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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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      Clothing is optional - wife sharing is mandatory.

      Daniel and Irene are celebrating their engagement by visiting a very special resort in the Caribbean. They know that clothing is optional, but the young couple don't realize that wife sharing is mandatory.

      That's when the naive couple meets Frank, an older, experienced gentleman. He makes it his mission to send Irene home a hotwife, and he's got the tools for the job...
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            Just looking

          

        

      

    

    
      “Oh my god, Daniel,” my fiancée Irene gasps, grabbing my arm tightly. “Look! There!”

      I follow her gaze, at first distracted by a beautiful, busty, fully naked woman walking pasts us. We’ve only just arrived at Sunset City, a clothing-optional resort in the Caribbean, and already I’ve seen more gorgeous, naked women then I’d know what to do with.

      When I see what my soon-to-be-wife is pointing at, my heart skips a beat.

      Holy shit.

      A man, around fifty years of age, is sitting in the shallow water on the edge of the pool. He’s very fit for his age, and his salt-and-pepper hair gives him a sense of authority.

      He’s also totally and completely naked, and two young women are kneeling in front of him, their tongues working their way up his impressive, thick shaft.

      Their naked asses are turned our way, and even from where we’re standing I can see their wet lips glistening in the midday sun. My cock is instantly hard, pushing at the towel that’s folded neatly around my waist.

      I haven’t fully plunged into the nudist lifestyle quite yet, but it only takes me a few seconds of the live, lewd sex show to realize that I didn’t take my fiancée to a nudist resort.

      I took her to a lifestyle resort.

      “Do you want to go back to our room?” I ask, my mouth suddenly dry.

      “Are you kidding? I want to see this!” My fiancée says excitedly, much to my surprise. She walks over to an unclaimed sunbed, and after standing there dumbfounded for a second, I have to run to keep up with her. She spreads her towel on the bed and lies down in her baby-blue bikini.

      The very helpful and beautiful dark-skinned lady at the desk informed us that the entire resort is clothing optional, meaning we could be naked if we wanted to, but we would never be forced to be naked. However, the unwritten rule was that it was expected. I can see how it could be rude to keep your clothes on while you gawked at other people’s naked bodies, but seeing as this was our first time at a place like this, we decided to take it slow, and keep our clothes on for the time being.

      Or so I thought.

      I sit down on a sunbed next to my fiancée and reach for my bag to grab a book I’m going to pretend to read while I drink in the surroundings. The moment I turn around, I’m shocked to see my girlfriend is totally naked.

      Her supple, small breasts and smoothly shaved pussy are totally bared, bathing in the warm, summer sun, her bikini lying on the tiles next to her bed. Her mouth is hanging open slightly, the tip of her tongue wetting her lips as she stares at the threesome taking place only several yards away.

      The man was now furiously making out with one of the girls, the redhead, – she looked to be only a few years older than us – while the brunette was bobbing her head up and down his big cock, slobbering all over it. The man is fingering the redhead, plunging two fingers into her wet cunt, and she moans loudly. He moves his fingers from her pussy to her mouth, and she licks her own juices off the man’s fingers eagerly.

      We are so close I can hear the sounds of the brunette’s sloppy blowjob. I’m at a loss for words, my cock so hard I’m pitching a goofy tent in my swimming trunks. I place my book down on my lap, but it’s not nearly enough to contain my raging erection.

      I can’t help but notice my fiancée’s nipples are as hard as diamonds, and her breathing is getting quicker and quicker. Is she getting off on watching this?

      The man sees me watching him, and nods at me in greeting. I glance away with my cheeks burning red out of shame, being caught peeping, but not my fiancée. She smiles back at the older man, spreading her legs ever so slightly.

      Was that an invitation, or am I seeing things?
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            Just sucking

          

        

      

    

    
      “Can you believe that? They were both sucking his cock, in public! Both of them!”

      I run my tongue up my girlfriend’s slit, my tongue finding her swollen, thumping clit. I can’t believe it, but I can taste that my girlfriend is revved up. She practically dragged me back to our room after the man finished, shooting his cum over the two outstretched tongues in front of him, and forced my head between her legs. Her pussy is sopping wet.

      “Did you see their husbands?”

      “Hm?” I ask, my voice muffled.

      “There were two men, sitting to the side,” she practically hisses as she pushes my face down. My tongue darts past her sensitive asshole, and she moans loudly. She’s never vocalized it, but I know she loves it when I eat her big, round ass.

      I run circles around her sensitive spot before plunging my tongue in. Irene squeezes her own breasts as she continues her filthy, filthy talk.

      “I think they were those girl’s husbands! They were both wearing wedding rings!”

      I lick my way up, back to my fiancée’s clit, flicking my tongue against it. Her hand finds my hair, her fingers grabbing a tight hold as I double down on her swollen nub.

      “Oh yes! Oh – it’s so hot, baby, they just watched… they just watched their own wives suck a man’s cock! An older man! Oh, oh yeah, right there honey. I bet they kissed their husbands right after, too!”

      “Do you think that’s hot?” I ask between licks, surprised and elated my fiancée is being so talkative. I had hoped this vacation would spur some exhibitionism and bootstrap out sex-life, but I never imagined it would go this quickly. We barely spent an hour at the resort and I’m already nose-deep inside her cunt as she tells me she gets off on watching women kiss their husbands with cum-filled mouths.

      “Yessss,” she hisses, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. “Do you think the husband can taste him? Do you think they can taste the cum, the cock on her breath?”

      “I think so,” I say. “Do you see how big his load was?”

      “It was huge!” she screams. “Such a thick, rich load! He covered those girls! They were dripping with his cum!”

      “You sound jealous.”

      My fiancée’s eyes fly open, and she looks down at me with the sexiest look I’ve ever seen. Her hair is tussled from writhing on the bed, her mouth hanging open, a red blush on her cheeks.

      “What if I told you I was?” she asks. “Would you be mad?”

      Holy shit. I can barely contain my excitement. I don’t know what I’d do if I walked out and found very own fiancée kneeling between some stranger’s legs, worshipping his fat cock in public… I’d probably cum on the spot, or die from a heart attack. Or both.

      

      “Look at me,” I say, the tip of my tongue resting on her throbbing clit. “Do I look mad to you?”

      Irene shakes her head. “You look like you love my slutty pussy.”

      “I do,” I say. “I love licking your lovely, slutty, fucking sexy pussy.”

      “Oh, fuck, baby. Lick me! Oh, yeah, right there, oh god!”

      I double down, licking my fiancée like a maniac. She moans, thrashes, and writhes in pleasure, until she comes while screaming her damn heart out.

      What a vacation this will be!
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            Just feeling

          

        

      

    

    
      “Two mojitos please.”

      “Certainly, sir,” the shirtless, dark-skinned bartender replies. He’s built like a linebacker – there’s more muscles in his body that I can count. I wonder how much white pussy he gets. This must be the perfect gig for him; working the bar at a swinger’s resort. A constant, non-stop supply of fresh, married, white pussies at his disposal.

      I look over my shoulder at my fiancée. She’s taken to this resort like a fish takes to water. She’s completely nude – as am I now – and bathing in the warm summer sun next to the pool. I enjoy the men gawking at her as they pass. Everyone wants her, but she’s mine.

      It’s been a few days since our eye-opening meeting, and we’ve been unable to stop touching each other since. The days have passed in a musky, sex-filled haze. So far, we haven’t included anyone else in our lovemaking, though it’s been on both our minds.

      We’re among the youngest couples at the entire resort, and sometimes I can’t help but feel a little intimidated by all the older, sophisticated, well-built men. None have really given me a cause for alarm, though.

      “Here you are, sir,” the bartender says as he places the two strong cocktails in front of me. I thank the man and hand him a tip. I can’t help but wonder if he’s Irene’s type.

      Could I handle seeing her with a black man? Especially one that’s so fit, so muscles, so broad, so tall… so much more of a man than me.

      I shake the thought, because I don’t want to walk back to my wife sporting an erection, but I freeze dead in my tracks when I turn around.

      The man from before, the one with the salt-and-pepper hair, and the thick, long cock is sitting next to Irene, talking her up. She’s laughing, throwing her head back, and in an instant his eyes flicker down and take in her naked, juicy frame.

      With my heart beating in my throat I make my way over to them. What are they talking about? Why is she laughing so much?

      I clear my throat, and the man looks up at me. He’s sitting on my sunbed, totally naked, and I can’t help but glance down at his crotch. His cock is resting against his thigh, but even in this semi-hard state, it’s still bigger than mine.

      Goddamn, what a fucking huge cock that man has.

      “Ah, you must be Daniel,” he says, and he stands up and offers his hand to me.

      I lower the mojitos and shake his hand. His grip is firm and strong – like I expected.

      “This is Frank,” my girlfriend says. “He was just asking us how we like the resort.”

      “Irene said this was your first time here in Sunset City,” he says.

      “Yes, that’s right,” I reply. “It’s been… an eye-opener.”

      Frank laughs. “I didn’t expect anything less. Sunset City will swallow you whole. You’ll never want anything less. This, my friend, is paradise on Earth.”

      “Thanks,” I say.

      “Frank was just asking me if we wanted to join him and his wife for dinner, back at their cabin. They have a little home all to themselves, down at the beach.”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. An evening alone with this sophisticated stud? I can’t un-see the image of the two girls worshipping his cock right on front of us… nor have I forgotten how horny that made my fiancée.

      I haven’t forgotten that she said she was jealous of those girls, jealous of the thick, creamy load they received.

      When in Rome…

      “Sure,” I say, trying to keep my voice from breaking and my hands from shaking. “Sounds like fun!”

      Frank’s devious eyes twinkle. “It will be, I can guarantee it. See you tonight!”

      As I watch the muscled man walk away, I can’t help but feel that this innocuous sounding conversation might have big, big consequences…
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            Just tasting

          

        

      

    

    
      “What are we even supposed to wear?” I ask Irene as I rummage through my suitcase. “Are we supposed to show up naked? Or is that rude? I have no idea!”

      “Calm down,” she replies as she applies the finishing touch to her make-up. “You’re overthinking it. Just wear some boxers and a nice robe. Like me.”

      My fiancée is wearing a beautiful set of red, frilly lingerie – one I had gotten her for our anniversary, and now, she’s about to show it off to another man.

      Why does that thought make me so fucking hard?

      Draped around her shoulders is a see-through nightie. It’s strange how, after a few days of nudity, seeing her curves covered-up is actually more arousing than just seeing all the goods on offer.

      When you’re surrounded by nudity all day, it becomes normal. There’s nothing normal about her lingerie though – that just oozes sex. This excites and worries me in equal measure.

      “What are your plans for tonight?” I ask, my throat suddenly very dry. “Shouldn’t we make some… rules or something? Set up a safety word? Isn’t that what people are supposed to do?”

      Irene smiles at me as if I’m being silly. “Honey, I have nothing planned. What do we need to talk about? Are you expecting me to just drop to my knees and start sucking Frank off the moment we get there?” she laughs.

