiched between two tough bikers.

      “What are you talking about?”

      Emma looked at me, and a flash of regret seemed to flash across her face... but it disappeared as fast as it appeared. Maybe I had imagined it?

      “Hi honey, this is Hammer, and that's Dirtbag and Gunner. They were just telling me about the street race they were heading off to!”

      ‘Hammer’, the tall and attractive man, shook my hand, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip. I tried to play it off like he didn't hurt me, but it was obvious he did.

      I wrinkled my nose. An illegal street race is the last thing I wanted to see at this point.

      “We should get going,” I said, trying to sound firm.

      Emma waved me away. “Non-sense! We just got here! This is why we came out here remember, to see something out of the ordinary. Have you ever seen a street race honey? Our friends are not going to believe this!”

      “They sure as hell won't”, Hammer grunted as he smacked my wife right on the ass. She yelped, her cheeks turning red as she swatted at his hand playfully, but she had a big grin on her face. It was clear she liked it.

      My mouth went dry as I stood there, flaccid, unable to stop this brute from groping my wife right in front of me. I was surrounded by tough and dangerous men on all sides. We made a huge mistake coming here.

      Hammer scraped his throat before assembling his crew.

      “Vipers, roll out!” He barked.

      All the bikers got up from their seats instantly and poured outside, climbing on their bikes and revving their engines, creating a wall of sound. The leader of the pack grabbed my wife's hand and led her outside. She followed him willingly, not even looking back to see my reaction. I was left frozen in place, not believing what had just happened. Suddenly I realized I was all alone in this bar, and with a car without any gas. If they were heading off, I'd be stranded here all alone while they did god knows what to my wife.

      I sprinted outside just to see Emma ride off on the back of Hammer's bike, her arms wrapped tightly around his waist. Her sun dress blew up as they drove off, exposing her white, round ass to all the bikers, causing them to cheer and roar with laughter. She was wearing a tiny red thong, so the cheeks of her ass were clearly visible.

      My own cheeks burned bright with humiliation as dozens of bikers saw my wife's ass. I ran up to 'Dirtbag', an overweight, bearded fellow, who was having trouble getting his motorcycle to start.

      “Please let met ride with you,” I asked him, but he paid me no mind, focusing his attention on his bike.

      “Come on man, let me on,” I pleaded.

      “Quit yer bitching,” he barked at me. He looked up at me and saw the discomfort written all over my face.

      “For godsakes, look at you, you sad piece of shit. Fine, hop on, but no holding on to me, you got that?!” He grunted, a threat clearly lingering beneath the surface.

      I thanked him profusely and hopped on back, holding on to the frame with all my strength. He got the motor to start, and we drove off, ten minuted behind the main group.

      My heart was pounding in my throat as we drove, and I held onto the frame for my dear life as Dirtbag sped down the winding country roads. I was wondering what Hammer was doing to my wife - why did she ditch me all of a sudden like that? I knew she was more adventurous than me and that she had a thing for bad boys - her ex-boyfriend had been a biker as well, but still... I didn’t see this coming.

      “Where are we going?” I asked Dirtbag.

      “You'll see,” was his cryptic response. We were driving down meandering roads, deep into the sticks. My anxiety was ramping up with every passing minute. Was Dirtbag even going in the right direction? Maybe he was driving me somewhere secluded where he could dump me, get me out of the picture... no one knew we were even here... we could vanish off the face of the earth and it would take ages for anyone to realize it...

      Right when I had convinced myself Dirtbag was going to kill me, we suddenly arrived at an abandoned airport. The other motorcycles were all there as well, all parked at the beginning of the strip. I breathed a sigh of relief, though I sure as hell wasn't safe yet. I hopped off the bike as soon as I could, marching towards the leather-clad group. I still had seen no sign of my wife anywhere. As I got close I could hear them cat-calling and hooting - not a great sign.

      The men had formed a circle, and I couldn't see what they had formed around. I tried to worm my way through the group, but there was no getting in - the men were way too strong for me.

      “Where's my wife?!” I shouted, my face burning bright red as I punched one of the men in the sides out of sheer frustration. He turned around, looking down at me, his eyes filled with disdain.

      “You want to see your bitch? She's right there,” he said as he grabbed me by the back of my neck. He lifted me from the ground effortlessly and threw me forwards. The group split open and I hit the asphalt with a big smack, knocking the wind out of me.

      I opened my eyes to see a pair of dainty feet standing right in front of me. The toes were painted a fiery red - the same color Emma loved. I looked up, my eyes traveling up the unclothed, feminine figure in front of me. Ankles led up to naked, unexposed, creamy thighs. A small, partially see-through, red thong was the only thing covering the pussy that was only inches from my face. The curves of her lips were clearly visible, the thin fabric clinging to her body.

      I looked up further and saw Emma's big brown eyes staring down at me, her eyes filled with desire. She had stripped down to her bra and thong, standing between two parked motorcycles, surrounded on all sides by rowdy bikers, leering at her nearly naked figure.

      “You’ve got to be careful honey, you tripped,” Emma said to me, her voice sweet and angelic. Did she not realize they did this to me?! Her eyes were glazed over with lust. It was as clear as day she loved the attention and danger she had gotten us into. She looked around the crowd, fully engrossed in the wanton game she was playing.

      I scrambled back to my feet, wiping my bloody nose with the back of my hand.

      “What are you doing?!” I stammered. “Have you lost your mind?!”

      “They asked me to be the flag girl,” she said, her voice a whisper, thick with passion. “We’re just having fun, baby,” she continued, ignoring my concerns.

      A strong hand pulled me back into the fold, away from my nearly naked wife.

      “Let's get this race started!” A low voice behind me yelled.

      I was pulled away as the men all took a few steps back. Hammer and another fellow I didn't know climbed on the two motorcycles, revving the engines. The bikers cheered them all on as Emma paraded in front of the two bikes, showing off her womanly curves. Her round, full breasts jiggled with every step, threatening to break free from their confinement.

      My mouth went dry as I watched how all of the bikers leered at her, watching her body like a hawk. I knew deep down in the pit of my stomach this was not going to end well for us.

      In lieu of a checkered flag, Emma decided to use her sun dress as a flag, playfully waving it around. “Are you rrrrrrrrrready?!” She yelled at the top of her lungs. “Go!”

      The bikes both left at the same time, tires screeching. Hammer grabbed Emma’s dress as he drove past her, yanking it out of her hands. It filled me with dread. There was no way we were ever getting that back. Emma just giggled like a schoolgirl, like these were just boys she was joshing around with, rather than a group of dangerous outlaws.

      This scene played out several times. There were ten or fifteen drag races, and Emma was the flag girl for every one of them, parading in front of all these men in just her undies. Hammer had hid her dress, so she had to use her hands to signal the start of the races. I actually feared she was going to take off her bra and use that as a flag, but luckily she didn’t take it that far.

      I wasn’t paying any attention to the races at all, I was just thinking about a way out. The bikers had driven us out to the middle of nowhere... we had to stay on their good side, and hope that they would take us back to the bar and the safety of our car. I’d just drive off as soon as possible, lack of gas be damned! We’d find some other bar down the road - Big Jim's Roadhouse couldn't possibly be the only place around.

      I was so lost in thought, I didn’t even realize Emma was no longer playing flag girl, and instead was sitting on Hammer’s lap. His arms were wrapped around her, his strong fingers digging into the naked skin of her sensitive thighs. The view made my blood run cold. He was whispering into her ear, his scruffy face buried in her neck. She had her eyes closed, a look of bliss on her face as she licked her lips. I had no idea what he was telling her, but he couldn’t be up to any good!

      I strode over to them, but the pair ignored me. I cleared my throat, and Emma lazily opened her eyes. She smiled up at me, though I felt like she was looking straight through me. Her mouth was hanging wide open, her breathing heavy. Her chest rose and down with every breath.

      “I think it’s time we went on our way,” I said as authoritatively as I could.

      Emma got up from Hammer’s lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She looked me deep in the eyes, a fire burning in her bright, brown eyes. Before I could speak she kissed me on the lips, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, surprised by her sudden passion. She grabbed my cock through my pants, squeezing my throbbing erection.

      “Do you love me?” She whispered into my ear as she nibbled on my earlobe. She pushed her pussy against my leg, and I could feel the intense heat radiating off her body. She was on fire.

      “Of course,” I said breathlessly. She was rubbing my cock through my pants, and I was close to orgasm. The intense humiliation she had put me through had made my cock as hard as a rock - there was no denying it. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but seeing all these burly men covet my wife... it made me anxious beyond belief, but it was also an immense turn-on. That is why I loved Emma so much - she always got me out of my comfort zone, pushing my buttons, and taking things beyond the limit.

      “Hammer wants to initiate me into their gang,” she whispered into my ear as her hand slipped into the front of my pants. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and squeezed it hard, causing an involuntary moan to escape my lips.

      “What does that entail?” I asked, my voice shaking with fear and excitement. I looked over her shoulder to Hammer - he was sitting lazily on his bike, staring at my wife’s round butt, a thick bulge clearly visible in his jeans. I realized Emma was grinding her barely-naked ass against that thick cock only moments before. That thought made my palms sweaty - but my cock throb even harder. Was Emma really asking for my permission to hand her over to a motorcycle gang?! It was ludicrous... and at the same time, strangely arousing...

      “You'll just have to find out,” my wife breathed into my neck as she softly bit me. I couldn't believe she was even considering something to lewd! I had no idea what Hammer had in store for her, but I could guess...

      I couldn’t believe her. She wanted to go with this, this… complete stranger? This tattooed, hard-bodied outlaw? Had she completely lost her mind?!

      I searched her eyes for answers, for some clue, but I found none. All I saw in her eyes was unbridled, uninhibited lust. Hammer had kindled an unquenchable fire inside of her.

      “Are you sure?” I stammered, searching for the right words. “We don’t have to.. We could..” My voice trailed off. I searched for the right words to sway her, to take her off this illicit path, but from the gleam in her brown eyes I could tell it was a senseless endeavor. She was under his spell, and she was going to surrender her body to him.

      She again pressed her lips against mine, her tongue darting into my mouth as she rubbed the growing bulge in my pants.

      “I want this baby,” she whispered into my neck. “I want to be initiated..”

      I could never say no to my Emma. I knew when we started dating she had an adventurous spirit, and the only way I could keep her was by letting her go sometimes. Maybe I had always known that a day like this could come, when her curiosity would got the best of her.. I just had no inkling it was going to be today!

      I glanced around the crowd and saw the men were all leering at my nearly naked wife, the hunger burning brightly in their dark eyes. What would they do to my wife, given the chance? I didn’t have to wait long to find out..

      “Alright lovebirds, time’s up,” Hammer yelled authoritatively. He grabbed Emma’s arm and yanked her away from me roughly, twisting her arm behind her back as he pulled her close. Emma squealed, but it was a sound of joy, not of fear.

      Hammer ran his hands up and down her body, staring me dead in the eyes as he roughly groped her firm, round ass. He was waiting for me to stop him, to put up a fight, but I just stood there. Limp. Flaccid. Unable to stop this biker from manhandling my woman. I knew when I was beaten, and I was outnumbered thirty to one.

      He grinned at me. He knew had me - he had us - right where he wanted us.

      “Time to ride, boys,” he shouted. “We’ve got ourselves a new initiate!” The men all headed back to their bikes, and a cacophony of sound enveloped the abandoned airport as thirty motorcycles rode off.

      Emma rode on the back of Hammer’s bike, still wearing nothing but her red lingerie. It was quite a sight.

      With a fearful lurch I realized I needed a ride back as well. I scanned the crowd for Dirtbag, panic settling in quick.