      Honestly? Yes.

      I expected him to run his hand through my fiancée’s blonde hair, the other one wrapped tightly around the base of his hard, throbbing, erect cock. I expect her to drop to her knees the moment she sees his greatness, and obediently open her young, waiting mouth.

      I expect him to shove his cock down her throat, inch after inch, while looking straight at me and telling me what a good cock-sucker my girl is. I expect him to blow his load into her mouth, and I expect Irene to swallow every last drop like a proper slut.

      That’s the thought that worries or. And excites me. And worries. It’s what I fear. And want.

      Sunset City is a strange place. I can’t believe I’m really letting this happen.
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        * * *

      

      “Ah, you made it!”

      Frank is standing in the door opening, a lush, red robe draped around his shoulders. It’s hanging open, and he’s completely naked underneath. I’m amazed at his fit, muscled body – he’s old enough to be my father, but he’s even more buff than I am!

      Irene smiles approvingly as he lets her pass, and see his eyes following her bouncing bubble butt all the way down the hall.

      “I’m really glad you two came,” Frank says as he shakes my hand.

      “Thanks for having us,” I say, my mouth dry. I try to walk into the room, but Frank holds my arm in place, pulling me close.

      “I have to ask,” he says, his voice a low whisper. “Before I make you uncomfortable. Are you two swingers?”

      I lick my chapped lips. The word ‘no’ is on the tip of my tongue, but I can’t get myself to say it. Instead, I stand frozen, silently debating with myself, as the wicked thought of watching my young fiancée with this sophisticated, suave, older man fills every last inch of my brain.

      Could you imagine? Every time someone asked you how your vacation was, you’d instantly be transported back in time to that moment; the exact moment when you held your future-wife’s hand as another man penetrated her, sliding his big, thick cock into her dripping wet cunt, without a hint of protection in sight…

      The thought is so lurid, so crazy, so damn far out that I’m almost tempted to lie and say yes. Yes Frank, we’re swingers, and we came here to sample your giant cock.

      Then, I see her. Frank’s wife. A mature, red-headed woman, wearing a bright-red see-through nightie, that accentuates her large, round breasts.

      Holy shit what a fucking rack, is all I can think at that moment. I have a thing for older women, and for red heads, and for big, luscious tits, and this woman had all three in abundance.

      “That’s Matilda,” Frank says, his voice still conspiratorially low. “My wife. She loves welcoming new couples to the lifestyle, and she’s got your eyes on your wife. I wanted you to know, so it doesn’t come as a surprise to you later. I don’t want to cause any problems between you two, but most people who come to Sunset City, come here with something special in mind.”

      My heart is beating like a jack-hammer. I do have something special in mind now! The thought of Frank and Irene was already tantalizing enough, but to have such a fiery red-head to myself, to be able to drown myself in her big tits… that’s not an opportunity my cock will allow me to pass up.

      “Irene not my wife, yet,” I say, finding my voice. “We’re engaged, though.”

      Frank raises his eyebrows. “Most people have been married for a few years before they, you know…” he muses. “Very open-minded of you two, I’m impressed.” His eyes seem to glaze over – no doubt he’s imagining how lucky he is to be able to fuck a young man’s fiancée in front of him.

      Fuck, is that really what’s about to happen?

      How the hell is Frank this charming? He whispers a few sweet nothings in my ears and here I am, ready to hand my girlfriend over to him… damn.

      “We have no experience,” I continue, “but we’re curious.”

      Frank nods. “I understand.” He slaps me on the back. “Let’s join our ladies, shall we!”
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        * * *

      

      I thought our accommodations were nice, but that’s nothing compared to Frank and Matilda’s. They have a luxurious sea-side bungalow all to themselves. We shared a delicious, light dinner, during which I could barely stop staring at Matilda’s big, luscious tits. I’ve never seen a pair that’s so big, yet so perfectly formed.

      At one point, Irene told me to take a picture, it would last longer, and Frank just laughed and said ‘we’ll save that for later’. Irene reached under the table to squeeze my knee with a playful smile on her face, and bumped her hand into my rock-hard cock. Her smile only got larger.

      After dinner, we settled down out back, a warm sea-breeze blowing in our hair as we made small talk. It turns out both Frank and his wife are high-profile attorneys, and they both come here every year to let their hair down and unwind. Irene is hanging on their every word as they share their wild stories.

      “What about you two?” Matilda asks, a naughty gleam in her eyes. “How did you get started in the lifestyle?”

      A blush instantly forms on my fiancée’s cheeks. “Actually, we… you know…”

      “You what?” Matilda asks.

      “Haven’t… actually… you know…”

      She raises her eyebrows questionably. “Speak up, dear.”

      “We have not… uhm…”

      Irene’s face is now as red as a tomato. She’s normally very outgoing, but the mature couple is making her nervous. I’m enjoying watching her stumble over her words for a change. So far this vacation, it’s only been me who has been at a complete loss for words.

      “You haven’t fucked anyone else?” Matilda says. The smile on her red lips tells me she loves watching my young girlfriend squirm. “You haven’t sampled other cocks? You haven’t blown a stranger? You haven’t had a big black cock fill every inch of you? You haven’t swallowed loads from three different men at the same time? You haven’t had one cock in your ass and cunt at the same time?”

      If Irene could sink through the floor out of embarrassment, she would have. I can’t help but laugh at the absurdity of the situation. She wanted to come here and show off her curves, but now that we’re actually taking about sex, she gets shy!

      “Don’t mind her,” Frank says. “My wife is just teasing you.”

      “I’m not,” Matilda smirks. “I’m telling you dear, you haven’t lived until you’ve had two cocks inside of you at the same time – one from the front, one at the back, every thrust of their hips forcing you down on their big cocks, one after the other, until they both swell up and explode, filling you entirely with their hot, delicious cum… oh my, is it getting hot in here or is it just me?”

      My girlfriend has her knees pulled up to her chest, hiding her red face in between them. “I haven’t even kissed anyone else yet!” she says, her voice muffled.

      Matilda turns to me. “Is that true?”

      I nod. We’re both as pure as the freshest snow. Irene might talk a big game in the bed room, but we’re each other’s first in everything.

      For now…

      “I had the idea you two were new, but I had no idea how new… I’m sorry if I embarrassed you honey, I was just teasing you!”

      “It’s not your fault,” Irene says. “It’s mine for being so boring.”

      Matilda gets up from her seat and sits down next to my embarrassed girlfriend. “You’re not boring! I’m sorry if I made you feel that way, honey,” she says as she rubs my girlfriend’s back. “There’s nothing wrong with being inexperienced. You two are young – very young. We were ten years older than you before we even thought about coming to a place like this. And if you want to learn, well… there’s no better place than here, and no better time than… now.”

      Irene looks up at the beautiful, older woman. I’m happy to see her frown is now gone, and replaced by something close to excitement.

      The entire mood shifts, excitement filling the air. And then it happens.

      Matilda leans forward and kisses my girlfriend right on the lips. Her hand moves to the back of Irene’s neck, holding her in place as her tongue invades my girlfriend’s mouth. I’m rooted to the spot, watching, with my mouth hanging wide open as this mature, older woman just straight up ravishes my girlfriend in front of me.

      Instantly I’m pitching a tent. Isn’t this any man’s dream, to watch his girlfriend with another woman? Only this dream has only just begun, and some might say that what happens next, would be their worst nightmare…

      Irene returns the kiss, tentatively at first, but then she gives in fully, kissing, moaning, groaning, totally lost in lust as she explores a woman’s mouth for the first time in her life. Matilda grabs Irene’s hand and places it firmly on her right breast – my girlfriend squeezes the round orb instantly, and an approving moan leaves her lips.

      Matilda slips her other hand into my girlfriend’s nightie and starts kneading her tits as well. I can see her fingers are really digging into the soft skin, the tips of her fingers teasing her sensitive, swollen nipples.

      “Nice, huh?”

      Frank is now sitting next to me, and he hands me a fresh cocktail. I accept, but I don’t bring the fruity drink to my lips. I’m frozen in place as I watch the amazing spectacle in front of me.

      “You don’t mind, do you?”

      I glance to the side, and I’m shocked to see Frank has his hand wrapped around the base of his cock, his monstrous prick standing straight up. He runs his fingers up and down the base of his shaft, the beast bobbing up and down in the air.

      “This is hot, right?”

      “Yeah,” I murmur, turning my eyes back towards our girls.

      Irene now has her face buried in Matilda’s chest. She’s licking every inch of the mature woman’s breasts, her tongue running circles around her hard, perky nipples, before sucking them into her mouth. Matilda is looking straight at me, a mischievous grin on her face. She beckons me to come closer, blowing me a kiss.

      I rise from my seat and sit down next to the fire-red woman. She runs her nails through my hair, her eyes reduced to slits as she enjoys my girlfriend’s hungry mouth. The next moment she pulls me close and kisses me, her wet tongue slipping into my mouth, exploring every inch of me.

      When I pull back I have to gasp for air. Irene glances up at me, seemingly surprised to see me. Matilda pushes my head down, so that both our facies are buried in her chest.

      “Go ahead, darlings,” Matilda smirks. “Give me a kiss.”

      For a second I’m afraid my girlfriend is going to be pissed I kissed another woman, but the wanton look in her eyes and devilish grin on her face tell a different tale. She takes the woman’s right breast into her mouth, and I latch onto Matilda’s left breast. She’s stroking both our heads as we suck on her large tits, a big smile on her face.

      I lose myself in the extremely erotic feeling of having a stranger’s tits in my mouth. I’ve never felt a pair that’s so soft, so big, so perky before.

      When I open my eyes again I notice Irene is gone. I look over my shoulder to see my girlfriend is sitting on Frank’s lap, his arms wrapped the older man’s neck, her mouth on his.

      Time seems to stand still for a moment as I register every single detail.

      Frank’s right hand is resting on my fiancée’s lower back, while his left hand is buried inside her satin panties. His fingers are moving rhythmically, every touch making my girlfriend breathe in sharply.

      The salt-and-pepper haired man is fingering my fiancée.

      Irene leans back, her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open. A loud, wanton moan leaves her lips, and she spreads her legs further to provide the man with better access. Frank looks straight at me as he pulls her panties to the side, exposing my girlfriend’s glistening wet cunt to me. He traces her wet lips with his fingers before plunging two right in, soliciting another loud moan out of my girlfriend.

      I’m rooted to the spot, my mouth hanging wide open. This is really happening.

      “You don’t mind, do you, darling?” Matilda breathes into my ear. Her manicured fingers slide down my abdomen, and find their way into my boxers. Her fingers wrap themselves around my achingly hard cock, dragging her nail up the length.

      “They’re just having some fun.”

      I nod, breathlessly. I’m not even sure what I want anymore – all the different sensations have heightened all of my senses, and I feel like I’m in a lucid dream.

      Matilda slides down on her knees in front of me, pulling my boxers down to my ankles. She wraps her round, naked breasts around my throbbing erection.