      Thankfully I spotted him after a fearful minute. Once again his bike refused to start. I again pleaded for him to take me along, and after promising I’d give him some money for gas he allowed to hop on.

      By the time we were finally underway the main group was already fifteen minutes away. My heart was going a million miles a minute - what where they doing to my wife? What did ‘initiate’ really mean, anyway? I heard stories, but… I didn’t want to think about anything too horrible, too obscene. They couldn’t really.. run a train on her, after all? That would be too much. That kinda thing only happened in movies, in stories, in backwater towns… with a sudden jolt of anxiety I realized we were in just that kind of backwater, run-down hick town that just might run a train on my prim and proper wife..

      I pleaded for Dirtbag to hurry up, but I was aghast to see him turn away from Big Jim’s Roadhouse and drive in the opposite direction.

      “What are you doing?!” I frantically yelled.

      “We’re going to get gas, remember,” he said with a smirk. He was playing me for a fool, getting me out of the way so my wife was at the mercy of the entire gang. And there was nothing I could do about it - except hop off a speeding motorcycle wearing khakis. Not an option.

      Dirtbag drove us to a gas station no more than ten minutes down the road. If only me and Emma had taken the right turn, if we had only been a little more patient, we would have ended up there as well. All of this could have been avoided… but it was too late for that now. Dirtbag took his sweet time filling up his bike before driving me back to Big Jim’s Roadhouse. By now Emma had been in there for half an hour, if not more, without me. My blood ran cold as I imagined what I’d find in there. Maybe, just maybe, she’d just get a tattoo or something… a little Viper on her shoulder. I could live with that.

      I hopped off Dirtbag’s bike and stormed into the biker bar. I expected to find it full of life - but it was completely deserted. Only the barkeep was there, dusting off some of his glasses.

      “Where is she?!” I barked frantically.

      He looked up, surprised to see me. When he recognized me I saw a glint of joy in his eyes - at my expense.

      “I don’t know what yer talking ‘bout,” he yapped.

      “My wife,” I yelled. “My wife! Where is she?”

      “I haven’t seen yer wife, sir,” he said with a shit-eating grin.

      I balled my fists in frustration. I wanted to pull this asshole over the bar and beat him to a bloody pulp for pulling my leg like this, but I knew I needed his help to find my Emma. I swallowed my pride and bit my tongue.

      “Have you seen a brown-haired woman with a group of bikers?”

      “Hm, now, I do remember a fine brunette… refresh my memory, what would she be wearing, this mystery girl?”

      He was milking this moment for all its worth, not content until I was completely humiliated.

      “Red lingerie,” I muttered, forcing the words out.

      “I’m sorry? I couldn’t hear ye.”

      “Red lingerie!” I yelled. “She was wearing red underwear, alright?!”

      “Hmmm,” the barkeep said as he twiddled his thumbs. “Can’t say I remember a brunette in red undies, no sir.”

      I threw my hands in the air out of desperation. Right when I was about to sink into a corner and wallow in my own misfortune, the barkeep spoke up… and only made things worse.

      “There was one other woman that came in here, ‘bout half an hour ago though,” he said slowly, knowing damn well the effects his words had on me.

      “She wasn’t wearing red though. No sir, that whore was as naked as the day she was born!”

      I could feel my heart sink into the pit of my stomach - a dark, black pit of anxiety and fear, growing larger with each passing second. It couldn’t be. My Emma, my love, my beautiful wife… naked, in a biker bar…

      “Where is she?!” I sputtered.

      “Oh, she’s in the basement, along with the other fella’s, getting worked over like a proper whore. But I don’t think-”

      I didn’t wait for him to finish. I ran towards the back, where I had seen a hatch that must lead to the basement. The barkeep tried to block my path but I pushed him aside, hopped up on adrenaline.

      I opened the hatch in the floor, and a winding, dark staircase greeted me… along with the disorderly, rowdy sounds of a gang initiation I was about to crash.

      Slowly, I descended down the dark staircase. My heart was beating in my throat as the boisterous sounds greeted me. Down the hall a small light escaped from a room, illuminating the dark and damp cellar. The air was moist and thick with anticipation. Sweat crept down my back as I walked down, each step giving off a loud creak, telegraphing my arrival… if anyone cared to listen.

      However, I was afraid no one was paying any attention to me at all, judging by the sounds that reached my ears. Besides the harsh sounds of men laughing and grunting, I heard the unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and a rhythmic thumping.

      That sound made my stomach churn. I knew deep-down what I was going to find there, but I had to see. I simply had to. I couldn’t leave my Emma alone, after all.

      I crept closer and closer, and the sounds got more clear with every passing step.

      “Look at her, she’s taking it all!” A deep voice grunted.

      “I knew she was a proper whore the moment I laid eyes on her,” a different voice muttered in response.

      “Hurry up, it’s my turn,” yet another voice barked.

      I rested against the wall, right besides the door opening. I wanted to look, but I needed to gather my courage first. I was so close I could smell them. The stale odor of beer, mixed with sweat and leather. And, the unmistakable scent of sex.

      I now heard a female voice grunting in unison with the group of men, her frail voice nearly drowned out. Her voice sounded muffled, like she was being smothered by something large. I had heard that labored breathing before - I could recognize it everywhere.

      That was the sound of my wife, my lovely Emma, as she approached orgasm. She would bite down on her bottom lip and suck in air between her teeth right before her orgasm hit her. I loved that sound, it was our thing.

      And now I was hearing it, only she wasn’t with me. She was in the other room with god-knows how many outlaws.

      I balled my fists and turned the corner, ready to fight for my woman if need be. Nothing could have prepared me for what I found there. Nothing.

      It was worse than I had imagined it would be. I had thought there maybe would have been three, maybe four bikers, orderly taking their turn with my bride. Surely this was not what I was hoping to find, but, maybe we would have kept some semblance of self-respect.

      Instead, Emma looked like a total whore. She was drenched with cum from head to toe.

      Her red lingerie was gone, ripped from her body. She was stark naked, lying down on a dirty mattress in the center of the room. She was surrounded on all sides by men, as naked as she was. Their bodies were nearly entirely covered by tattoos.

      Emma was drenched in seed. Her make-up was smeared, big goblets of seed dripping down her cheeks and onto her chest. Her full, round breasts were red and bruised. What surprised me most was the big smile on her face as she looked down at the biker between her legs, her eyes fixed on the giant pole sliding into her. I had expected to find her crying, overwhelmed with regret and despair, but it couldn’t be further from the truth: She was loving every debased second of this gangbang.

      I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t move a single muscle in my body. I wanted to fight, to rescue her, but my body simply refused. I was too gobsmacked. Limply I stood there, watching Hammer slide the entire length of his massive cock into my wife’s well-fucked pussy. Her lips stretched to accommodate his size easily, revealing that he wasn’t the first biker-cock she had taken down there.

      Emma closed her eyes and let out a low, guttural moan, confirming once again that Hammer was giving her innumerable pleasure.

      I couldn’t look away. My eyes were glued to his thick pole, to the veins on his throbbing hard cock as it filled my wife in ways I never could, giving her wave after wave of pleasure.

      He pulled his cock out all the way, so only the big purple head remained inside of her wet cunt. He looked over his shoulder at me, a grin on his face as he suddenly slid forward - burying that large cock of his in my wife all the way to the hilt. I’ll never forget the sound she made: a moan of pure pleasure, animalistic and raw. It was a sound I had never heard before. I was faced with the realization I had never truly pleased my wife, I hadn’t fucked her the way these studs could. I couldn’t measure up - literally.

      “Move over whiteboy,” a deep voice said behind me.

      Before I had chance to react I was brushed aside by the biggest and blackest man I had ever seen. I nearly tripped as I stumbled to the side. I glanced up at the ebony rock that had just brushed me aside like I was as light as a feather.

      The ebony stud was almost 7 feet tall, and pure muscle. I had never seen a man so big and strong before. And, to make my day even worse, he was completely naked. His thick cock swung between his legs, the head almost reaching down to his knees.

      “Move,” he grunted to Hammer.

      Hammer quickly pulled out and moved away. I thought Hammer had been the leader of the pack, but it turned out this giant of a man was the real alpha male.

      Emma stared at the man’s oversized cock, her eyes as big as saucers. The black man grabbed her hands and wrapped them around his black pole. He was so thick her hands barely fit around his cock.

      “You’ve ever seen a cock this big?” He said to her. She shook her head no, the shock registering all over her face.

      The man reached down and violently squeezed her breasts, tugging at her nipples. Emma moaned lewdly in response like a bitch in heat.

      “Bitch, I asked you a question,” he barked.

      “No, I have not,” she said. “I’ve never seen a cock so big.”

      “Bigger than your husband?” He said, motioning to me.

      Emma turned and looked at me. She had been so absorbed by cock she had not seen me yet. At first she just looked surprised, like she didn’t expect me around, before her expression turned into a loving smile.

      “Much bigger,” she said finally, her eyes shifting back to the black man’s monstrous cock.

      “Do you want it inside of you?” The stranger continued.

      She nodded her head. “I do.”

      “Spread your legs, slut.”

      Without hesitation Emma pulled her knees up to her waist, holding them with her hands, so her well-fucked pussy was spread open for the black bull.

      I could see how her lips were red and swollen, eager for more cock.

      The man lined up the purple head of his cock with her wet cunt, sliding it up and down her folds, getting the head slick with juices.

      Emma moaned with each touch, the pleasure building up inside of her. Being taken so rough, being used as an sexual object for all these men was nothing short of a wish come true for my slutty wife - I had never known she had such a naughty, kinky streak.

      Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the black man slid the head of his cock into my wife’s waiting pussy. She moaned and writhed as her pussy stretched to accommodate his large size. I thought there was no way her pussy could take such a large cock - but once again, I was wrong.

      The black stud took his time, letting her adjust, spreading the walls of her pussy with his thick girth, and slowly but surely, worked inch after inch of his big black cock into her.

      I was amazed to see he had slid into her entirely - that massive, black cock was now completely inside my wife!

      “Oh god,” Emma grunted, as she was overwhelmed by the large black cock filling her in ways she had never thought possible.

      The black man smiled from ear to ear, bearing his white teeth. He looked over his shoulder at me. I was still frozen in the same spot, unable to speak, unable to move away as this black stranger dominated my wife. When he saw I was not a threat, he turned his attention back to my wife. He leaned down real close, until his face was only inches from hers.

      “Are you property of Big Jim?” He grunted into her ear, right as he delivered a powerful thrust with his strong hips.

      “YES,” Emma screamed at the top of her lungs - making my blood run cold. Apparently this giant of a man was the Big Jim, of Big Jim’s Roadhouse, the very bar we were in.

      “Again!” He demanded as he pounded her with his massive cock.

      “I - oh! - am - ah! - your - ugh! - property!” Emma exclaimed, lost in the throes of passion.

      Big Jim wrapped one of his hands around her neck, holding her tightly and cutting off her air supply as he fucked her relentlessly. Emma moaned like a whore as this giant ravaged her body, taking her for his own, claiming my wife’s body.

      It was hard to believe how easily she gave herself to him, how quickly she surrendered her body - which belonged to me - to this rabble, these outlaws. I knew things were never going to stay the same again..

      “I’m about to blow inside ya, bitch,” Big Jim groaned as he slammed his cock all the way inside of her.

      I was horrified to see Emma wrap her legs around his waist and pull him in closer.

      “Do it,” she panted. “Cum inside me! Fill me up, Big Jim! Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked!”

      She needn’t tell him that twice. He held her down with his powerful arms as he pounded her relentlessly, slamming his body into hers with full force. His large frame dwarfed hers - his black skin contrasted with her pale, white beauty. I had never seen anything like it.

      “Here it comes!” He grunted. “Yes, yes, YES!”

      “Oh god, yes, do it, oh god!”