      “Let me take care of this,” she muses as she titty-fucks me.

      Under any other circumstance, I would have enjoyed every second of this. Matilda’s tits are large and firm, and her tongue teases the sensitive head of my cock. This would be any sane man’s dream.

      Yet, at the moment, I am not a sane man. I am a horribly confused man who is watching a man old enough to be his father have two – no, by now, three – fingers inside his fiancée’s tight, juicy cunt, as she begs for more.

      Frank pulls his fingers out and holds them up. They are absolutely dripping with juices, and he pushes them into my girlfriend’s mouth. She closes her eyes and sucks them clean – something she’s never done for me.

      The older man stand up, his large cock standing up, proud and tall. Irene slides down to her knees in front of him, moving automatically, like she’s hypnotized by him. Without so much as glancing in my direction she opens her mouth, her tongue outstretched and waiting.

      Frank grabs hold of the base of his thick, long cock, and slaps the big, purple head against my girlfriend’s tongue, producing a sexual, wet sound. Irene whines like a puppy, desperate for more.

      I can’t believe this is happening. I glance around to see if there are any hidden cameras, wondering if I’m in some crazy prank-show, but no, this really happening. We’re out on the patio, the sun is setting, the sky is a beautiful orange, the sound of the crashing waves is all providing a beautiful backdrop…

      …to seeing my girlfriend take a stranger’s big, throbbing cock into her waiting mouth for the first time.

      Irene closes her eyes and hums as she wraps her thick, red lips around the head of Frank’s big cock. He grabs a hold her hair and pushes forward, forcing every last inch of his cock down my fiancée’s throat. She gags, but doesn’t struggle, as the fat monster is pushed all the way into her mouth.

      “Oh god,” is all I can muster as I watch Frank face-fuck my girlfriend.

      He’s got a tight grip of her blonde hair and he’s really thrusting now, his balls slapping against my girlfriend’s chin. I don’t see how it’s possible, for his cock is enormous, but deep-throating must be one of Irene’s secret talents.

      I wouldn’t know – she doesn’t need to deep-throat me.

      “Are you even paying attention, darling?” Matilda asks, looking up at me with those big eyes of hers, my cock resting between her tits.

      The truth is I’m not. I couldn’t care less about the mature woman with her great, natural knockers. All I want to do is watch my girlfriend be used by this strong, powerful, dominant man.

      “I understand,” Matilda says as she stands up. She walks over to her husband and runs her fingers through my girlfriend’s hair.

      “How is the good little cocksucker?”

      “Amazing,” Frank grunts as he shoves every last inch of his cock Irene’s mouth. Her eyes are closed, saliva dripping down her cheeks, while her own hand is between her legs.

      She’s getting off on being used like this.

      “She’s a natural born cocksucker,” Frank says.

      “Just as I suspected,” Matilda says, her thumb brushing my girlfriend’s cheek. “When I first saw her, I knew right away her sweet, young body was made for your cock. You are our slut now, aren’t you?”

      Frank pulls his cock out and Irene leans forward, coughing and gasping for air. Matilda wraps her fingers around my girlfriend’s throat, forcing her to pay attention.

      “I asked you a question, slut. Are you our fuck-toy?”

      I’m shocked by this sudden change in demeanor. Matilda and Frank have been nothing but nice and understanding so far, but now that Irene’s gotten a taste of Frank’s fat prick, all gloves are off.

      Irene nods quickly. Her eyes are red and watery, her hair is tussled, and her lips are dripping with juices.

      “Say it,” Matilda says, grabbing my girlfriend by the cheeks. “Say ‘I am your slut’”.

      “I am your slut,” my fiancée says. “I am your slut!”

      I feel like a statue. I can’t move a single muscle. I’m petrified. The same mouth that will say ‘I do’ in a few weeks’ time is now saying I am your slut to an older couple, the taste of his cock still lingering in her mouth.

      I already know that I’ll relive this moment over and over again on my wedding day.

      “Do you love my husband’s cock?”

      “Yes.”

      “Is it bigger than your boyfriends?”

      “Much bigger.”

      “Will you do anything I tell you to?”

      “Anything,” Irene pants.

      “Excellent.”

      Matilda turns to me. She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and pulls them down to her knees. The fire-red woman looks straight at me.

      “I love obedient, young little whores like that girlfriend of yours,” she says. “Show your boyfriend what a whore you really are. Lick my asshole.”

      Matilda reaches back and grabs a fistful of Irene’s hair and pulls my girlfriend’s face into her big, round ass. Irene reaches up, grabbing two fistfuls of ass as her tongue explores the woman’s dark, forbidden crevice.

      “Oh yes, that’s it, right there. Oh yes. Oh, you sure this is the first ass you’ve eaten? Oh, Daniel, your girlfriend is a natural, a gifted ass-eater. Her tongue is all the way inside my asshole. That’s it, honey, taste me. Fuck, you’re going to lick my asshole every day for the rest of your vacation, honey. I’m going to come by and sit down on your face first thing in the morning. I might just have a creampie for you to enjoy as well! Oh yes!”

      Frank is standing to the side, one hand fisting his cock as he enjoys watching his wife dominate my girlfriend.

      “I told you she loves fresh meat,” Frank says to me.

      Satisfied, Matilda pulls away. Irene again gasps for air, her cheeks wet with her own saliva.

      “What do you say, hm?”

      “Th-thank you, m-mistress” Irene says. “Thank you for letting me lick your ass.”

      “You’re a fast learner,” Matilda says. “A good little pet. Time to stuff you with cock.”

      Irene’s face lights up like a Christmas tree. Matilda pulls her to her feet, and the three of them head inside the bungalow, no one even bothering to clast a glance in my direction.

      I just sit there. For a full minute. The waves keep on crashing on the beach, and in the distance, a seagull squawks. Did all that really happen, or did I imagine it? Am I having a feverish dream, or is this reality?

      Did I really watch an older man face-fuck my girlfriend, and then watched my soon-to-be-wife perform annilingus on his buxom wife?

      Every sensible bone on my body is telling me no. Of course not. Stuff like that doesn’t just happen. Someone doesn’t just whip out their big, meaty cock and force every last inch of it down your fiancée’s throat like she’s some cumguzzling whore. Women don’t use your girlfriend’s face as a seat, or order them to shove her tongue up her asshole. And your girlfriend certainly doesn’t thank them for the opportunity to be their fucktoy.

      Right?

      I glance down. My cock, which has never been huge but now feels inadequately small, is standing straight up, doing it best to appear fearsome. And failing miserably. It’s still wet where Matilda kissed it, a reminder that yes, this really happened.

      “Oh, fuck, Frank!”

      A cry from inside the house rouses me from my thoughts.

      “Y-you’re too big!”

      Irene’s voice. I’d recognize it anywhere.

      “OH GOD”!

      I stand up and walk into the house in a dream-like state, following the voices. I find the trio in the bedroom, locked into the throes of passion. I sit down on a chair in the corner, robotically going through the motions, witnessing the debauchery in front of me.

      My fiancée is lying on the bed, completely naked. Frank has her legs thrown up on his shoulders, his hands holding her thighs as he pushes his hard, throbbing, unprotected cock into my girlfriend’s dripping wet pussy.

      Meanwhile, Matilda is sitting on my girlfriend’s face, facing her own husband. The married couple kiss lewdly, swapping their tongues, as Irene’s tongue probes the red-haired woman’s holes.

      What a sight.

      My girlfriend’s wanton moans are muffled by the big, round ass resting on her face, her hands squeezing the soft skin. Frank is pounding his massive cock into her, each thrust making her young body shake.

      The woman I’m about to marry is having a threesome – without me.

      “Fuck, she’s tight,” Frank mutters under his breath. “I love a young tight cunt.”

      “Fuck that little bitch,” Matilda says, grabbing her husband’s neck. “I want you to fill her right up, fill that young cunt with your cum.”

      “Oh fuck,” Frank groans. “I love it when you talk dirty.”

      “I love it when young obedient little whores tongue my asshole,” Matilda smirks. She reaches back and grabs a fistful of blonde hair and pushes back, smothering Irene with her ass. “You’re a good little bitch, aren’t you?”

      She leans forward, and Irene gasps for air. “Yes!” she cries. “Yes, mistress!”

      Satisfied, Matilda pushes back. She finally notices me sitting in the corner, and smiles mischievously at me. “Your girl is a bona fide ass eater, Daniel,” she says.

      I lick my chapped lips, so damn focused that I’m having an out-of-body experience. I feel like I’m hovering above the room, seeing the sex acts in front of me from every possible angle.

      “How does her tight pussy feel?” the married woman continues. “Tell the man how his bride-to-be feels, stretched around your big cock.”

      “So fucking tight,” Frank groans. “I haven’t had such a tight pussy in years. You must be really small,” he says with a laugh.

      Compared to Frank’s monstrous cock, I’d say 98% of all men are small, but he’s not wrong.

      Matilda climbs off Irene’s face and turns around, grabbing her by the neck.

      “Tell your husband-to-be what it feels like to fuck a real cock,” Matilda commands, her voice dripping with arousal.

      Irene leans up, looking straight at me – although she jiggles with every thrust of Frank’s powerful hips.

      “It feels so good, baby, so OH so OH damn OH good OH! I’ve never felt this full, this stretched, this so damn fulfilled!”

      “Is my husband than better than your boyfriend?” Matilda asks.

      I already know the answer. It’s written all over Irene’s face – it has a look on it I’ve never seen before. One of wanton arousal, of unparalleled pleasure. Frank is more of a man than I’ll ever be.

      “Yes!” Irene says, her voice rising a pitch. “Yes, yes, god yes!”

      “You’ve never been fucked this like, have you?”

      My girlfriend shakes her head no. Her cheeks are red as tomatoes, sweat dripping down her brow, her lips glistening with what can only be Matilda’s juices. She is oozing sex from every pore.

      “Do it,” Matilda hisses. “Fill this tight little bitch with your cum. Let her feel what a real man feel like. Once you’ve pumped her full, she’ll never be satisfied again.”

      Frank smiles. “You’re a mean fucking bitch, honey.”

      Matilda smiles back, a devilish grin on her face. “You love me for it.”

      “That I do.”

      The red-headed woman reaches down and starts kneading her husband’s balls from behind as she whispers dirty, filthy fucking words into her husband’s ear – but loud enough for me to hear.

      “I love watching you work that cock of yours, baby, I love watching that big fat cock of yours stretch that tiny little cunt wide open. I knew from the moment she walked in here I was going to watch you stretch that pussy, watch you pump her full of your cum. The moment she laid eyes on you as those two other whores worshipped every inch of your cock, her eyes lit up like a damn Christmas tree – I saw it myself. I knew right away it was only a moment of time before she was dripping with your cum, honey. Her boyfriend didn’t, oh no. He thought he was dating a good girl, an honest girl, one who loved him and who was satisfied by him and that pecker of his, but no, nothing could be more wrong. Once you’re done with her, nothing will satisfy her ever again. You’ll have single-handedly turned this good girl into a proper whore. Even when she’ll be walking down the aisle, she’ll be thinking about your cock in the back of her mind. As she kisses her husband, she’ll remember how it felt to tongue my asshole as your cock slid into her pussy for the first time. As she dances with her husband, she’ll wish you were there, to celebrate her wedding night with the only gift she really wants; a big, fucking cock. That’s the only thing that’ll satisfy her now. She’ll fuck another cock, sooner or later, it could be days, it could be weeks, but she’ll drop down to her knees to find another big cock that hit the spots, but she won’t be able to. No one’s got a big a cock as you baby. That boyfriend of hers should start working on his tongue game, cause all he’ll be doing is eating creampies from now on. Oh, you liked that honey? You like the thought of her boyfriend obediently lapping your cum out of her used vagina? Of his cheating girlfriend forcing him to drink your seed? Ah yes, I can feel in that balls of yours, baby. Let it out, honey, go ahead, fill that bitch, fill that young little white whore, fill that cunt, pump that pussy full with seed, give that whore what she needs; a belly full of cum!”

      “OH FUCK,” Frank yells as he slams every last inch of his monster cock into my girlfriend’s dripping wet cunt. “Fuck fuck FUCK!”

      His entire well-trained body trembles as he fires load after load of his potent white cum straight into my girlfriend’s fertile womb. Rope after rope of his thick, pearly seed floods her inner walls, filling her to the brim with his semen.

      Irene cries out in pleasure, yelling out she can feel it, she can feel him cumming, his throbbing cock, his explosion, his cum filling her pussy right up.

      My mind is as sharp as a tack, hyper-aware of every sigh, every moan, every muscle in my girlfriend’s face that expresses bliss, every buck of her hips that begs for more cum.

      I’ll never forget a fraction of this moment for the rest of my life.

      “Yess, yess, that’s it, pump her full, fill her up, give her all you got,” Matilda hisses like a woman possessed as she strokes her husband’s cock, making sure every last drop of cum has left him.

      Satisfied and spent Frank leans backwards, his giant cock leaving my girlfriend’s red and raw pussy gaping wide open. A trickle of cum seeps out, gliding down her inner thighs. Matilda spreads my fiancée’s legs as far as wide as possible, staring down at her gaping pussy like it’s the most beautiful thing in the world.

      And it is.

      “Look,” she has, her voice filled with arousal. “Would you just look at that. Perfect.”

      Her eyes travel towards me, a maniacal glint in them. I already know what her question is going to be, and I already know what my answer is going to be.

      Yes.

      “To you the honors,” Matilda says, nodding towards the delicious creampie that’s waiting for me.

      I crawl over towards my girlfriend. Matilda guides me towards the prize, slipping Irene’s legs around my shoulders, her fingers grabbing a hold of my hair and pushing my mouth into my girlfriend’s sloppy, used, filled cunt.

      “That’s it,” she says, her voice raspy and low. “That’s it, honey, that’s it, use that tongue lick it up, lick it all up honey. Get used to it. This is first load of many. You’ll be guzzling down more cum than that whorish girlfriend of yours, oh yes honey. Open your mouth, show me your tongue.”

      I follow Matilda’s commands without question. There’s a natural authority to her voice, and following her orders just feels right. I plunge my tongue into the wet mess, and to my surprise, the strange, addictive taste has me as hard as rock. I open my mouth as commanded.

      “Ah yes, good, you’re so good baby, you’re a good little cum slut, you’re as slutty as your girlfriend, aren’t you? I underestimated you, you’re as obedient as they come, a good little slut. If you keep lapping up that cum as obediently as this, I’ll let me husband shoot his cum down your throat directly, would you like that, hm?”

      “Oh god,” Irene moans. “This is… oh god.”

      Matilda runs her hand through my girlfriend’s hair, while Frank sits in the corner, counting his blessings with having such a freak for a wife.

      “It’s okay honey, you can let go. Cum all over your boyfriend’s face.”

      “Fuck,” Irene pants. “I can’t believe he’s really…”

      “Eating a fresh load of cum straight from your pussy?”

      Irene nods, her face red. “Yeah.”

      “You like watching your boyfriend eat cum?”

      Irene’s face gets even redder, her breath shallow and rapid. “It’s hot,” she admits. “Really hot.”

      “You hear that, Daniel?” Matilda says to me. “Your girlfriend loves it when you swallow cum. Frank and I are going to have so much fun pumping the both of you full with load after load, aren’t we?”

      “Oh f-f-f-fuck,” Irene moans, her hips bucking up.

      “I haven’t even told you the best part yet,” Matilda says. “We’re going to come to your wedding, and you’re going to walk down the aisle with a pussy full of cum!”

      “OH FUCK,” Irene says. That sends her over the edge, and she cums hard, squeezing her thighs, nearly choking me on her pussy. I keep licking her clit like a man possessed, completely lost in the moment, the smell and taste of cum driving me wild.

      Matilda reaches down and grabs my hard cock, giving me a few, hard tugs. That’s all it takes. I cum on the spot, blasting her hand full of semen, my entire body shuddering with pleasure.

      To my surprise, the red-headed woman brings her cum-filled hand up to my face, as if to show my own load to me. I look at the pool of jizz, opening my mouth to ask her what she wants when she pushes her fingers into my mouth, forcing me to eat my own load.

      I’m embarrassed, shocked, and turned on, as Frank, Matilda and Irene all watch me lick her fingers clean.

      Matilda’s right; we’re no longer the same couple that walked in here earlier this evening. We entered young and naïve, curious, but repressed. We’re leaving with cum in our bellies and our minds blown, with a newfangled addiction: cock.
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      Your wife makes an excellent host...

      Tom and Kimberly are attending a frat party. They know that it's a wild scene, but they have no idea how wild it's going to get!

      A group of rich, cocky jocks have got their eye on Kimberly and they're intent on giving her the full group experience!

      Will the hotwife give into desire...?
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          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “God, what I wouldn’t do that ass.”

      “I bet you could make a nickel bounce off that thing.”

      “If I had a girl like that I wouldn’t let her leave the house. I’d be too busy stuffing my dick into her to ever leave. I’d die of dehydration.”

      “Isn’t she married?”

      “I don’t give a fuck. Do you think she realizes how hot she looks?”

      “Fuck, of course she does. You see the way she’s wiggling her hips? She’s begging for it, man. Begging for it. She knows she’s got it. I know what she needs. And I’m going to give it to her.”

      I sip on my beer as I listen to the two jocks talk shit about my wife, Kimberly. She’s playing pool a few yards away, bent over at the waist as she takes the shot. Her tight dress has pulled into her ass, outlining both full, round cheeks.

      It’s a fucking hot sight, and these guys were right to notice.

      Of course, they’ll never score with her. Kim’s mine, and even though she’s a total flirt, that’s where we draw the line. I’m used to it by now. It comes with the territory of having a smoking-hot wife. Guys will literally come up and try to chat her up as if I’m invisible.

      It bothered me at first, but a good talk with one of my best mates put my head on straight. Those guys can say whatever they want, but she married me. She’s going home with me. They can make her laugh, dance with her, hell, get her engine revved up, but the man reaping the benefits from that will be me.

      That is why we still go to these college parties, if I’m perfectly honest. We are in our late twenties, but Kim’s new colleague and even newer best friend, Cindy, is fresh out of college and still part of the sorority scene. The frat guys that go to these parties are some the ballsiest motherfuckers I’ve ever met.

      They have zero respect for the wedding ring around my wife’s finger. As far as they’re concerned they’re here to fuck, and any girl that’s walking around here is just waiting for them to shove their fat cocks into her.

      It’s not just the guys who don’t respect our monogamous vows. The moment I was wearing a ring I got ten times more attractive. Cindy’s friends have tried to grind all over me, pressing their tank-tube covered titties against me, daring me to slide my hand up their mini-skirts.

      The moment I realized that I’m an older man for these girls was a sobering one.

      Needless to say, I haven’t accepted anyone of these advances. Nothing can compare to my Kimberly. She’s got beautiful long blonde hair and killer blue eyes that can stop a man dead in his tracks. Her breasts are the perfect size, a good handful, and her slim waist leads down to thick, sexy thighs and an unbelievably good ass.

      She’s hot enough to marry an athlete, but for reason unbeknownst to me, she chose me.

      A scene like this — it’s nothing like what we did in college. We were both engineering students, we studied too much to be able to party so lavishly. Perhaps, in a way, we’re making up for lost time by attending these hedonistic bashes.

      I saunter my way over towards my wife. I can’t resist grabbing a handful of her round, inviting ass, just to show those two punks whose boss.

      Kimberly doesn’t even turn around — she just wiggles her butt at me. I slap it again, and she giggles.

      Part of me thinks that she knows it’s me, but another part, a voice in the back of my head, the jealous part of me, wants to know what she would have done if it wasn’t me who so brazenly fondled her ass. Would she let a complete stranger feel her up?

      And would I be okay with it?

      That thought is both arousing and frightening.

      “Hi baby,” I say as I walk around the pool table. “You’re giving those guys quite a show.”

      “I know,” she says, a wicked grin on her face. She’s playing pool against her bestie, who is also wearing a tight skirt that barely covers her ass cheeks. The girls are both equally gifted in the looks department. “We’re having a little competition.”

      “What is the game?”

      “Who can draw the most eyes to them,” Kimberly says, her voice low and sultry, her blue eyes swimming with lust. I know that look. That means public sex — in the car on the way back home, a sloppy blowjob in our driveway or perhaps even bent over the hood of the car.

      To illustrate her point Kimberly grabs her dress and hikes it up an inch, showing off even more off her luscious curves. I glance behind her to see the jocks have multiplied. There are now eight dudes with their eyes glued to my wife’s behind. Her dress is pulled up so high that there’s no doubt in my mind they can see the globes of her ass.

      Instantly, I’m as hard as a rock. She’s teased guys before, but never so many, never so brazen, and never as guys as ballsy as this rowdy crowd.

      The more Kimberly hangs out with her best friend, the sluttier her behavior becomes. I’m loving the wild ride — so far.

      I’ve never flat-out asked if Cindy was a slut, as that might go over poorly, but I have my suspicions. I see her social media photos, posing with a new hot, broad-shouldered dude every night. She even showed me her pierced nipples, without me ever asking for such. I thought Kimberly would be mad at her friend, but she just laughed.

      Nothing as strange as the relationship between two women. When they started working together, the were like fire and ice. They couldn’t stand each other. Kimberly complained so much I thought she might change jobs. Then they had a real, heart to heart talk during a company party…

      And now the two are as thick as thieves, and they share everything.

      Except me, of course. Some dreams don’t come true.

      “Alright, alright,” I say. “Interesting.”

      “Go check if Cindy isn’t cheating,” she whispers.

      “And what would be cheating?” I ask.

      My wife grabs my collars and whispers into my ear.

      “If she took her panties off.”

      Fuck.