      “YES!”

      Big Jim gave one hard, final thrust before he unleashed a massive orgasm inside of my unprotected wife. He shot load after load of his virile, white seed into her fertile womb. His body trembled and his giant tennis-sized balls contracted as they fired wave after wave of cum into my young bride.

      I had been absentmindedly fondling my own, much smaller, cock through my jeans as I watched this brute fuck my wife blind. The image of him orgasming inside of her, the way she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him, coaxing every last drop of his cum out of him, sent me over the edge. I came on the spot, right there in my jeans, as this giant black stranger filled Emma to the brim with his cum.

      Big Jim pulled out, satisfied with using my wife’s body for his own pleasure. When he did, his cock left my wife’s cunt with a big plop. Cum started dripping out, running down her thighs and pooling between her legs. He must have shot a fire hose off inside of her - cum was positively running out of her.

      Emma looked down at the mess between her legs with wild, open eyes, as if she herself couldn’t believe the large load she had just received. To my shock she reached down, dipped her fingers in - and tasted it.

      “Get my tools,” Big Jim said with an authoritative grunt. Immediately some goons scrambled away. I was puzzled - they had done their worst, couldn’t they let us leave in peace? But the fun had only just started..

      A few seconds later, one of the goons handed Big Jim a metallic, gun-shaped object. It took a second for me to realize what it was, but then it clicked: it was a tattoo machine!

      Big Jim was standing there, naked, his body glistening with sweat, illuminating every muscle in his giant body, holding that tool in his hand.

      Emma looked up at him with a sense of adoration in her eyes, like this man was some kind of god. She bit her bottom lip as she stared at his massive cock, hanging limply between his legs. Even flaccid his cock was bigger than mine ever was! It was clear her hunger for cock hadn’t been stilled..

      “You’re property of Big Jim now,” the black man said to her - and me as well. “I’m going to give you the mark to prove it. Spread your legs.”

      Emma glanced at me, unsure. I shook my head no. Seeing my wife being fucked, filled with cum, and used like a common whore was bad enough - I didn’t want a tattoo to remind me of it the rest of my life!

      Emma turned her head back to Big Jim, and his massive cock… and she nodded her head, spreading her legs for him.

      “No!” I yelled, and I charged forwards, my vision turning red. I hadn’t even taken a single step before a blow to my stomach made me kneel over, and crumple into a heap on the floor. I looked up to see Hammer standing over me - naked still as well, my wife’s juices still glistening on his manhood. He shot me a threatening look, and I curled up, realizing my defeat. I was no match for these men.

      I heard the unmistakable, instantly recognizable sound of a tattoo needle being turned on. I will never forget that sound, the sound of my wife being marked for life.

      “This will sting a bit,” Big Jim chuckled as he lowered the needle. The next moment the silence was broken by my wife’s piercing scream as the needle broke her skin.

      I glanced up to see what was happening, but I couldn’t see past Big Jim’s lumbering frame. He was working somewhere between her legs.

      “Shut her up, will ya,” he grunted towards Hammer with a chuckle.

      “Sure thing,” Hammer said as he walked up to my wife. Without missing a beat he stuffed his dirty cock into her mouth, muffling her screams. To my surprise it even worked - her cheeks turned hollow as she sucked on the biker’s cock with all her strength, focusing her attention on the cock that, moments earlier, had been inside her cunt, rather than the needle painting her skin.

      This continued for ten or twenty minutes - I couldn’t keep track of time, I wasn’t in a right state of mind - until Big Jim shut the machine off.

      “There, thing of beauty, that is,” he laughed. He turned around to face me. “Want to admire my handy-work? You’re going to look at it for the rest of your life, might as well, huh, ya poor bastard.”

      He took a step to the side, and what I saw blew my mind.

      He had tattooed “BIG JIMS CUNT” right above her labia in big, Gothic, gang-style letters. Her pussy was forever ruined - every time I saw it, I would now be reminded of his giant black cock penetrating her tight, wet cunt.

      He saw the shock on my face, and laughed heartily.

      “Don’t be so worried, ya big stiff. You’ll learn to love it. Now, how about a big send-off?”

      All the men stepped forwards and formed a semi-circle around her, like they had rehearsed this countless times before. I was dragged forwards and forced to my knees, my face only a few inches away from my wife’s red and swollen pussy.

      “Watch this, bastard,” Big Jim told me as he gave a few tugs on his massive, black cock. As if on command, it suddenly exploded once more, shooting rope after rope of pearly white strands of cum. He shot his load right over the fresh tattoo, covering her wet labia with his seed. I was so close I could smell the pungent, bitter smell, and a few drops even splashed on me.

      One by one all the other men in the room followed his lead, jacking themselves off on my wife’s helpless body. They came on her pussy, on her tits, on her face - every inch of her body was drenched with cum. I was forced to watch every ejaculation, to watch every inch of skin being doused with seed, to see it roll of her tits and drop onto her stomach in big glops, to see the cum slide into her gaping open pussy, and pool inside of her cunt.

      Emma had her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her lips as she let the men cum on her, one after another. She was loving every second of this.

      When the last men had shot his load on her, the tattoo wasn’t even visible anymore. It was covered by load after load of cum. Right when I thought the ordeal was over, Big Jim grabbed me by the back of my neck.

      “Give your lovely wife a kiss, white boy.”

      He pushed my head forward, right into her sloppy, messy pussy. I tried to struggle, but it was no use - Big Jim was at least ten times as strong as I was. He pushed me in deep, burying my face in her wet cunt. As soon as my lips touched her wet pussy, a strange lust overtook me. This was still my wife, and I still loved her with all my heart - nothing had changed, as far as I was concerned. Not to mention this extreme humiliation had given me one of the strangest erections of my life. This caused me to go to town on her sloppy cunt: I licked and sucked with abandon, worshiping her used pussy, licking it all over and pushing my tongue as far into her as possible. Emma moaned, and grabbed the back of my head, pushing me in further.

      “That’s it baby,” she moaned. I was glad I could still pleasure her - I could never measure up to Big Jim.

      She smothered me with her cream-filled pussy as I licked her to orgasm. Her entire body trembled as she came, waves of pleasure extending from her core to every inch of her body.

      I stumbled backwards, gasping for air and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I looked around, and was surprised to see we were all alone in the dank basement. The men had ventured out as I was orally pleasuring my wife.

      Finally, Emma seemed to return back to earth, leaving the sexual high she had been on behind. She looked at me differently, a look of sorrow in her beautiful face.

      “I’m so sorry,” were the first words out of her mouth. I shut her up by kissing her deeply. She tried to push me away to finish apologizing.

      “I don’t know what happened, what came over me… one moment we were just talking, and then I was just dancing, and suddenly I was on my knees, and… I don’t know what to say…”

      “It’s okay,” I comforted her. “Let’s just get out of here.”

      I tried to find her clothes, but they were nowhere in sight. We had to leave the bar stark naked and dripping with cum.

      I helped her up the stairs - her knees were weak. Luckily the bar was empty, except for the smirking barkeep. Our car was right where we left it - and to my surprise, there was a can of gas standing next to it. The bikers where nowhere in sight, they had already ridden off.

      I filled up the tank and we drove away as fast as we could. Emma and I were silent for an hour as we drove, each of us processing the events in our own way.

      Emma was still naked, and she made no attempt to cover up. On the highway, a few trucks honked at her, glad to see her showing it all. Emma laughed, and I was happy to see her smile.

      “Look at me,” she said. “Naked on the highway, covered from head to toe in cum… do you think anyone will believe us back home?”

      “No, never,” I laughed. “Never!”

      I saw her hand had slid between her legs, and she was rubbing her slit up and down.

      “I can’t believe that really happened…”

      My own cock was achingly hard as I watched her re-live the events, the brazing horniness once again taking hold of her.

      She looked at me, a fire burning in her eyes. She spread her legs, and my eyes were drawn to her hot, tattooed cunt.

      “Do you want me to show off Big Jim’s Cunt?” She said, her voice low and animalistic.

      I grabbed her hand and put it on my crotch, to let her feel my hard erection. She didn’t need to be told twice.

      She pulled my cock out and got on her knees, taking my cock deep into her mouth. She wiggled her naked, wet cunt in front of the passenger door window - every one who drove by would see her spread out, naked, hot, wet, dirty, tattooed and cum covered cunt!

      I fucked her face hard as I saw a trucker pull up next to us. He honked appreciatively, and I saw him signal to me to pull over at the next stop - no doubt because he wanted to deposit a load inside my wife’s used cunt.

      “How about it, baby? Ready for a truck-stop gangbang?”

      The affirmative moan Emma made was enough to send me over the edge and fill her mouth with cum - and then signal back to the truck that we were game… this was turning out to be one hell of a vacation!
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      My wife and my rival hit it off at the reunion!

      Pete and Amy have been looking forward to this reunion for months. Pete can't wait to show off his stunning hot wife. But the night doesn't go as planned..

      Clyde, a muscular jock and Pete's rival, as well as the older, dominant Professor Frost have both set their sights on Amy. Poor Pete is about to find out what his wife used to get up to in her old college days..

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken at the Reunion

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “Pete, how do I look?” My wife Amy did a twirl in front of me, showing off her gorgeous black dress.

      “In one word: Stunning,” I told her as I gawked at her marvelous figure. She had pulled out all the stops: The little black dress she was wearing was to die for. It accentuated all her curves, from her round, luscious ass, to her full, perky bosom. It was amazing.

      It was also way too revealing for a reunion.

      “Are you absolutely sure you want to come?”

      “Of course I am, I’m not letting you go alone!” I huffed.

      Amy ran her fingers through my hair. “I’m just want you to be happy. I don’t want tonight to bring back any bad memories.”

      Her concern annoyed me - after all, I’m a grown man - but she wasn’t wrong. College was a rough time for me. I had trouble making friends. To top it all off, I got bullied as well. It was only after graduation that I blossomed: I got a job, made friends, joined a sports team. People who know me now would never suspect I used to be so introverted.

      We had both attended the same college, but we had never met back then - we moved in very different circles. She never talked much about her college days, and I was content to leave that part of our life in the past.

      That is, until tonight. We were heading to our ten-year college reunion, and Amy had assured me countless times I needn’t come. However, I was looking forward to showing Amy off to everyone who cared to look. For too long I’d been a wallflower. Now, I wanted everyone to see what a gorgeous wife I had landed.

      Amy almost insisted I stayed home, and after the third time she brought it up I got suspicious. Was she hiding anything from me? Tonight the truth was going to come out, one way or another.

      I kissed my gorgeous wife and ran my fingers down her back. I was surprised by how smooth her dress was - it was like I was touching her bare-skin. The fabric was as light as a feather. I ran my fingers down her back and onto her ass, and I felt every sweet curve, every soft jiggle of her round butt, right in the palm of my hand.

      “Don’t you think this dress might be a little revealing?” I whispered. I did want to show my wife off, but this dress fitted her body so snugly, it left nothing to the imagination.

      “Isn’t that what you wanted?” Amy smirked. “To show off your hot wife? To make everyone jealous?”

      “Well, yes,” I stammered, my face burning red hot.

      Amy bent over in front of me, planting a kiss on my forehead - and giving me a clear view down her top. I now saw she wasn’t even wearing a bra - anyone who looked down her top would see her full breasts. Her hard nipples were struggling to escape their confinement - and nearly succeeding.

      “Then let me show off,” she whispered as her fingers grazed past my crotch. She touched my hardening cock, and she knew she had me right where she wanted me - begging for more. “Let’s go, honey, we don’t want to be late.”

       

      The reunion was being held in the college’s main hall. The place smelled of alcohol and perfume - not much had changed in the past decade. The room was packed with dancing bodies sprawled all over the place, and the speakers were blasting loud pop-songs from yesteryear.