      I’ll go check if your best friend is still wearing her panties, dear. Never expected I’d be asked to do that when I said ‘I do’, that’s for sure.

      I casually walk away, mingling back into the crowd, and appear on the other side. There’s a dozen guys here all watching the pool table, or to be more exact, Cindy’s perfectly cute, round ass. She’s leaning forward on the pool table as she sets up her shot — or pretends to, at least — and I can already see the cheeks of her round butt.

      Her ass it not as big as my wife’s, but it’s still a perfectly fine one. Good enough to sink our teeth into.

      My heart skips a beat when Cindy raises her leg and places her knee on the table as she leans forward. Her skirt shoots up, and I can see her glistening snatch perfectly.

      Fuck. Kim was right. She’s not wearing panties!

      My wife’s friend is flashing me, and a dozen other guys, her naked, shaved cunt. And, what’s even more surprise, no one seems to bat an eye. Is this business as usual here?

      Damn. Where were these parties when I was in college?

      I casually walk back over to my wife, who is leaning with her elbows on the pool table, bent over at the waist.

      “And?” she says, a broad smile on her face as she wiggles her curvy hips.

      “You’re right,” I whisper, my cheeks burning bright red. “She’s not wearing any panties.”

      The smile on my wife’s lips grows even wider. “That bitch,” she whispers. “I guess I’ll have to even the odds then.”

      My wife hands move down her body, and my mouth goes dry. Surely she can’t be serious. I mean, yeah, I’ve told her that it turns me on when she teases other guys, but there’s a difference between innocent flirting and whatever this is.

      Her hands move up her long legs, her thumbs hook into the sides of her panties, and with one tug she pulls the silky garment down. She hands the bunched up garment to me.

      “Can you hold onto this for me? I don’t have any pockets,” she smirks.

      I stand there, dumbfounded, my wife’s wet panties in my hands.

      What do you say when your wife hands you her damp panties as she’s showing off her round ass to a group of horny, younger guys? Would you get mad? Angry?

      Aroused?

      I was too horny and surprised to come up with a satisfying answer. Instead I stuffed the panties into my pocket, feeling a strange mixture of humiliation and arousal.

      “Thanks hun,” my wife says with a saucy smile. She leans back over the table, not breaking eye contact with me as she moves. I can see from the corner of my eye that the hem of her dress is moving up… up… up…

      “What are you doing?” I whisper, my throat dry and my palms sweaty.

      “What does it look like?” she says. “It looks like you’re enjoying the show as well.”

      I glance down to see I’m pitching a painfully obvious tent. I haven’t even noticed it, my attention completely focused on my wife, but my cock is as hard as a rock and leaking pre-cum like a fountain.

      “Stay safe,” I whisper.

      “Of course,” my wife says. “You know me.”

      I head to the bathroom, my mind absolutely overloaded. I’m horny, I’m angry, I’m jealous, I’m humiliated — and enjoying it. This is the strangest damn party I’ve ever been to. I quickly glance around to see if anyone noticed me and my boner, but no. All the eyes are on my wife. I turn to see she’s now holding the hem of her dress, slowly raising it. The bottom of the cheeks of her ass are already in full view. Any higher and the guys directly behind her will get the money shot.

      I stumble into the bathroom, my heart pounding like a jackhammer. I reach down and adjust my painfully hard cock. I can’t resist giving myself a few strokes, and the pleasure is so great it makes me light-headed.

      Man, what’s happening to me? I mean, sure, I haven’t cum in two days, maybe three, but I’ve never felt this aroused, this consumed by lust before.

      What kind of husband just watches his wife flash her naked pussy to a group full of college aged guys?

      I splash some cold water in my face and look into the mirror.

      That guy, apparently, I think to myself. That guy loves it. That guy craves it. That guy is going to go back and watch and see how far his wife is going to push the envelope.

      I walk back into the living room, feeling like I’m having an out-of-body experience. I’m floating on air, my mind barely registering my feet touching the ground. I turn towards the pool table — and find it empty.

      Oh fuck. Fuck shit fuck. Where is she? What’s going on?

      My eyes scan the crowd, but all I see are pitying looks. I’m suddenly aware that I’m almost ten years older than this crowd. They all know Kimberly is my husband, don’t they?

      They all know my wife is a slut.

      I push my way through the crowd, but there’s no sight of them. Do I have to ask someone? That will be the most humiliating conversation of my life. Excuse me, have you seen the wife? The blonde, in the black dress. Yes, the one who was just playing with her naked cunt on the pool table, that one. What was that? Gang banged, you say? Taking cocks in all her holes? Is that right? Guzzling down streams of cum, one cock after another, until she sucked everyone here dry? You just fucked her in the ass? Really now? Thanks for your help, stranger!

      Then, thank god, I see those same guys from earlier. Those filthy-mouthed jocks who were slobbering all over my wife. The same whose lustful stares drove her further and further. I make my way over to them, trying to blend into the crowd, and failing miserably of course. I overhear snippets of their conversation.

      “…Poker with the boys…”

      “…Grand prize…”

      “…Buy in is a cool 10k…”

      “Have to dip into my trust fund for that.”

      “It’ll be worth it, bro.”

      “Yeah, upstairs, in the game room.”

      They seem to be talking about some high stakes poker game. Could that be where my wife is hanging out? I slink upstairs, my heart racing as I ascend the stairs. My ears are piqued.

      I suspect to hear her wanton moans at any moment. Isn’t that the classic moment that every boyfriend, every husband fears? That you come home early or late, and the house is strangely quiet… until you hear that sound.

      That prolonged, deep moan that seems to come right from her toes. The sound that is vaguely familiar, but she’s never quite made with you. That sound that can mean one thing and one thing only.

      Your wife is being fucked by a bigger and better cock.

      You know it instantly, but that’s not proof enough. No, you have to see. You have to. It’s an overpowering need. The men who just close the door and leave, I always considered those the lucky ones. The strong ones.

      I wouldn’t have that amount of self-control.

      No, I’d sneak upstairs, trying not to make a sound, even though it’s my own home. I’d peep through the crack of the door, wanting to see, wanting to know.

      Who is he? Who is the man that seduced my wife, that is pounding her so brazenly in our marital bed?

      And, while we’re at it, what’s he packing?

      What’s the cock that will make her stray?

      That’s the feeling I’m having right now. I expect to hear that moan and find her being triple-stuffed… but, it doesn’t happen.

      I hear the sounds of continued partying coming from downstairs, but the first floor is silent. I think I know where the game room is, from when I went to use the upstairs bathroom earlier this night.

      One big ass, mean looking dude is guarding the door to the game room. Now that I’m up close, I hear laughter coming from behind the door.

      The guy looks at me with a look of disapproval.

      “Buy-in?”

      “What?”

      “Get lost.”

      “I… need to get in there. I just need to check.”

      The guy crosses his arms. He has a skull tattooed in his neck.

      “Buy-in is 10k. Cough it up or get lost.”

      “10k? US Dollars?”

      He frowns. “Of course, you dumb fuck.”

      I’m shoved aside by a pack of young guys coming through. They’re holding a stack of cash, and slip the bouncer several bills. He opens the door for them, and I see a glimpse of the two of them.

      Kimberly and Cindy.

      They’re dancing on a poker table, swaying their hips, running their hands all over their own bodies. She’s still wearing her dress — but her underwear is in my pocket. Six guys are sitting around the table, fat wads of cash in front of them.

      Before I have a chance to cry out for her the door slams in my face again.

      “That’s my wife!” I say before I can stop myself.

      The bouncer gives me a pitying look.

      “That’s rough, dude.”

      “… So, let me in!”

      “Can’t do that,” he says. “The ladies are free to leave whenever they want.” Then he snorts. “Which they don’t. Tough luck.”

      I feel helpless, frozen, trapped. My wife is behind this door, dancing in front of a bunch of young dudes with too much money… what’s going to happen next?

      What if someone wins?

      What  exactly will their prize be?

      I can only imagine what is worth all of that money.

      Kimberly. And Cindy. At the same time?

      I need to get in that room. No matter what.

      I race downstairs and out of the house, looking the closest ATM up on my phone. I don’t have that much money in my checking account, but we’ll see how far I’ll go.

      Several minutes later I arrive at an ATM, out of breath and sweating profusely My card will only let me withdraw $1000. I pray it’s enough to get me in that door.

      I run back, glancing at my phone for perhaps a missed call the entire time. It’s been a little over twenty minutes since I last saw my wife, and I can only imagine what she’s up to now.

      “You again?” the bouncer says. “You have the money?”

      I hold up a wad of cash. He plucks it from my hand and rifles through it.

      “Not enough,” he says as he stuffs it into his back pocket.

      “…Hey!” I say. “That’s my money.”

      “Not anymore.”

      I hear whoops and hollering coming from the other side of the door, and it sends a shiver down my spine. Kimberly is in there, horny, with all these rich, young players…

      I feel so bad I might just cry.

      “Ah, don’t make that face, you’re making me feel bad. Fuck. Alright,” the bouncer says. “I’m putting my ass on the line for you, alright? You better not make a scene or I’ll have to throw you down the goddamned stairs, and I don’t want to do that. Do you understand?”

      “I do,” I say. “I do!”

      “I’m not sure you do. You might think these are just some kids, but they have contacts. They know people. They can fuck you up. You better calm your little husband-to-the-rescue attitude and watch the show if you know what’s good for you. Capiche?”

      “Yes sir,” I say firmly. “I understand. I’ll behave.”

      “Good boy,” he says. “Let’s see what your wifey is up to, shall we?”

      He opens the door, and all the breath inside of me leaves instantly.

      My wife is grinding on a young man’s lap. She’s still wearing her dress, but only just. It’s been pulled up to her lap, so her round, curvy ass is grinding on his lap. He’s got his hands on her tits, squeezing them roughly. They’re almost spilling out her top, just begging to be free.

      I notice her bra lying on the table, which means that guy can feel the total soft, firmness of her tits.

      Cindy is sitting across from her, grinding on another man’s lap. Her skirt is gone, and her panties are pulled to the side. The man is furiously fingering her wet cunt, and Cindy’s got her eyes closed, her eyes thrown back, moaning deliriously. The man pulls his fingers out her dripping wet cunt and I can see they’re glistening with juices.

      Then, to my utter shock, he raises his fingers up and shoves them in Cindy’s mouth. The other guys all look on with smirks on their faces while Cindy sucks his fingers right clean, taking them as deep into her mouth as possible.

      Fuck, my wife’s best friend is a total slut!

      I stumble into the room. There’s about eight guys sitting at the poker table, the table filled with poker chips and wads of cash.

      There are about a dozen other guys watching, hanging around the table. Their entourage. I take a place in the crowd. No one turns to look at me. No one even notices I’m there — and surely not Kimberly or Cindy.

      My cock is straining against the fabric of my pants, my heart racing so fast I’m afraid I’m going to pass out. I want to rescue my wife, but I remember the bouncer’s words.

      These guys are bad news. I can’t take a whole room of guys on by myself. Plus, the bouncer also said that the girls were free to leave at any time… and that’s true.

      From what I see they’re having the time of their life.

      Damn. How did I get here, watching my wife being passed around like a toy?

      The men deal another hand and plays continue. I’m not quite sure what kind of poker they’re playing, but I quickly pick up on what’s happening. The person who wins the hand gets to have one of the girls sit on his lap as a prize. Kimberly and Cindy are passed around like prizes, going from one lap to the next.

      The men get handier with ever turn, like they’re trying to outdo each other. One of them doesn’t just slide his fingers into Cindy’s pussy — he slides one into her asshole as well. She sucks it clean feverishly, betraying this is not the first time she’s gone ass to mouth.

      Kimberly, my dear wife, has her eyes set on her younger friend the entire time. She watches how the men treat her, how they use her body, how they finger her, and her mouth hangs open with lust.

      The men are not being quite as hands with Kimberly — yet.

      I get the feeling that Cindy is a regular for this game, and they’re testing the waters with Kimberly. And she’s taking to those waters like a fish.

      When a guy named James wins his hand, he calls for Cindy. When she walks over he stands up and whips out his dick. Its the first time I’ver ever seen a cock other than mine, but no one seems to bat an eye. Cindy drops to her knees like an obedient little cumslut, opening her mouth wide. James grabs a handful of her hair and sinks his cock right down her throat, forcing it all the way in.

      Cindy gags, but she doesn’t struggle. She takes very inch of his monster-cock down her throat.

      Kimberly is sitting across from her, pinching her own nipples as she watches her friend being face-fucked. My eyes go wide when I notice the man whose lap she’s sitting on, a guy whose name I think is Eric, has also whipped his cock out. He’s rubbing it against her wet folds.

      Without protection.

      And she doesn’t seem to care. She’s playing with herself, her eyes glazed over with lust.

      I get the feeling the poker game is nearing its end, and we’re moving into full-blown gangbang territory.

      “Yeah, suck on that cock you little whore,” James says as he fucks Cindy’s face. “You love dick, don’t you?”

      “You know I do,” she says between sucks. “You know I do!”

      “Tell your friend what a little whore you are.”

      She turns towards Kimberly, the head of James’s cock resting against her full lips.

      “I love cock, Kim,” she says, “I love cum. I’m addicted to it. I’m addicted to the taste, to the smell, to the feeling of being coated in it, to feel it dripping down every inch of me, to it dripping out of my used cunt, to feeling it sliding down my throat. I love it. I’m a cumfiend. And so are you.”

      Kimberly nods. “Yes,” she hisses. “Yes.”

      “Are you going to share these cocks with me?” Cindy asks.

      My wife swallows the lump in her throat, but her eyes are determined and burning with fire. “Yes!”

      “You’re going to make such a good whore,” Cindy says. “Your body is made to be fucked. Your pussy and ass are made for cocks. Tonight we’re going to show you what you were really made for.”

      That’s all the encouragement Eric needs. He grabs my wife’s hips, lifts her up, adjusts his cocks, and sinks her back down.

      Just like that I’m watching a guy ten years younger than us sink his unprotected cock into my wife’s dripping wet cunt in front of a room full of strangers — and her best friend.

      “Hey, I had dibs,” a guy with his cap on backwards says. Philip, I vaguely remember. “Not cool bro.”

      “Sorry man,” Eric says as my wife bounces up and down his cock. “I couldn’t resist.”

      He reaches up and yanks her dress down, her full tits spilling out their confinement. He grabs a tight hold of them as he fucks my wife. Kim has her eyes closed as she rides this total stranger.

      “That’s going to cost you,” Philip says as he grabs a pile of chips.

      “Worth it,” Eric groans. “Worth every cent. I’ve never had a pussy this tight before.”

      James unloads his cum all over Cindy’s face, dousing her with seed. She has her mouth wide open and her tongue stretched out, making herself the perfect palette for this cum-fueled painting. The guys around me all zip down their trousers as well, talking amongst themselves about how they can’t wait for their turn.

      This is turning into a free for all.

      A group of seven guys surround Cindy, all pushing their cocks in her face, forcing them down their throat, rubbing them against her cheeks, slapping them against her forehead. And from her cheers and laughs, she sounds like she’s in heaven.

      With the guys I was hiding behind suddenly gone, I’m left out in the open, and Kimberly’s eyes flash across me.

      Our eyes meet and time seems to stand still for a moment.

      She doesn’t stop bouncing on the young cock inside her unprotected cunt. She doesn’t even slow down.

      Instead, she smiles. She must take my inaction as approval.

      Perhaps it is.

      “Oh fuck,” Eric moans.

      “I want it in my mouth,” Kim says. She stands up and drops down to her knees, engulfing Eric’s cock with her mouth.

      Going from pussy to mouth is not something I remember ever happening, but here it is.

      Eric grabs a fistful of my wife’s hair and shoots his cum down her throat. She swallows it all greedily. When he’s finished his load, she stands up. Philip reaches out for her, his cock standing up straight, but she walks past him towards me.

      I still stand there. Frozen. Shocked.

      “Hi, baby,” Kimberly says. Her breath is warm and smells like cock.

      She grabs the back of my head and kisses me passionately, forcing her tongue into my mouth. The strange taste is intoxicating, and I find myself swapping tongues with my wife. She reaches down and grabs my hard cock, jerking me off through my clothes. I’m so aroused that the frantic rubbing is almost enough to get me off — but Philip is not content with waiting for his turn.

      He lifts the back of my wife’s dress up, grabs her hips, and slides his cock right into her dripping wet cunt — while she’s still kissing me!

      “Oh god,” she moans into my mouth.

      I look up to see what is happening to see the young guy staring right at me, a sneering grin on his face.

      “I love your wife’s cunt,” he says. “Tight and wet, just the way I like it.”

      I don’t know how to respond to that. I just stare, dumbfounded, frozen in place as he pounds his monstrous cock into my wife’s pussy.

      “Hold my balls while I pump your wife full of cum,” he growls.

      My hand slides down automatically, gliding across my wife’s dripping wet lips, until I find his big, smooth balls. They’re almost the size of tennis balls. I have never seen or felt anything like it.

      “Oh fuck, that’s it, do you feel that? Do you feel my cum getting ready to fill your bitch’s cunt?”

      “Yes,” I say, my voice hoarse, my throat dry. “Yes, I feel it.”

      My wife has her eyes closed, biting down on her bottom lip, a wicked, wanton look on her beautiful face. That’s the face of a woman getting her brains fucked out.

      I feel the big balls in my hands moving, jumping, pulsing, ready to spew a hot load of cum in my wife’s fertile womb. Instinctively I squeeze them.

      The young jock comes with a roar. His balls pulse in my hands as he fires his hot load deep into my wife’s pussy. Load after load of his potent cum floods her inner walls, filling her up to the brim. My wife screams and moans his name, begging for every last drop.

      After her fired off every last drop he pulls his big cock out of my wife, and instantly I feel drops of his cum dripping out of her used pussy. In a reflex I cup her pussy, feeling her red, puffy lips on my fingers, making sure the cum doesn’t dribble out.

      “It’s so much,” I mutter under my breath.

      “Yeah, that’s what a real load looks like,” Philip says with a sneer.

      I can’t stop the torrent of semen dribbling out of my wife. I pull my hand up, staring at amazement at the goblets of semen sticking to all my fingers. I’ve never seen a load so thick, so pearly before. The smell is intoxicating — the manliest musk I’ve ever had the pleasure of smelling. It smelled like pure alpha dominance.

      There’s more cum sticking to my fingers than I’v ever shot in a load — and this is just the amount that dribbled out! Imagine how much more, how many ounces of cum are swimming around inside her right now…

      Kimberly’s eyes fly open when she smells the cum on my fingers. Her eyes are burning brightly with lust, her mouth hanging open in desire.

      To my utter surprise, shock, and arousal, she leans forward and sucks my index finger right into her mouth. Her tongue whirls around, licking up every last drop of cum.

      She repeats this for every one of my fingers, licking them all clean, like it’s the best damn meal of her life.

      The feeling of having your wife lick a stranger’s cum off your fingers is nearly indescribable. My cock is as hard as a damn rock and I’m leaking so much pre-cum that my pants are stained.

      “I love cum,” my wife moans as she plays with the cum in her mouth, whirling it around with her tongue, smearing it all over her lips. Once she’s sucked my fingers clean she plunges two of them in her cunt and brings another scoopful to her lips, drinking it all up. “I fucking love cum.”

      Amazed, I help her out, scooping the cum that’s dribbling down her inner thighs up to her mouth, and I watch her lick my fingers clean like a puppy filled with a mixture of wonder and horror. Where did my wife go, and where this dis cum freak come from?

      Kimberly smirks up at me, cum sticking to her lips, a strand dribbling down her chin. Her eyes are glazed over, filled with fire.

      I’ve never seen anything as slutty as this.

      Watching her bring load after load of cum from her cunt straight to her mouth is the sexiest, sluttiest thing I’ve ever seen.

      She leans forward and without a hint of warning kisses me right on the mouth with her cum-coated lips. I struggle, but she grabs my neck and forces her tongue into my mouth.

      I taste it.

      The sweet, the dominating, the intoxicating taste of another man’s cum fills my mouth. I can taste it, I can smell it, I can feel it on my tongue.

      “Taste it,” she moans between kisses. “Taste his cum, baby.”

      Her hand flies down, reaching into my pants, circling the base of my cock.

      I can’t help but groan as her fingers move up and down my painfully erect cock. I’m seconds away from cumming, despite — or because? — of the stranger’s cum in my mouth.

      When I walked my wife down the aisle I never imagined she’d be feeding me a cream pie.

      “Can you taste it?”

      I nod. “Yes,” I moan, my voice muffled by her tongue smearing cum on my lips.

      She unzips my pants and pulls my cock out, her hands now a blur as she jerks me off. She places the head of my cock against her dripping wet lips, and I feel the cum oozing out her used cunt, rubbing all over the sensitive head.

      “Oh god,” I moan. “You’re dripping with cum.”

      “I’m filled, baby,” she says. “I’m filled to the fucking brim with his potent, his young, cocky seed…”

      She smears the cum all over my dick, and it’s too much for me. I cum on the spot, my semen flying out of my cock, hitting her inner thighs, mixing with the cum that is already there.

      “Yes, yes, yes,” she moans as she jerks me off. “Cum for me baby, show me that you love me, show me that you love cum as much as I do, show me that you’re an obedient little cum slut, like me.”

      “Oh fuck,” is all I can say as I have the biggest damn orgasm of my life. My eyes are shut so tightly I see stars, my entire body trembling and shaking as she coaxes every last drop of cum out of my balls.

      When I come down from the incredible high I’m on, I realize there’s still a bit of cum on my lips. Intense feelings of shame fill me as my arousal wanes slightly — what the fuck am I doing?! I swapped tongues and cum with my wife like a whore? She jerked me off as she rubbed my cock against her dripping, filled pussy, and it felt right? It felt good?