      I did catch a few familiar faces, but no one seemed to recognize me. I had changed quite a bit - that scrawny, introverted kid was lone gone. I went off to the bar to order some drinks to get the night started. When I returned, drinks in hand, I was shocked to see my wife flirting with a tall, dark-haired man. I recognized him instantly. Clyde.

      He had been the star quarterback, and as such, the most popular guy on campus. The golden boy. He was in my political science class, and that was the longest semester of my life. The professor, an older, authoritarian man named Frost, let him get away with everything. I struggled to get a passing grade, while he got everything handed to him on a silver platter.

      To add insult to injury, he enjoyed picking on me. I was an easy target - a quiet kid - and he never let an opportunity slip by to publicly ridicule me. He embodied everything that I resented about that time.

      After enduring his teasing for weeks on end I finally mustered up the courage to stand up for myself. I tried to breach the subject with Professor Frost but he waved me away. He could barely contain his laughter when I told him I wanted to file a complaint against Clyde. I had never felt more humiliated.

      Time had healed my wounds - but it hadn’t changed Clyde. I’d transformed myself into a successful entrepreneur, but Clyde was still a meathead. He was as buff as ever, and the years had only added to his rugged looks.

      He towered over my wife as they spoke, his chiseled frame rubbing up against her as he whispered in her ear, his stubble brushing against her sensitive neck. She giggled, gazing up at him with a wide smile on her face. It made me nauseous.

      There was a definite spark of recognition between the pair. With horror I considered the possibility that they used to date - was this why Amy was so reluctant to share her past with me? The thought was almost too much to bear.. But the attraction between the two was undeniable.

      Clyde put his hand on her lower back as he moved in to tell her another joke. Rather than move away, I noticed Amy shifted her weight closer to him. I had to put a stop to this - right away.

      I took a deep breath and walked over there, doing my best to appear confident. She noticed me coming and quickly took a step back, having been caught red handed.

      “Hi honey, this is Clyde.”

      “Pleasure to meet you.” The stud’s face slid into an insincere smile.

      “We’ve met,” I answered him.

      Clyde frowned. “I don’t remember you.”

      “It’s not important,” I quickly added. “You’re having a good time?”

      “Sure are! We were just catching up. I’d like to introduce Amy to some mutual friends, you don’t mind do you?”

      “Actually, we were-”

      “It won’t be long, I promise,” he winked as he pulled my wife way into the crowd, not even waiting for my response.

      Just like that I was left alone, on the middle of the dance floor, still holding two drinks in my hands. Begrudgingly I downed the two drinks and went back to the bar for more - the night was turning out to be a bust. If I had only known this was the only the start..

      A few minutes turned into many, and I was left at the bar by myself, nursing drink after drink, for a solid twenty minutes. I tried to strike up a few conversations with the other guests, but no one seemed to remember me. Finally I was fed up and I set out to find my wife.

      I scanned the crowd. Clyde wasn’t hard to spot - he was nearly the tallest guy there. I noticed him swaying on the dance floor. I made my way through the crowd, and what I saw shocked me.

      His arms were around my wife, and his hands were resting firmly on her ass. She was swaying against him, her head resting on his giant chest - her eyes closed, her lips curved into a satisfied smile.

      My mouth became dry as I watched his fingers work - he was groping her ass through the soft, silky-smooth dress. His fingers dug into her soft flesh.

      My cock became uncomfortably hard as I watched my biggest nightmare play out right in front of me - Clyde was stealing my wife away from me, right in front of me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

      Calm down. It’s just a dance. I resisted the urge to cause a scene and instead I headed for the restroom. Luckily the bathroom was empty. I locked myself in a stall and browsed the web on my phone, letting my anger subside.

      Right at the very second that I had made peace with the situation, two guys entered the bathroom.

      “Wow, did you see what Amy was wearing?”

      “Hell yeah! Can you believe she’s married?”

      I felt proud. Finally I was getting some recognition. I had married the hottest babe at this entire party. Me! However, my ego was about to take a huge hit..

      “I know, right? I even think I saw her hubby around as well. Could you imagine being married to such a slut?”

      “I sure couldn’t. Knowing what she used to do… man, that’s just not marriage material.”

      My breath faltered. What? They couldn’t.. No, they couldn’t be talking about my Amy. There must be another, equally stunning, Amy at this party. It’s a fairly common name, after all. Nothing to worry about.

      “By the way, did you ever get with her?”

      “Shit… promise me you won’t tell my wife, you bastard.”

      “Promise!” The guy laughed.

      “Alright, alright.. I never did fuck her, if that’s what you’re asking.. But I do remember one wild party, after we won a game.. She stripped off all her clothes, in the middle of the party, and paraded around nude.. Then she laid down on the couch, spread her legs and announced she was she was talking all comers! I ended up coming on her face as coach Riker fucked her.”

      “Coach Riker? Get the fuck out of here! No way!”

      “I’m telling you man! She did the whole team, including the staff! I could have fucked her, but her pussy was filled to the brim with cum, so I passed. Sloppy seconds, maybe, but sloppy thirty-seconds? No thank you.”

      “Holy shit, dude.. And you’re telling me she brought her husband to this reunion as well? That’s cold dog.”

      “I know right! Maybe he’s into that kinda shit, you know. To each his own.”

      “You should shake that guys hand, wouldn’t that be some shit? Knowing you gave his wifey a facial?”

      “Haha, that’s cruel Tim!”

      “It would be funny though!”

      “Perhaps..”

      I was blown away. Stupefied didn’t even begin to describe how I was feeling. Had my marriage been built on a lie? Was Amy harboring dark, deep secrets from me? How could this beautiful, lovely, sexy creature have been a ravenous nympho? A small part of me still hoped they were discussing a different woman, but deep-down, I knew the truth.

      Just as the two man were about to leave, they dropped the biggest bombshell of the night.

      “Where’s Amy now? I’d like to take another look down that top of hers.”

      “I think I just saw her walk backstage, holding hands with Clyde.”

      “Ha, he hasn’t changed a bit, always getting tail.”

      “Well, you’re not the quarterback for nothing..”

      Their voices died away as the door closed behind them. My heart had leaped into my throat as soon as they had mentioned Clyde. It couldn’t be.. But it was. They were talking about my wife, there was no other explanation. Coming back here was a huge mistake..

      I had to find her! I stormed out of the bathroom and sped down the hall, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I quickly descended the stairs leading to the back-stage area, when I was halted dead in my tracks by a laugh. A female laugh. An overly familiar one.

      “Oh, you’re so bad! I shouldn’t be here you know,” a female voice slurred.

      “Come on, just the tip. For old times sake.”

      “You’re killing me Clyde..”

      I heard clothing rustle and a belt drop. My heart sank. I sneaked down the stairs, being careful not to make a sound. I needed to catch them in the act, see it with my own eyes. I would never believe it otherwise.

      “Oh god, you’re even bigger than I remembered..”

      “You know you want it. Be a good girl and give it a kiss.”

      The rustling had now made way to a sucking-sound that made me sick to my stomach.

      “That’s it,” Clyde moaned approvingly.

      I hid behind a crate and peeped around the corner. What I saw blew my mind.

      Clyde was standing there, his hands on his hips, and his pants on his ankles. He was grinning widely, obviously quite content with himself. Between his legs, bobbing up and down on his humongous shaft, was no one other than my wife - my one and only Amy.

      She was slurping on his manhood, licking it up and down, teasing the head with her expert tongue before engulfing the large head in her pretty little mouth.

      Clyde grabbed her hair, patting her on the head.

      “You’ve always been the best damn cocksucker around, Amy,” he whistled as he pumped his hips, forcing more and fore of his cock down her throat.

      Amy moaned approvingly, pleased with his praise as she let the jock fuck her mouth.

      I watched, my mouth agape, as this jock used my wife’s mouth for his pleasure. It hadn’t even been an hour! In less than an hour Clyde, my mortal enemy, had gotten his large cock lodged down my wife’s throat, and she was loving every second of having that big white pole inside of her.

      “Cum in my mouth,” Amy gasped between Clyde’s long strokes. “I want your cum!”

      “Why the rush, babybirl? I want to blow my load inside that slutty cunt of yours.”

      “We don’t have time,” Amy protested.

      “Nonsense.”

      Clyde pulled her up to her knees, spun her around and with one quick motion pulled her thong down. Amy was now facing me - I was afraid she’d spot me, but her eyes were shut tight, ecstasy plastered all over her face.

      The muscled jock lined up his impressive cock with her wet slit and with one fell thrust he was inside of her.

      “Oh god,” my wife moaned breathlessly. “You’re so fuckin big..”

      Clyde hammered his cock into her pussy, driving his manhood into her. Amy’s moans got louder and louder as Clyde fucked her harder and harder. He slammed into he with all his strength, making her entire body jiggle with every stroke. Her tits popped out of her dress, moving rhythmically with every thrust.

      I was afraid they were going to draw attention to themselves. The party was close by, and Amy was now screaming at the top of her lungs - begging for Clyde’s cum inside of her unprotected pussy. If they were caught, my humiliation would be complete.

       

      And that is exactly what happened.

       

      “WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS?!” A low voice thundered behind the pair. I nearly jumped out of my skin, and I saw Amy did the same. She tried to turn around, but Clyde grabbed the back of her neck and held her tightly in place.

      “I’m almost there,” he grunted between strokes, not deterred in the slightest.

      “Well, well, Clyde Castle, I should have known. Still up to your old tricks I see. And Amy Winters? Who else.”

      I recognized that low, grumpy voice immediately. Professor Frost. The man who had never lifted a finger to help me. Oh god. This was going from bad to worse.

      “Here I come!!” Clyde grunted as he unloaded his cock inside of my wife in front of our old teacher. After he finished blowing his load inside of her he slapped her on the ass and pulled his pants back up.

      “Thanks for the fuck, Amy. I’ll leave you two alone,” he grinned as he walked back to the party.

      Amy was left alone, standing in font of my old professor. Her dress was still bunched around her waist, and cum was visibly dripping out of her cunt, running down her inner thighs. Her round tits were still popped out her dress, her nipples hard.

      She was breathing heavily, her face bright red, as she avoided making eye-contact with the professor.

      “Amy Winters,” he said slowly, letting the words roll of his tongue. “I’m not surprised to find you here like this. Is there anything you have to say for yourself?”

      Amy shook her head no, looking down at her shoes. She still had made no attempt to cover up her naked body. Her demeanor was obedient and meek.

      To my shock, Prof. Frost reached forward and placed his hand between her legs. His fingers probed her wet hole, sliding into her used cunt easily. Rather than closing, Amy spread her legs, providing him with easier access. I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming.

      When the old man pulled his fingers out of her, they were slick with juices - a mixture of Amy’s and Clyde’s. He held it up to her face, and subserviently Amy opened her mouth wide.

      Prof. Frost pushed his sticky fingers deep into her mouth, and Amy sucked them dry, licking her own juices off of this old man’s fingers.

      I nearly gagged as I saw my old professor feed my wife the cum from her sloppy, used pussy. It was almost too much to bear. I had never known she was such a freak, She had just let two dominant men use her body without a hint of protest..

      “To my office,” Prof. Frost commanded her. “Your old punishment is in order.”

      Amy tried to pull her dress down, but Prof. Frost swatted her hand away instantly.

      “No. If you want to act like a common whore in my school, you will walk around like a common whore as well: With your used cunt and your tits out, so everyone will remember the old and familiar Amy.”

      Amy hesitated for a brief second before she walked out, following Prof. Frost’s command to the letter.

      I was left dumbfounded. This was the stuff of nightmares. What surprised me the most, besides of course my wife’s slutty, unfaithful actions, was my own inability to intervene. I had ample opportunity to step in, to save her from disgrace, but I did not. I sat in the corner and I watched. I watched her getting used, getting humiliated, and I liked it. I loved it. My cock was throbbing and as hard as rock.

      I could only imagine what was happening now - her walk through the crowd. Everyone must be looking at her naked figure, judging her. Lusting for her.

      I was left frozen in place for a good ten minutes, too shocked to move, before I found my strength once again. I needed to find Prof. Frost’s office, I had to see what he was doing to my Amy. Most of all, I needed to have a hard, long talk with my wife!

      I climbed back up the stairs the way I came, avoiding the large crowd in the main hall. I headed for the professor’s office, but to my dismay, the only thing that had changed over the past decade was the location of his office! I roamed the empty halls, checking one room after another, but I found only empty, deserted rooms.

      My anxiety ramped up - where could she be? What was happening to her? Why did Prof. Frost have such a powerful hold over her? I was just about to give up hope as I was racing up and down the stairwells when I heard a sudden sound that drew my attention. I had just passed the third floor. Back in my day, this floor was just a bunch of administrative offices – back-end type stuff. I hadn’t thought to check it.

      Slowly I walked into the empty, dark hallway. The floor had been completely remodeled – the small cubicles had made way for big, spacious offices. A small light emitted from a room down the hall.

      I crept closer and closer, adrenaline still pumping through my veins. I heard murmured voices, and every ten seconds or so a sudden smack.

      The closer I got, the clearer the voices became.

      “Please, no more, please, I promise I’ll be a good girl, I promise,” a female voice whined.

      “You’ve yet to learn your lesson, girl, or should I say, SLUT?!” A low voice boomed. Once again that sudden, sharp sound filled the hallway – SMACK! – followed by a muffled sobbing.

      I glanced through the window on the door, not knowing what to expect, and in no way prepared for what I was about ti see,

      I had found Amy and Prof. Frost all right.

      Amy was bent over his dark, mahogany table, her underwear pulled down to her ankles, and her black dress pulled up to her waist. Her round, firm, naked ass was on full display – and covered in red marks.

      Prof. Frost was standing next to her, his flat palm raised high in the air.

      “You haven’t changed, Amy.” Prof. Frost bared his teeth in a predatory smile. “Your old punishment is due.”

      His hand came down hard, right on her naked ass. SMACK! The sharp sound echoed down the hall, followed immediately by a cry from my wife. Even though she made it sound like she didn’t want this, she stayed right there in the position – offering her ass to this older, dominant gentleman.

      I was frozen in place, watching this deranged spectacle. Prof. Frost, a man old enough to be my wife’s father, was disciplining her like she was a child! I couldn’t believe all my worst fears were becoming a reality. First Clyde, my rival, and now Prof. Frost, the man who turned a blind eye to me when I needed help, who laughed at me when I told him about my troubles. That same man was now rubbing my wife’s naked ass, his fingers digging into her soft skin as he scolded her.. was this all a nightmare? And what did he mean by ‘old tricks’?

      “I’m a good girl,” Amy pleaded, but Prof. Frost smacked her once again, leaving a bright red hand print.

      “You’re a slut, Amy! And you know what I do with sluts?!”

      “No..”

      Once again, his hand came flying down. SMACK!

      “You know damn well what I do, Amy! What do I do with sluts?!”

      “OW! You.. you fuck them.”

      “That’s right,” Prof. Frost gruffed as he unbuckled his belt.

      To my shock Amy didn’t move away as he let his pants fall to the floor. I was shell shocked. Was she seriously going to let this old man fuck her?

      I lost my balance and fell against the door – stumbling into the room. Prof. Frost looked down at me, a look of pity on his face, but he did not seem surprised to see me. “Ah, if it isn’t Pete. Amy told me you two are married. Good. You should be here to see this.”

      I couldn’t help but stare at the giant prick swinging between his legs. He slapped the head of his cock against my wife’s ass, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling my ears, drowning out everything else.

      He ran his hand across my wife’s ass, before giving her a sudden smack. Amy yelped, but did not move. She looked at me, her guilty face flushed bright red - but she didn’t move away.

      “I’m going to discipline your wife, Pete, because you haven’t been doing your job. Did you know I caught her fucking Clyde? Do you remember Clyde, right? Tell him, slut.”

      Amy cleared her throat, hesitating for a second before obediently answering. “I fucked Clyde.”

      “Where did you fuck Clyde?”

      “Back stage, behind the curtains.”

      “And why did you fuck Clyde?”

      Once again there was a moment of hesitation – only small – before she answered Prof. Frost.

      “Because I’m a dirty slut.”

      “You don’t have to do this,” I said, finding my voice finally. “We can go home.”

      To my surprise, Amy shook her head. “I have to do this, Pete. I am a slut. I need to be punished.” Her face was positively beaming as she told me this. She was under Prof. Frost’s spell, and there was nothing I could do about it.

      “I don’t understand,” I said, my voice trailing off.

      “It’s real easy,” Prof. Frost replied gleefully as he rubbed the purple head of his giant cock against my wife’s crack, making her moan. “You married a slut. You’re not aware of your wife’s reputation, are you? If you were you wouldn’t have come strutting into the party looking like you owed the place. Your wife, Petey, is a slut. During her first two years here she fucked and sucked everything that moved. There wasn’t a guy on campus that hadn’t blown his load inside Amy, isn’t that right?”

      “Uh-huh,” she breathed heavily. She was getting off on this.

      “Well, except for you of course,” Prof. Frost sneered at me. “I got wind of it after a football party got way out of hand, and Amy here ended up gangbanged by the entire team, including the staff… how many cocks did you fuck that night, Amy?”

      “I.. lost count.”

      “She was brought to me by the administrators, and I taught her a lesson, kept her in line.. isn’t that right?”

      “Uh-huh,” Amy moaned like a wanton whore. “You punished me..”

      “I’m going to teach you how to keep your woman in line.” Prof. Frost grabbed the base of his cock.“You should be thanking me. This is show you properly fuck a slut.”

      He took his position behind my wife, lining up his large cock with her sopping wet pussy. He slid his finger into her – and it slid right in, all the way to the hilt. She was wetter than I had ever seen her. Normally she needed twenty minutes of foreplay before I got anywhere, but Prof. Frost slid right into her.

      “Oh god yes,” she moaned, her voice low and animalistic. “Fuck me,” she growled.

      Prof. Frost pushed the head of his large cock into her – and Amy let out a bloodcurdling moan.

      “It’s so big,” she cooed. “It’s so fucking big!”

      “The biggest you’ve had?” Prof. Frost inquired.

      “YES!” She cried without a moments hesitation. “The biggest I’ve had!”

      I became smaller and smaller as Prof. Frost took my wife right in front of me, fucking her in ways I never had, making her say things I had never heard her say. I had never truly pleased Amy, had never given her what she wanted – what she needed.

      He inched his way into her, his massive cock entering her wet pussy, inch-after-inch, until his big cock was all the way inside of her. He pulled out before slamming back in, his entire, massive length, sliding into her without trouble.

      Prof. Frost reached forward and grabbed her hair, pulling it roughly. Amy moaned like a common whore as the older man fucked her relentlessly, using her body for his pleasure. Despite his old age he had the stamina of a twenty-year old, slamming his cock into her over and over again.

      I did not dare look away. My eyes were glued to his massive prick as he used my wife’s married cunt over and over again.

      “Tell him you’re a slut,” Prof. Frost grunted through his teeth as he pounded my wife’s slutty pussy.

      “I’m a slut!” She cried. “I’m your slut! Fuck me, make me come!”

      “Pull out your cock, Petey,” Prof. Frost gruffed at me.

      I did as he commanded, taking my own, much smaller, cock out of my pants. I stroked myself as I watched his older man dominate my wife.

      “You’re even smaller than I thought, no wonder your wife needs other cocks,” he sneered at me. “Put that thing in her mouth and shut her up!”

      I walked around the table. Amy already had her mouth wide open, her tongue stretched out.

      “Cum in my mouth, baby,” my wife egged me on. “Cum in me as Prof. Frost floods my pussy with his cum”

      I barely held out for two strokes. Hearing my own wife speaking so filthy to me, having her suck my cock while my old professor fucked her senseless - it was more than I could handle. Her entire body shook and jiggled with each thrust Frost gave, forcing more and more of my cock down her throat. She sucked on it relentlessly, taking me as far down her throat as possible.

      In all our years of marriage she had never even attempted to deep-throat me, and now here she was: Taking all of it, without a hint of trouble. Mind blowing.

      “Oh god,” I gasped as I shot my load in her mouth. Amy moaned approvingly, swallowing each spurt of cum instantly, licking and sucking for more. The stories were true. My wife was a bona fide cum slut. Tonight she had shown me her true nature.

      This was the start of our new life together. She needed cocks - and I was going to make sure she was properly satisfied. Isn’t that what marriage is about after all, pleasing your partner in every way possible? Sacrificing your happiness for theirs, even if that meant letting an old man blow his load inside of her sloppy, raw cunt?

      “How is he?”

      “So good!” She answered instantly, her eyes searching for mine. I saw something I had never seen before. Prof. Frost’s big cock was bringing her pleasure, bringing her to paradise. He was, simply put, better than me.

      “He’s so big, Pete!” She continued. “His cock is so big, he fills me so good!”

      “Have you missed it?” I heard myself say. I needed to know - for me, for her. For us.

      “YES!” She screamed. “Oh god, I’ve missed it! I’ve missed big cocks filling me from both sides, I’ve missed being used, I’ve missed men using my body for their pleasure, I’ve missed the pain, the pleasure, the lust, the cum, oh god I’ve missed the cum, I want it everywhere, in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass!”

      My cock sprung back to life after hearing this illicit confessions from my wife. We were staring into each others eyes, and we had never been more connected. We understood each other perfectly. She needed this - and I was not going to deny her all this pleasure.

      “Do you still love me?” She asked, her voice shaking with each thrust of Prof. Frost.

      I nodded. “I do.”

      “I’m glad I’ve helped you two lovebirds come closer together now,” Prof. Frost said smugly. “Now come here, Pete, and I’ll show you what to do with a proper slut.”

      I walked around the table, eager to see what he was going to do next. He commanded my wife to turn around and lie down on the table on her back.

      She did so, pulling her knees up to her chest so her pussy was readily available.

      “Look at it,” Prof. Frost commanded me. He grabbed the back of my neck and forced me to lie my head down on her tummy. Her used, red pussy was now only inches from my face. I saw it was gaping open now, spread beyond its previous limits by the professor’s large cock.

      The intoxicating smell - a poignant mixture of her and Prof. Frost’s juices - filled my nostrils.

      Frost lined up the big, purple head of his cock with her wet pussy. Slowly he slid into her, sliding inch after inch of his big pole into my wife’s pussy, only inches from my face. For the first time I saw how big it truly was, and how her pussy was stretching to accommodate his size, and gripping his thickness.

      “You see? That’s what she needs. A big, thick cock to stretch out that slutty pussy.”

      I nodded. I saw it. I saw what a proper fucking looked like, what she had been missing all these years.

      “Now hold my balls.”

      I glanced up at him, unsure what to do.

      “Hold my balls while I fuck your slut!”

      I reached out my hand and cupped his giant balls, touching another mans privates for the first time in my life. To my surprise they were smooth to the touch. I slowly kneaded them as he jack-hammered his thick cock into my wife.

      Suddenly his balls contracted. They shook and shivered, jiggling about. At that very instant, the cum was working its way from his giant testicles, and through his impressive manhood, straight into my wifes gaping pussy!

      Prof. Frost grunted through his teeth as he pumped my wife full of cum. He shot wave after wave of his sticky white seed into her, coating her insides with his semen.