      How the fuck did this happen? I’ve never once felt like being dominated or humiliated, but watching my wife being stripped and groped, holding her while she’s being fucked without protection, holding a man’s balls as he cums inside my wife, swapping cum with her, and having her jerk me off as she tells me what a good cum lover I am…

      That’s not just a cursory introduction into humiliation. That’s launching right into the stratosphere without a helmet on. That’s going deep sea diving without a tank of air — fuck, without lungs!

      I stagger backwards, doubting every thing I knew about myself, about my wife, and about our marriage. My eyes drift to the side, towards Cindy.

      She’s still on her knees, every inch of her face dribbling with cum. A dozen naked cocks surround her, some strands of semen still connected to the hard, throbbing cocks. She sucks them off with gusto, with incredible passion.

      “Ah, Philip, what the fuck,” a young voice says. “You made a sloppy mess of this bitch’s cunt.”

      I whirl around. My wife is lying down on the table, her legs up on the shoulders of some jock. He’s rubbing his hard cock all over the sloppy mess that Philip made between my wife’s legs.

      “Sorry man,” Philip says with a shit-eating grin. “I couldn’t resist.

      “Fuck this,” he jock growls. “I’m taking this bitch in the ass.”

      He pushes my wife’s knees to her chest, making her pristine asshole available to him. I watch with bated breath as this cocky dude just places the tip of his penis against her rectum and pushes forwards. Her tiny puckered asshole is lubricated a mixture of the wet juices from her cunt dribbling down, and the semen that has flowed there as well.

      In all of years of marriage, I’ve never once even raised the question, afraid of what her reaction might be. She told me early when we started dating that she considered anal sex degrading to women, and I hadn’t dared to question that stance since.

      And now this jock is pushing his thick, wide cock into my wife’s virgin ass, and she’s not raising a single finger in protest.

      She couldn’t if she wanted to, seeing as her hands are wrapped around two big poles. She’s jerking two guys off, rubbing their cocks against her stiff, swollen nipples.

      My eyes grow wide as the big cock is forced into her ass. Kimberly moans loudly, her voice quickly muffled by another cock being forced into her mouth.

      It’s a true free for all, with my wife as the focal point of all this testosterone and aggression.

      “Oh fuck, this bitch is tight,” the jock groans. “Have you ever fucked her in the ass, man?”

      “I bet he hasn’t,” another guy grins.

      “Does that mean I’m taking this whore’s anal virginity?”

      “Nah, sluts like this love being fucked up the ass man.”

      “I’ve never fucked an ass so tight though,” the man says, sweat dripping down his brow as he forces inch after inch of his big cock into her tight ass. “Willing to bet on it?”

      “You got it; usual bet?”

      “Five grand, yeah. Hey man, answer the question,” the jock says, turning to me, half of his big cock inside my wife’s ass. She’s writing and groaning, and he’s just taking a pause like it’s no big deal.

      “Is she an anal virgin?”

      All eyes turn to me.

      “Yes,” I say. “Yeah.”

      “Score,” the man says, fist-pumping. He grabs my wife’s thighs and pushed forward roughly, the last few inches of his cock being shoved into her tight, unused hole. “Fuck, take it all, bitch. Yeah, I’m fucking you in the ass!”

      “Dude,” the other guy says, deflated. “You never fucked that ass before man? What’s wrong with you? It’s right there for the taking.” He shakes his head. I can’t believe some young kid just lost five grand because I haven’t mustered up the courage to fuck my wife from behind.

      What a party this is turning out to be!

      Kimberly is moaning and panting like a dog at this point, her moans reduced to sobs and cries as the jock roughly fucks her asshole. I’m glued to the spot, one hand wrapped around my cock as I wank away.

      “I can’t hold out much longer,” the jock groans. “Here it comes! Take it all, take every inch!”

      He pushes forward, forcing every last inch into my wife. Then I watch him tremble, unloading his balls deep inside her virgin ass.

      He pulls out of her ass when he’s satisfied, his cock flopping out. I’ll never forget that sight.

      My wife’s asshole is gaping wide open, dripping cum. The white, juicy stuff is now dribbling out both her pussy and cunt — and as I stare at her opened asshole, the guy fucking her face pulls out and shoots his load all over her, dousing her tits in his seed.

      Two other guys follow suit, and within seconds her face looks like a Pollock painting. She’s covered with man juice.

      What a fucking night.

      “She’s pretty like that, isn’t she?”

      Cindy stands next to me, wrapping her small hand around my small cock.

      “The way she surrenders herself to all these men, the way she gives into her every instinct, her every desire… it’s empowering. Don’t you agree? Shouldn’t women be in full control of their sexuality? Kim alway brags about how you’re a perfect husband. That you’re a feminist. So you agree, don’t you?”

      My cock has already come back to life, and Cindy’s skilled hands, combined with watching my wife being so brutally and roughly taken, is doing wonders for my erection.

      I turn to Cindy, and her face is perfect.

      I can hardly see her facial features through the thick layer of cum that covers her face. It’s dribbling down her chin and her cheeks. A few strands are hanging down her earlobe.

      The smell is overpowering.

      “Oh god,” is all I can muster as I study her facial features.

      “I’m beautiful, aren’t I?”

      For a second I’m afraid she’s going to try and kiss me, and rub all of that jazz on me. Luckily, she just drops down to her knees. She grabs my cock and places it right on her cum-covered forehead.

      It’s like lowering your cock down into a bath. Her face is wet and sticky, and my cock slithers across, bathing in cum. She kisses and tongues my sensitive balls as I watch the men shoot their cum over my wife, one after another. It’s like more and more keep appearing out of nowhere just to add their load to the mess that’s already there.

      “Tell me you like it,” Cindy says, her tongue on my balls. “Tell me she’s gorgeous.”

      “She’s amazing,” I breathe, shivering with pleasure.

      “I knew you’d like it,” she says, her tongue gliding down lower. She kisses her way down, until the tip of her tongue is dragging across my sensitive asshole. The feeling is unknown but incredible.

      “I told her you’d enjoy it. The two of you are both submissive, you need a powerful dom in your life. Luckily I knew just the types of guys who’d help release your wife’s inner slut.”

      As she’s saying this her tongue is darting against my asshole, and I can’t help but moan like a bitch in heat every time.

      The bouncer is the last one to take his turn. He looks at me and shrugs, as if to say sorry dude before he forces his big, thick, meaty cock into my wife’s overflowing cunt. He fucks her like a jack-hammer, her entire body shaking and moving, the cum gliding down her sides. He cums quickly, adding his load to the countless already inside of her.

      When he had his turn, the guys clear out, taking their poker chips, their stacks of cash, and my wife’s underwear with them. They smirk and smile at me as I stand there, naked from the waist down, my small cock standing right up as Cindy rims me.

      “Thanks for your wife,” Philip says with a grin. “She was a treat.”

      “Take her,” Cindy urges me on. “Reclaim her.”

      I walk forward and drink in the sight in front of me.

      Kimberly is laying on the table, semen seemingly covering every inch of her. Her pussy and ass are both gaping open and dripping cum. Her eyes are closed, her chest rising with every deep breath.

      I can’t believe this wanton woman, this cum-covered slut is my wife — but it’s definitely our wedding ring around her finger. I line up the head of my cock with her used, gaping asshole.

      Finally going to take what’s mine.

      I push in, expecting resistance, expecting tightness, expecting… anything, really.

      Instead, all I feel is sloppy wetness. All I feel is my cock being coated in untold amounts of semen.

      I bottom out quickly. The feeling of intense shame and humiliation makes my heart beat like a drum, my entire body feel like I’m about to jump out of a plane.

      My wife’s asshole is so well-fucked and stretched out I can barely feel a thing.

      Cindy plunges her tongue into my asshole, and that sudden feeling sends me over the edge. I cum right there on the spot, adding my load, my balls emptying themselves, my seed mixing with countless others.

      I feel dizzy and light-headed, and I have to grasp the table to stop from falling over.

      My wife has her eyes closed, barely reacting to the most powerful orgasm of my life at all.

      Damn…

      What a party!
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      Ever watched your wife sink to her knees in front of your best friend because you lost a bet?

      Jim didn't mean it when he said he bet his young, curvy wife on the game...

      But a bet is a bet, and his dominant best friend is forcing him to pay up.

      And the strangest thing is even Jim's wife agrees. What started as watching a simple game on a Sunday with a few beers turns very serious when Mary drops down to her knees in front of Rick, intent on honoring the bet...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            My Wife & My Best Friend

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “A bet is a bet.”

      My best friend is looking at with his eyebrows raised.

      “You can’t back out now.”

      “B-but,” I stammer. “It was a joke. I didn’t mean it.”

      “No, what you meant to say is: I didn’t think my team was going to lose.”

      “Right,” I admit.

      “So you made the bet. And now they lost. So now it is time to pay up.”

      “You did make that bet,” my wife says.

      I whip around. She’s standing in the doorway wearing a nightie. Her eyes are moist, a wicked smile on her lips.

      “H-how long have you been standing there?” I ask.

      “Long enough,” she answers.

      “Look, I didn’t force you to make that bet,” my best friend Rick says. “Did I, Mary?”

      “You did not.”

      “See, even your wife agrees with me.”

      I grip the sides of my seat, feeling a bit light headed all of a sudden. This can’t really be happening.

      “Slow down,” I say. “Slow down. It was a joke.”

      “Didn’t sound like a joke to me,” Rick answers. “If you won the bet, you would have taken my car for a drive, would you not? I’d have given you the keys and honored the bet. Now you’ve lost, and as we agreed, I’m going to take your wife.”

      My mouth is dry, my palms sweaty.

      We were just talking bull. When I said I’d bet my wife I was just joking.

      I mean, yeah, Rick is the most attractive friend I have. He’s built line a linebacker. He’s tall, he’s strong, rich, decisive. A true leader, a real alpha male.

      I’m sure Mary has fantasized about him once or twice. She complains when my other friends visit, but she never gives a peep when I invite Rick over. In fact, it always seems to be she dressed a tad bit sexier for him, and lingers around downstairs longer.

      But, to watch him with my wife?

      That’s insanity.

      “Look,” Rick says, siting on the edge of his chair. With his big, imposing frame he dominates the room. It feels like he’s towering over me.

      “I’m a man of my word, Jim. You know this. Did you not say ‘they’ll never blow this lead, I’ll bet on anything.’”?

      “Rick, I—”

      “Yes or no, Jim. Yes or no. It’s a simple question.”

      “Yes,” I say.

      I swallow the lump in my throat.

      “Did I then ask you if you were serious?”

      “Yes,” I answer again. I feel parched.

      “And what did you say next?”

      Rick is an excellent negotiator. There’s not a thing he can’t talk his way into. His stunning good looks don’t hurt, either.

      I just never thought he’d use his powers of persuasion to make me surrender my own wife!