      His orgasm was so powerful, it triggered Amy’s as well. She moaned and trembled as pleasure flowed through her body, Prof. Frost firing rope after rope of cum directly into her pleasure zone.

      After a solid ten pumps, Prof. Frost’s cock popped out of her cunt. Semen immediately flowed out, pooling between her legs. I stared mesmerized at the cum running out of her - he must have came a whole gallon! I did not let go of his balls, squeezing and massaging them in my hand, coaxing every last drop out of him.

      “I hope you two have learned your lesson.” The professor’s dick was still swinging proudly between his legs, dripping with my wife’s slick juices. Her pussy was filled to the brim with his cum. It was dribbling down her legs, sliding past her anus.

      I reached down and ran my tongue up and down her wet slit, licking and teasing her swollen clit, not caring about the bitter taste of the professors semen I was licking up.

      Amy held the back of my head tightly, forcing my head down further as I licked her to a second orgasm. I nearly suffocated as I sucked on her creamed pussy - she was holding me down with all her strength, forcing me to eat the professor’s creampie. I did so willingly, sliding my tongue into her wetness as far as it went.

      “YESSS!” She cried as I flicked my tongue rhythmically against her clit. “I’M COMING!!”

      I was glad I could still make her cum. We shared a deep, passionate kiss, exchanging our fluids without a care in the world. Prof. Frost was right - we had both learned our lesson, and he had opened Pandora’s box. Our marriage would never be the same again..
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      I knew my jock roommates were trouble.. but I had no idea they'd take my girlfriend in front of me!

      Eric is reluctant to introduce his untouched girlfriend Julie to his two roommates. There's Tony, the captain of the university's rowing team, and his best friend Blake, one of the better rugby players on the university's squad. The two jocks have no interest in Eric whatsoever - until they meet Julie.

      Julie is smitten with the assertive and commanding Tony, and much to Eric's dismay, he uses his power to take the innocent girlfriend and share her with his best mate Blake. Eric can only watch as the two jocks fill her completely..

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken by my Roommates

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      I knew my roommates were going to be a pain in the ass the moment I met them - but I had no clue they were going to steal my girlfriend from right under my nose!
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        * * *

      

      “Don’t worry, my roommates aren’t home,” I told my lovely girlfriend Julie as I opened the door for her and let her in. I was stoked they were out, because those two jocks never gave me a moments peace. There was Tony, the captain of the university’s rowing club, and Blake, one of the better rugby player on our uni’s squad. They were best mates, and they subletted a small room - barely more than a closet - to me. I had to take it, for there were simply no other available rooms in the area that I could afford.

      Julie wandered through the grand apartment, wide-eyed. “Wow, Eric, this is great!” She brushed a strand of her blonde hair out of her face as she smiled at me. “How can you afford such a place?”

      I grimaced. “Wait till you see my room, babe.” All the stuff she was gawking at - the fine dining room table, the luxurious chesterfield couch, the lavish carpet - belonged to the two mates. They both came from wealthy families, and they weren’t shy about it either. I had asked them why they were renting out a room to me, because they obviously didn’t need the money. Tony sheepishly admitted his father owned the place, and long story short, forced him to take a roommate after they argued about financial matters.

      That also explained why the two jocks weren’t keen on having me around. I was an unwilling intruder in their lives - a constant reminder that their fathers had all the real power. Or they were just utter dicks. Either way, they made life hard for me, calling me names, stealing my food, blasting music at night. I kept up with it in order to keep the peace, while I desperately searched for a new apartment. Without much luck.

      “Here, this is my room.”

      I opened the door to the small room - it was barely big enough to fit my bed and a chair. Julie’s brow furrowed.

      “It’s not much, but, it’s home..”

      “Don’t worry, it’s fine,” Julie said, but I could tell she was disappointed. “At least you have a big living room, right?”

      “Sure,” I answered. I hadn’t told her I avoided the common areas as much as possible, and I wasn’t about to either. “Come here,” I said as I patted the spot on the bed next to me.

      Julie hesitated. “We could watch a movie? I saw you have a big TV.”

      The corner of my mouth twitched. That was Tony’s flatscreen - he explicitly told me not to use it.. But he was not due back for another two hours. I decided to risk it.

      “Sure thing, babe!”

      We cuddled up on the couch as we watched some romantic comedy. Julie laid her head down on my chest, snuggling up close to me. Her hair smelled like banana and honey. I kissed the top of her head, drinking in her scent.

      For a moment, everything was perfect. And then I heard the key turn in the lock.

      Julie popped her head up. “I think your roommates are home.”

      “I know,” I said, shifting uncomfortably. They had no idea I had a girlfriend. I didn’t tell them shit. I hoped with all my heart they would be on their best behavior. Normally they were never home before 10 pm. Just my luck!

      “Hey dickless! Why the fuck is the TV on, how many times do I have to — oh hello there! Blake, come here mate!” Tony switched from cussing me out to flirting with my girlfriend in the blink of an eye. Blake stormed in the room, and he was as surprised as Tony as to see me with an attractive girl. They had both headed home straight from practice, and they were still sweaty and gross.

      The two jocks shook my girl’s hand, while they both checked her out. Behind her back they were giving me the thumbs up - along with some more vulgar gestures. “Eric never said he was dating!” Blake said.

      “Oh, you! What, are you ashamed of me or something?” Julie laughed as she playfully slapped my arm. I couldn’t help but notice Julie was grinning like an idiot as her eyes shifted towards the two muscular, sweaty men.

      “Sorry about that,” Tony said when he caught her looking. “We both came home straight from practice. I must smell like a dog.”

      “You smell fine,” Julie said softly. I was annoyed - did I hear that right?

      He took off his shirt, revealing his impeccable six-pack, as he strutted towards the shower. Julie blushed and she tried to look away, but I could see she was glancing at him from the corner of her eyes.

      “We’ll leave you two lovebirds alone,” Blake winked as he went to his room.

      The moment they both left Julie couldn’t stop gushing about them.

      “You never told me your roommates were so.. fit!” She blabbed. “Are you guys friends? Do you hang out?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes,” I lied. “We go our separate ways, most of the time.” I was beyond annoyed that my Julie was so obviously smitten with my roommates - couldn’t she see they were jerks? - but I was glad they didn’t tease me in front of her. I took her back to my room before they came back, and we spent the night sleeping in each other’s arms.

      The next morning, after she had left, Tony and Brad were shooting questions at me.

      “Where’d a guy like you score such a hottie? Damn bro!” Tony hooted. I ate my cereal in silence, trying my best to ignore him, even though I secretly enjoyed their approval.

      Blake laughed. “There’s hope for you after all! Cheer up, dickless!”

      “I’d never have thought.. You’ve been holding out on us, man! Congrats!”

      Tony punched me on the arm, causing me to spill cereal all over my shirt.

      “My bad,” he laughed.

      “This is my only clean shirt,” I whined, trying desperately to wipe the milk off.

      “Stop whining, you big pussy. Is your girl coming back next weekend?”

      “Maybe,” I said. She was, but I didn’t want these two around to ruin it for me.

      “That’s a yes!” Blake chimed in. “Our man is getting some pussy!”

      “She’s a freak, isn’t she? How often does she want it? I can tell when girls have crazy eyes, and I’m telling you, Julie has got some crazy fucking eyes man! Never thought I’d say this, but I’m jealous of you, dickless.”

      “I don’t know,” I murmured under my breath. I wanted nothing more than to leave, I was growing tired of this conversation.

      “What do you mean, you don’t know?!” Tony said, raising his voice.

      “We haven’t.. You know.. Forget it,” I mumbled. I saw their eyes grow wide and I instantly regretted ever opening my mouth.

      “Don’t tell me you haven’t.. He hasn’t! He fucking hasn’t! Can you believe this guy?” Tony was laughing in my face as he said this.

      Blake couldn’t keep a straight face either. “You have to be fucking with us. You’re telling me you haven’t given it to her? But she spent the night?! Are you two virgins?”

      I put my bowl in the sink and slinked back to my room, avoiding any eye contact, but my red cheeks gave me away. The two jocks knew our secret - we were both virgins, even though we were dating for over a year. Julie said she wasn’t ready, and I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, so I hadn’t made a move yet.

      I could hear them laughing all the way from my room. “If you don’t have what it takes, sent her to my room, dickless! I’ll show her what she’s missing out on,” Tony needled.

      I avoided them as much as I could all week, and I tried to change my plans with Julie, but she wouldn’t bulge. She was going to spend the night at my place and that was final. Begrudgingly I agreed.

      Julie wore a floral dress that Saturday - several inches shorter than she usually does. It accentuated her baby blue eyes perfectly. I hoped she wore it for my benefit. I took her out for dinner and a movie, minimizing the time we’d spend at my place, but of course, there was no avoiding it.

      I guided her straight to my room, saying a cursory ‘hello’ to Tony and Blake as we walked past them. Their eyes followed her hips, which seemed to have just a bit more swing in them than usual, but I could have been mistaken.

      I kissed her passionately once we got to my room. All the teasing had gotten me worked up.

      “What’s gotten into you?” Julie laughed as I kissed her neck.

      “I want you,” I breathed heavily.

      “I know that, silly, but we can take our time.”

      “I don’t want to take our time, I want you now!” I pleaded.

      Rather than give in to my desire, Julie frowned. “I know this is hard, but this is not the time. Your roommates are right there, you know.”

      “What does it matter?”

      “What do you think I am?” She hissed. “Some hussy?”

      “I’m sorry,” I apologized. I’d fucked up. “You just look amazing tonight.”

      “Hmpfh,” she snooted. “..go on.”

      I laid the compliments on thick, telling her how beautiful her hair was, how lovely her eyes were, and how kissable her lips were. She slowly thawed, letting me run my fingers through her hair as I praised her beauty.

      She kissed me on the lips, cheekily darting her tongue into my mouth. “You’re an amazing boyfriend, Eric.. But it’s getting late. We should go to bed.”

      I raised my eyebrows, and she hit me with a pillow.

      “To sleep, you horndog!”

      “Just keeping our options open,” I grinned.

      She took off her dress to reveal the beautiful, see-through, black, lacy underwear she was wearing underneath. She had never worn something so sexy before.

      “Wow,” I mouthed.

      She smiled at me, crinkling her nose. “You like?”

      “Uh-huh,” I nodded dumbfounded.

      “Thought so.”

      She removed the bra, letting her full breasts hang free, before she put on one of my shirts she uses to sleep in. I was already laying in bed, waiting for her to join me.

      Julie climbed into bed with me, but suddenly sprang up.

      “I almost forgot to brush my teeth!”

      “What does it matter?”

      She shrugged and walked towards the door. I sat up straight. “You can’t go out like that, my roommates are home!”

      Julie grinned wickedly at me. “Like you said.. What does it matter?”

      She left the door open behind her as she glided into the hall, leaving me alone with a dry mouth and a thumping heart. I couldn’t believe Julie, my Julie, would walk to the bathroom wearing only a pair of see-through panties and a shirt!

      I waited with bated breath, trying to pick up every sound, but the only thing I heard was my heart beating in my throat. A minute passed with no signs of my girl. Slowly I crept out of bed, and I peeked my head around the corner.

      To my dismay I saw Tony standing in the hall, lounging in front of the open bathroom door, chatting to Julie. He was wearing nothing but pajama pants - his chest was bare, and the light from the bathroom illuminated every muscle in his toned body.

      It was obvious they were checking each other out - even from my hidden vantage point I could read their body language clear as day. Julie was running her hands through her hair, twirling a strand around her index finger as she chatted with him. Tony’s eyes were running up and down her body, he wasn’t even trying to be coy about it.

      I ducked back into the room, not wanting to get caught peeping. My stomach was in knots - what should I do? Before I had a chance to act, Julie skipped into my room. She was radiating, her face fixed in a wide ear-to-ear-smile.

      I couldn’t help but notice her nipples had perked up as well - the two stiff diamond cutters were clearly visible through the thin fabric of her shirt. Tony had gotten an eyeful.

      She climbed into bed with me, uncharacteristically placing her hand on my crotch. To my surprise, my cock was hard and throbbing. In my turmoil, I hadn’t noticed my dick had gotten quite hard.

      “What do we have here?” She moaned into my neck as she grabbed my cock and roughly started to jerk me off. I gasped for air as she moved her hand up and down, the sensations quickly becoming to much to bear. I groped her body, digging my fingers into her soft skin as she beat me off.

      “I think your roommate saw me,” she whispered into my ear, and my cock swelled in size almost instantly. “Oh, did you like that?” She continued, using her other hand to softly knead my balls.

      I had no idea what had come over her - this was not like her at all! Her libido was in overdrive.

      “Cum for me,” she hissed, moving her face closer to my cock. “Do it!”

      She flicked her tongue against the head of my cock, and I came instantly. Julie squealed gleefully as I shot my load all over myself. She kept stroking my cock, making sure I deposited every last drop of cum I had on my own stomach.

      “Wow, there’s so much,” she said, mesmerized by my seed. She rubbed her fingers in it, massaging it into my skin. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, her breathing labored. I had never seen her so turned on before in my life, and in the back of my head, I knew it wasn’t because of me.

      I nodded off, the post-orgasmic sleepiness overwhelming me. I awoke a short while later because the bed was rocking slightly. I peeked through my eyelids and to my shock I noticed Julie was moving her hands under the covers. She was rubbing herself off, right next to me! In all of our time together, she had never played with herself in front of me, or even discussed such a matter.

      I contemplated offering to finish the job for her, but I was too eager to see what she did when she thought I wasn’t looking. I could see her pretty face from the corner of my eye. Her eyes were shut tight, a pleasurable grimace etched on her face as she rubbed the top of her fingers against her clit. Her mouth was shaped like an O, her breathing heavy as she got herself off. I could tell she was close.

      “Oh Tony,” she moaned as she came, her entire body trembling and shaking. Her legs moved against mine as pleasure overwhelmed her, her body curling up. She snuggled up against me, intertwining her legs with mine, and within a minute she was snoring.

      Had I heard that right?!

      I laid awake, thinking. Did she say my roommates name? She had, didn’t she? Or.. maybe I had just imagined it. The covers were rustling, her voice was barely audible.. She could have said anything, really. The more time passed, the surer I became I had imagined the whole bloody thing.

      But still, a speck of doubt lingered..
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        * * *

      

      Tony’s and Blake’s demeanor changed significantly the next week. They called me by my actual name, and were no longer making fun of me. Tony apologized for his previous conduct, and invited me and Julie out for drinks coming Saturday to make up for his rude behavior. He would be buying.

      I didn’t want to go, but Julie insisted we’d take him up on his offer. She told me it would be rude to turn down such a generous offer, and I had to admit, I enjoyed this new Tony a whole lot more than the old one. After some hemming and hawing, I said yes. Looking back, the warning signs were obvious, but at the time, I was still clueless.

      Saturday rolled around and Tony and Blake took Julie and I to a local bar. My girlfriend was wearing a short, black leather dress that I had never seen before. She looked stunning. Her black eyeliner accentuated her sensuous, erotic look. Every guy in the whole damn bar was checking her out. It made me uncomfortable.

      Julie, however, was reveling in the attention. She was clearly enjoying the night out, and she conversed enthusiastically with Tony. I felt like a third feel as I downed my drinks. Bars weren’t really my scene - the music was too loud, and I wasn’t much of a drinker. Blake made the token effort of trying to strike up a conversation with me, but we really shared no similar interests.

      Tony kept buying, and we all kept drinking, one shot after another. My vision quickly turned woozy.

      “Are you okay?” Blake asked me as he saw my face turn white.

      “I’m fine,” I slurred, gripping the table tightly. The room started spinning, and I had to hold on to the table to prevent myself from sliding out of the booth.

      “We’ve got to get him home, dude’s a lightweight,” Blake told Tony.

      “Already? But we just got here,” I heard Julie protest.

      “We’ve got plenty of drinks back home, don’t worry,” Tony assured her.

      The last thing I remember was struggling to walk back home with my arm around Blake’s shoulder. Tony and Julie were walking in front of us, and I clearly remember being perplexed because Tony’s arm was around Julie’s shoulder, and she was leaning into him.
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        * * *

      

      I awoke, alone and in the dark. My head was pounding, a throbbing dull pain filling my skull. I struggled to make sense of the world. Where the hell was I?

      Slowly but surely, the pieces fell into place. I remembered going out for drinks.. A lot of drinks. My stomach rumbled, and my mouth tasted like an ashtray. I needed water. I stumbled towards the bathroom, having to hold on the wall to prevent myself from throwing up. Oh god. I was never drinking again.

      I guzzled cold water straight from the faucet, and I sobered up enough to wonder where Julie was. She hadn’t been in bed next to me. What time was it? I shuffled into the hallway. Light was coming from the living room, and the sounds of laughter bounced off the walls. Curiosity got the best of me, and I peeked around the corner. What I saw there made me freeze dead in my tracks.

      Tony and Blake were sitting on the couch, next to each other - completely naked. Their large, thick cocks were standing straight up in the air, like a mast. Julie was kneeling in front of them, wearing nothing but black, lacy lingerie, admiring their engorged members. Compared to their large, muscled frames, Julie looked petite.

      “See, told you,” Tony gloated.

      “Wow,” Julie mouthed. “Are all cocks this big?”

      Blake and Tony exchanged smug looks - and they quickly fistbumbed.

      “All the good ones are,” Tony winked. “You’ve seen ours, now it’s time to show yours.”

      “I’m not done looking yet,” Julie said with a sly smile. She was examining every inch of their throbbing members, leaning in close to catch every last detail.

      Jealousy gripped my heart like an icy glove. She had never marveled at my cock like that - she was absolutely mesmerized. How did this happen? One moment we were out drinking.. And now she’s in her underwear, my roommates are naked, and their thick cocks are throbbing only inches from her face! What the hell happened in the past couple of hours?!

      Tony grabbed her hand and placed it on his swollen cock. “Here, feel it,” he said.

      “I shouldn’t,” she said, but she made no attempt to stop him. She wrapped her fingers around his hard member. Without being ordered to, she slowly started to jerk her hand up and down, her fingers running up and down his length.

      “I can feel it pulse,” she grinned, enthralled by the monster cock in her hand. Seeing she was game, Blake grabbed her other hand and placed it on his pole. She stroked both cocks up and down, her eyes shifting from one throbbing, hard cock to the other. She was like a kid in a candy-store, admiring the two poles.

      Not in a million years would I have imagined that Julie, my virgin girlfriend, would jerk off my two jock roommates while I was supposedly asleep in the other room! I couldn’t look away as Tony grabbed the back of her head and pulled her head closer to his cock. I knew what was about to happen - but I couldn’t turn away.

      Julie obediently opened her mouth and wrapped her red lips around the purple, engorged head of Tony’s cock. She flicked out her tongue, running it up and down the length of his cock. Tony grabbed the base of his cock and slapped the head of it against my girlfriends outstretched tongue.

      Blake joined in, and the two toned studs smacked their cocks against my willing girlfriend’s cheeks. She giggled as the two big cocks vied for her attention.

      I couldn’t take it anymore. I sprinted back to the bathroom, my stomach bubbling. I threw up in the toilet. How could this be happening? As hard as I tried to forget what I had just seen, the image of my girlfriend willingly wrapping her hot little tongue around Tony’s giant cock was burned into my retina. Every time I closed my eyes I saw it right in front of me, as clear as day. I would never forget that moment.

      I drank as much water as my body could stand at the moment. After ten minutes had passed, I had regained enough strength that I could once again walk. I tip-toed back to my room, eager to pass out once again and hopefully awake from this nightmare.. But the sounds I heard drew me back to the living room.

      “Oh yes, oh god, oh-mmmphhf!”

      I had to see what was happening. I crept to living room and peeked around the corner. I wish I hadn’t.

      Tony had Julie bouncing on his lap, while Blake had his big cock stuffed into her mouth. My knees wobbled and I had to grip the wall tightly. My Julie was being fucked - by my bully!

      She was still wearing that black lingerie - but her panties were pulled to the side. She was bouncing up and down Tony’s lap, facing away from him - giving me a straight, clear view of the penetration. His massive, thick cock plowed into her tiny, wet pussy, over and over again. She had taken the whole length of it inside of her - a fact that shocked me. Her eyes were closed, a look of pure bliss on her pretty little face.

      Meanwhile Blake was standing on the couch next to Tony, offering his manmeat to Julie’s wanton mouth - and she was eagerly sucking on his cock, his manhood muffling her erotic moans. He had his hand on her hair as he fucked her face, slamming his cock down her throat.

      I watched helplessly as these two muscled studs thoroughly fucked my lovely girlfriend from both sides, using her body for their pleasure.

      I ducked back into my room before they caught me staring - this was humiliating enough as it was. I laid down in my bed, darkness enveloping me.
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        * * *

      

      I awoke startled.

      “Ah!”

      “Mmm, what is it baby?” A sleepy Julie asked me as she wrapped her arm around my waist, pulling me back into bed.

      “I had this.. Crazy dream,” I said.

      “Dreams are dreams,” she mumbled. “It’s early.”

      I looked at my girlfriend. Her blonde hair was tussled, a sleepy smile on her pretty face. This angel would never betrayed me. It must have been some alcohol-fueled nightmare.

      “I guess,” I said, lying back down in bed. Julie wrapped her body around mine, and I kissed the top of her head. A voice in the back of my mind told me to check her pussy for cum, but I pushed that thought out of my mind. What kind of insecure boyfriend would do such a thing?

      That morning I paid special attention to Julie, Tony and Blake, but there was nothing suspicious about their behavior. When I asked what happened last night they said they put me to sleep, had a nightcap and then called it a night as well. I studied their expressions like a hawk, looking for minuscule clues, knowing looks, anything that would give them away.. But I saw nothing.

      They made fun of me for being such a lightweight, and Tony said we were welcome to join them again next week. Before I had a chance to decline, Julie had already accepted, smiling brazenly at me. I tried to protest, but she shot me down.

      “We should get out more, Eric! It’s fun. Try not to drink so much this time,” she added with a wink.

      It was settled, we were going.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      All week I was in turmoil. What had I really seen, and what had I imagined? I was so sure at first, but with every passing day, my doubt started to grow. I couldn’t make sense of it anymore. The black-out, the dreams, what I thought I saw.. It all started to run together. I was sure about one thing though: That Saturday I was going to stay sober.

      Unfortunately, that was a promise I couldn’t keep. Tony brought us a round of drinks - there wasn’t a question involved. I decided to nurse my drink for as long as possible, opting not to drown myself in my sorrow.

      I was sitting next to Julie at our table at the bar, while Tony and Blake sat across from us. They were chatting about the sports they both played, and Julie was firing questions at them at a rapid rate. I feigned interest, but honestly, I couldn’t care less.

      After I came back from the bathroom I was surprised to see Tony had taken my place - he was now sitting shoulder-to-shoulder with my girlfriend, as they talked softly to another.

      “What the hell?” I said.

      “Oh, hey Eric, I was just explaining rowing to Julie, I’m sure you don’t mind,” the jock grinned at me. Julie didn’t even glance at me - she was too busy ogling his biceps.

      “What’s there to explain, you row a fucking boat,” I grumbled as I sat down next to Blake.

      “Nobody likes a sore loser,” Blake said as he took a sip of his beer.

      Begrudgingly I listened in to Tony explain the intricacies of professional rowing to my girlfriend - who to my dismay seemed to hang on every word. Tony bragged about how demanding the sport was, showing off his large muscles.

      “It’s incredibly demanding, only the strongest make it to the team,” he said smugly, looking me dead in the eyes.

      I’d had more than enough. “Can we go home?” I chirped. “I can’t stand this bar.”

      Julie pouted. “You’re such a killjoy, Eric,” she moaned.

      “Fuck it, I’m out,” I said, slamming my beer down.

      “Hold on, hold on, we’ll go,” Tony said. “There will be no lovers quarrel because of me. Besides, I know a fun game we can play.”

      Once we got to the house, Tony revealed the game he had in mind: Strip poker. Julie’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree

      “No way,” I said right away. “No way!”

      “Come on,” Julie whined. “It’s just a game! This is part of the college experience!”

      “You’re my girlfriend for Christ’s sakes!”

      “Don’t you trust me?” She said with wounded eyes. Blake shook his head at me.

      “I’m sorry for causing a fight,” Tony said. “It was a bad idea. We can go do something else.”

      “No, we’re playing!” Julie said fiercely, grabbing the deck of cards. “And Eric can stay and play, or he can go to his little room, I don’t care.”

      Her attitude caught me by surprise. This wasn’t like her usual self.

      “Okay, okay,” I said. “We’ll play I guess.”

      There was no way I would leave her alone with these two studs - and I couldn’t forbid her from playing without acting like a giant tool and jeopardizing my entire relationship.

      Tony dealt us our cards and the game was on. Tony was the first to lose a hand - and he opted to take off his shirt, exposing his muscled frame to us. Blake followed his lead, showing off his washboard abs. Julie was next in line. I hoped that she would go for something cheeky like an earring, or a sock - but she was having none of that.

      She got up from her chair, doing a spin in front of us while she smiled devilishly. She offered her back to me.

      “Unzip me,” she said.

      “W-what,” I stammered.

      “Unzip me,” she said forcefully. It wasn’t a question.

      I realized I was fighting a losing battle. I thought that, if I was there, I could keep Julie from acting out, but now I saw how foolish I was. She was completely under my roommates spell, and my presence didn’t chance that.

      Obediently I unzipped my girlfriends dress, revealing her lingerie-clad body to my two jock roommates. She let the dress shimmer off her shoulders and drop to the floor. Underneath she was wearing pristine white lingerie - another set I had never seen before. I realized she bought it for tonight. Perhaps this had been the plan all along.

      She sat back down and dealt the next hand. A few hands later it started to dawn on me that all three of them were doing their best to lose as quickly as possible. Tony and Blake had stripped down to their boxers, meanwhile, I was still fully dressed. Julie was down to her bra and panties when she lost another hand.

      “What should I take of now?” She grinned.

      “Lose the bra,” Tony quickly said.

      I tried to intervene. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, guys,” I said weakly.

      “Okay, how about a lap dance instead?”

      Julie’s eyes lit up. She got up and strutted towards Tony, swaying her hips as she walked around the table. The small panties she was wearing had crept up her butt cheeks, exposing her luscious, round butt to my roommates. I swallowed, my mouth dry, as Tony slid his chair back and made room for my lovely girlfriend.

      “I don’t think..” I stammered, trying to stand up for myself, but no one was listening to me.

      Julie climbed on Tony’s lap, grabbing his hands and placing them firmly on her butt-cheeks. He squeezed her ass, his fingers digging into her soft skin. She started gyrating on his lap, grinding her crotch against his. I was painfully aware that only two thin layers of fabric separated Tony’s big cock from my girlfriends pussy.

      The bulge in his boxers was huge - and the head of his cock was poking out the top. The jock ran his hands up and down my girlfriend’s back, touching her soft skin, groping her many curves. In one quick movement he unhooked her bra, and Julie let it slide off her shoulders. His hands immediately went for her large, round breasts, squeezing them roughly. Julie threw her head back, moaning in ecstasy as Tony squeezed her tits right in front of me.

      “She’s really getting into it, huh,” Blake said as he nudged me. He was right. I watched breathlessly as my girlfriend gave Tony the lap dance of a lifetime. Blake was absentmindedly rubbing his own bulge - I had no doubt he was next in line.

      Tony moved his hands down to her ass, roughly yanking her panties to the side. Her pussy was dripping wet and slick with juices, and his fingers found his way inside of her cunt easily.

      “Damn, look how wet your girl is,” Blake said as we both watched Tony finger my girlfriend. They were both going to fuck her, like they did last week, only this time, they were not even bothering to be coy about it.

      My stomach was in knots as I saw Tony pull his boxers down to his ankles, his naked cock now rubbing against Julie’s wet folds. She slid her pussy up and down the length of his cock, making his pole slick and shiny. I couldn’t believe she would act so brazen, right in front of me.

      The unavoidable happened. Tony moved his hips, and suddenly, his thick cock slid all the way inside of her wet cunt.

      “Oh god!” She cried out, the pleasure tangible in her quivering voice. All pretense of a dance had now gone as Tony started jack-hammering his thick cock into my girlfriends wet cunt. He held her by her waist as he pounded all eight inches of his pole into her.

      “Yeah, fuck that slut, Tony,” Blake said lewdly as he rubbed his own cock.

      I was mesmerized. Tony, the guy who I hated more than anything, who had made my life miserable, had in the span of a few short weeks transformed Julie from my prim and proper virgin girlfriend into a nymphomaniac slut that was riding his cock in front of me. I was utterly defeated and humiliated, and all I could do was reach into my pants and jerk off as this stronger, better man fucked my girlfriend in ways I never had, or even could.

      “Oh, oh oh,” Julie moaned, her orgasm getting nearer. “Fuck me, Tony! Fuck me like you did last week!”

      I was stunned to hear those words. It hadn’t been a dream at all - it was the nasty reality. Blake wasn’t content to wait for his turn - he kicked off his boxers and took his place behind Julie. He grabbed her ass, spreading it wide open as he rubbed the head of his cock against her asshole.

      “Yes! Use me in all my holes!” Julie cried.

      Flabbergasted, I watched Blake push his thick cock into my girlfriends - virgin? - asshole. Julie moaned, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain, as the thick pole entered her tight ass. The two mates fucked her rhythmically, both cocks sliding in and out of her, like a well-oiled fuck machine.

      They used her body for their pleasure, driving both cocks into her, filling her up beyond her limits. She threw her head back in euphoria as the two studs fucked her to new heights, showing no signs of fatigue as they kept their insane pace.

      Julie’s body went limp as pleasure overwhelmed her, her body trembling and shaking as her orgasm wrecked her body, as the two thick cocks inside of her brought her indescribable pleasure. I had an obscene, downright vulgar view of the illicit fucking - I had a clear view of her two holes as the thick, veiny cocks slammed into her pussy and ass. I was angry, hurt, jealous - and surprisingly turned on. In a peculiar way I was happy see Julie getting pleasured so - I knew damn well I could never please a woman like these guys could.

      In unison, my two roommates came inside my girlfriend. Tony filled her used pussy with his cum, while Blake shot his load straight into her slick asshole. Julie moaned lewdly that she could feel their cocks throbbing and exploding inside of her, filling her up to the brim. They fired load after load of their sticky white cum into her.

      When Blake pulled out, her asshole was gaping and dripping with cum. She got off Tony’s lap, her pussy dripping as well, and she hobbled to the bathroom. I quickly went after her.

      “Are you okay?” I asked. A dumb question, but I didn’t know what to say.

      She held one of my shirts between her legs to soak up all the cum that was dripping out of her used holes. She moved it aside to show me her pussy. It was red and swollen, beaten up by Tony’s large cock. Cum was dripping out, sliding down her thighs. She smiled wickedly at me. “I’m more than fine, baby. Did you enjoy the show?”

      I swallowed, my mouth dry. I had no idea what so say.

      “Go to bed, I’ll be right there,” she said.

      I followed her command. I didn’t want to face my roommates, not after they just double teamed my girlfriend right in front of me, that’s for sure! I laid down in my bed and waited for her, quickly dozing off.
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        * * *

      

      I awoke the next morning. Alone. As I ate my cereal, Blake joined me in the kitchen.

      “Morning,” he said. “Get a good nights sleep?”

      I murmured an evasive response.

      “I sure didn’t, Tony kept me up all night,” he yawned. “Some night though, huh?”

      I avoided making eye-contact, my eyes glued to my phone as I read the news. The peace was disturbed by the sounds of rhythmic thumping and bedsprings creaking. My palms got sweaty as I recognized what that was - Tony and Julie had just woken up, and they were having morning sex.

      I tried to ignore it, my face getting red, as Blake grinned at me from across the table.

      “They’re at it again. They’ve been at it all night, I couldn’t get a word in,” he gloated.

      Julie’s load moans bounced off the walls. “Oh, yes, oh Tony, fuck me, fuck my pussy!” She screamed at the top of her lungs. The sounds continued for over twenty minutes, until they finally stopped.

      My girlfriend - or was she Tony’s girlfriend now? - walked into the kitchen wearing only one of Tony’s shirt. She wasn’t even wearing panties - her naked ass and pussy were clearly visible.

      “Hi baby,” she told me as she kissed my cheek. I recoiled, the scent of sex all over her.

      “What’s wrong?” She said, her big blue eyes looking questioningly at me.

      “What’s wrong? What do you think!” I sputtered. “Y-you, you fucked Tony!”

      “Isn’t that what you wanted?”

      I was stunned. “Why would I want that?!”

      “I saw the way you looked at me last night. You didn’t say word, if I recall correctly. You loved watching me get fucked, didn’t you? Didn’t you?”

      My face turned as red as a beet as Julie questioned me. She grabbed my crotch, squeezing it roughly - and finding my cock hard and throbbing. Once again my penis had given me away.

      “Tony told me you were the type of guy who wanted to see his girlfriend get fucked by a big, manly stud,” she whispered into my ear as she gripped my cock. “I didn’t believe him at first, but every time he flirted with me, you got as hard as a rock.. And didn’t say a thing. So I let him fuck me, baby. I let him slide that big, hard cock into my untouched, unprotected little pussy, and he filled me upgood. I was doing it for you.. At first. But now, I can’t get enough. I’m addicted to his big cock, baby. I’m sure you understand, don’t you?”

      She had pulled my cock out my pants and was wanking me off as she told me this. I didn’t want to admit it - but my cock was throbbing, achingly close to orgasm.

      “I’m going to keep fucking him, every time that I can, and if you’re a good boy, you might get to watch. He promised me that he’ll share me with all his friends, and I don’t care, as long as he keeps fucking me. I’ll fuck anyone he wants me to. I’m his slut-girlfriend now.”

      I came. I came harder than I had ever done in my life, shooting my own cum all over my own stomach. Julie smiled wickedly, licking my cum off of her hands.

      That was the start of our new life. Every week Julie comes to visit, but she spends most of her time in Tony’s room. I can hear every moan, every creak of the bed. I cook dinner and do all the little jobs around the house, and if I did well enough, Julie shows me her freshly filled cunt sometimes. She promises me that if I’m nice enough, she might even let me eat Tony’s cum out of her sloppy pussy.

      I tried looking for a new apartment, but honestly, I never put much effort into it. I’m still deeply in love with Julie, and I live for the times I get to hear her get properly fucked..
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      I hope you enjoyed this bundle! I’ve got loads more stories — just check my author page on Amazon! You can see it right here: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele

      

      If you want to be kept up to date with my newest releases, please sign up for my newsletter! You’ll get an exclusive free story, and I’ll drop you a line when I launch a new book. All you got to do is sign up here:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you so much,

      Emilia.
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