      I’ve known him for years, hell, he was the best man at my wedding! And now he’s forcing me to honor a bet where I promised him my wife… and I feel powerless to resist.

      “I said… even my wife.”

      “Even your wife. Did you hear that, Mary?”

      “I did,” my answers, her voice barely containing her excitement.

      Did she want me to lose? Did my wife want to pay for my lost bet?

      This is insanity. I invite him into my house, where he drinks my beer, and as thanks, he’s going to take my wife!

      “And I said ‘don’t bet what you can’t lose’. Remember?”

      “Right.”

      He’s really got me by the balls. He gave me every possible out, but I was so certain my team was going to win… plus, I thought we were still just talking bull!

      “And what did you say? Repeat those words back to me, Jim.”

      “I…”

      My voice falters. I can’t bring myself to say those words.

      “Mary, perhaps you’d like to jog your husband’s memories?”

      “With pleasure,” my wife says. “Hubby, your words were, and I quote: If they lose, I’ll even take her panties off for you.”

      She walks into the living room, swaying her hips with every step. Now, in the light, I see the outfit she has on, and it makes my heart leap into my throat.

      My wife is wearing a pink see-through babydoll that accentuates every curve in her gorgeous body.

      She stops in front of me and does a little twirl in front of me. The babydoll flies up, exposing her pink panties to us both.

      “So go ahead.”

      Her voice is thick with lust. I look at her with a mixture of shock and arousal. I can’t believe this is really happening.

      Me and my big mouth!

      “Do it,” Rick says.

      His voice is low and commands authority. Following it feels easy. Natural.

      My hands move up my wife’s naked thighs.

      In a moment, my best friend will have his strong, rough hands all over her soft, pale skin.

      That thought sends a wicked jolt through me. My cock is as hard as a rock, my heart beating like a fucking war drum.

      My hands are shaking as I move them further up. I feel the soft, pink material on my fingertips. My fingers hook into the waistband of her panties.

      “That’s it,” Rick growls. He’s watching me like a hawk, his brown eyes glued to my wife’s well-formed body.

      Every rational bone in my body is telling me to stop, to smack Rick upside the head, or to storm out… but instead, I stay right where I am.

      Sitting in my very own living room as I slide my wife’s panties down in front of my best friend.

      The material slides down easily. I pull her panties all the way down to her ankles. She steps out of them, and I bunch the material up in the palm of my hand.

      I can feel she’s dripping wet, and that gives me a wicked thrill.

      Mary smiles at me and pats me on the head.

      “Good boy,” she whispers, a sexy smirk on her face.

      She walk towards Rick. He’s sitting in my favorite chair, legs spread, a victorious smile on his face as my young, beautiful wife offers her shaved, naked cunt to him.

      “Here’s your prize,” Mary says, lifting the front of her babydoll.

      I watch Rick’s calloused hands slide up the back of her naked thighs with my stomach up in knots.

      “W-wait,” I stammer. “We can’t really do this…”

      The sight of my best man’s hands on my prized wife makes me feel sick. The whole room is spinning in front of me. I thought I could handle this, but I can’t.

      Mary turns to me.

      “It’s too late for that now, honey,” she says, her eyes washed over with arousal.

      From behind her I hear wet kissing sounds. Rick is kissing my wife’s behind, his hands gripping her round ass.

      “Just give into it, baby,” Mary whispers. “Like I am. Just surrender.”

      “B-but,” I stammer, shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

      If my heart beats any faster I’m afraid I’m going to have a damn heart attack - or that my heart will burst from my ribcage!

      Her eyes close and her mouth falls open, a prolonged, wanton moan leaving her lips.

      “Oh yes,” she gasps. “Oh, fuck.”

      I move up to see what’s happening.

      Rick has buried his face in my wife’s cunt from behind. He’s kissing, lapping and sucking on her pussy, his skilled tongue moving all the way up and down her dripping wet slut.

      His hands are roaming her ass, squeezing, groping. Much rougher than I’ve ever been.

      My fingers grip the sides of my chair. My feet feel like they weigh a thousand tonnes.

      I guess there’s nothing left for me to do than stay here and watch this play out.

      My wife’s breathing gets heavier and heavier. She leans forward, gripping the coffee table for support.

      Rick is really going at it. He licks all the way up, and my wife’s eyes suddenly fly open.

      “W-what?” I ask her.

      I’ll never forget that meaningful look on her face.

      “Rick’s licking my ass,” she says.

      Four simple words, but they changed everything.

      I’ve been begging for her ass for years and have never come close, but Rick just takes what he wants.

      “My turn.”

      Rick’s voice is low and dominant. My wife follows his command instantly.

      “Oh yes,” she says, dropping down to her knees, like an obedient whore.

      I watch, perplexed and stunned, as she unbuttons Rick’s pants and tugs them down to his ankles.

      Mary’s a proud, fierce, independent woman, who has always been in control of her sexuality. In the bedroom she has always called the shots, and I figured that that is how she wanted it.

      Now, as I watch her obediently follow my best friend’s every order, I question everything. Have I never really satisfied her? Has she been missing out?

      She yanks his boxers down with a forceful tug. His big cock literally springs out, already dripping with precum. His big manhood hits her cheek, leaving a strand of his juice attached to her face.

      “Oh god,” she moans as she takes a deep whiff.

      My own member throbs painfully, constrained by my own pants, as I watch my wife smell my best friend’s bigger, better cock. I want to jerk off, but that just feels awkward.

      Not that this could get any more awkward, though.

      Rick runs his hand through my wife’s blonde hair, a victorious smile on his lips.

      “It’s so big,” she says, her eyes as big as saucers.

      Her tongue wets her lips. I know what’s coming, but when her lips first touch his cock, it still hurts.

      Mary grabs his cock, her fingers barely wrapping around his thick length. She runs her tongue up his cock, from the base all the way to the big, purple, shining head.

      The same lips that said ‘I do’ have now tasted Rick’s cock.

      “You look perfect with my cock on your face,” Rick says. He grabs my wife’s head and pushes her down, so that his entire cock is resting on her face.

      “Don’t you agree, Jim?”

      I never thought I’d say this, but, I have to agree.

      My wife seems looks so small with that big, thick, throbbing cock resting on her face. Her nose is buried in his big balls, a wife smile on her lips.

      I watch in horror as her tongue sneaks out and she licks his big, smelly balls right in front of me.

      “Oh yeah, that’s it,” Rick says as he grabs a fistful of my wife’s hair. “Lick my balls.”

      Encouraged by his words, my wife starts licking my best friend’s balls with gusto. She drowns them with saliva, doing her best to stuff both of this tennis-sized balls in her mouth.

      He raises one of his feet, resting it on the coffee table to provide her with better access. My wife, naked except for a babydoll, runs her tongue down my friend’s ball, all the way to his taint.

      Rick grabs a tight hold of my wife’s neck and forces her face right into his ass.

      “That’s it, slut,” he growls. “Kiss that ass.”

      I am so mesmerized by the sight in front of me I forget to even breathe. Rick is dominating my wife more than I ever thought possible.

      When he’s satisfied Rick lets go, and my wife falls back, her hair tussled, her face covered in saliva and ball-sweat, a wide, ear-to-ear grin on her face as she gasps for air.

      “You’re a natural born ball-licker, Mary,” my best man says. He grabs the base of his big cock and wags it around, smacking it against my wife’s cheeks, smearing his pre-cum all over her face.

      She raises her hands to guide his cock into her mouth, but Rick instantly slaps them away.

      “Mouth only,” he says. “Show your man what a good cocksucker you are.”

      Mary obediently holds her hands behind her back as she tries to get the head of Rick’s cock into her waiting mouth — unsuccessfully.

      Rick moves his hips, smearing his cock and pre-cum all over my wife’s face. When she finally gets her hot, red lips wrapped around the big head of Rick’s cock, he moans loudly.

      “Fuck, that’s it, take it, take it all you little bitch.”

      He grabs a fistful of his hair and shoves his cock down my wife’s throat, until she’s gagging for air. Still, he doesn’t relent. He forces her way, until her nose is pressed flat against his pubic one.

      I notice my wife’s arm is moving rhythmically — she’s playing with herself as my best friend fucks her face!

      My mouth is dry as sandpaper as I watch the wanton spectacle in front of me. I can’t believe this is really happening. One moment we were just watching the game and talking shit, and the next, my best man has his cock lodged down my wife’s throat.

      “Fuck, time to fuck that tight little cunt of yours,” Rick says. He pulls my wife to her feet and slaps her ass hard, the sharp sound bouncing off the walls.

      “Turn around,” he barks.

      My wife obediently turns around. He shoves her and she falls down, her hands landing on the coffee table for support.

      Her face is only a feet away from mine now. I can see every last detail of her wanton arousal.

      I can see that her beautiful blonde hair is tussled. I can see the mixture of saliva and pre-cum dribbling down her cheeks and chin. I can see the big smile that is permanently etched on her face.

      And most of all, I can see the total, complete and overwhelming arousal that is shining in her bright, blue eyes.

      “Hi baby,” she says.

      I can feel her hot breath on my face, and the smell of my friend’s cock.

      “Rick’s going to fuck me.”

      It’s a statement of fact, or no, a promise.

      “Yes,” I say foolishly.

      “Kiss me.”

      “W-what?”

      “Kiss me as your best friend fucks me,” she says again.

      Her blue eyes are on fire. Everything about Rick taking such control of the situation is turning her on.

      I don’t have a clue as to what to do, so I do the easiest thing imaginable: I follow her order.

      I slide down to my knees and bring my face closer to Mary’s. She leans forward and kisses me, instantly pushing her tongue into my mouth.

      The taste overwhelms me. I’ve never tasted anything like it.

      So salty, so bitter, so strange, so poignant, so… addictive.

      “How do my balls taste, Jim?” Rick sneers as my wife pushes her tongue into my mouth. “I’m going to fuck this little cunt of yours,” he continues.

      I hear the wet sounds of his big dick slapping my wife’s ass, and a strange urge overcomes me.

      I want him to do it.

      All my life, I’ve been jealous of Rick. He’s always been bigger, better, stronger than me. I often felt like his sidekick. Most girls I dated lost interest in me the moment they met him. I kept Mary away from him for the first three months, just because I feared she was going to leave me for him as well.

      Now, I won’t have to be afraid any longer. Mary’s my wife, but she’s Rick little whore, and that’s okay.

      “Oh fuck,” my wife moans into my mouth. “He’s so b-b-big!”

      I lean back to see what’s happening.

      Rick has placed the big, purple head of his cock at my wife’s entrance, and he’s working his monster cock into her, one inch at a time.

      “Fuck, you’re a tight little whore, aren’t you?”

      “Uh-huh,” my wife moans.

      Rick slaps her ass, the harsh sound bouncing off the walls. Every time he does so, my wife moans.

      “Oh, you like that?” he asks as he slaps her again. “You like getting your ass slapped?”

      “Yes,” Mary breathes wantonly. “Yes.”

      “What about getting your hair pulled?” Rick sneers. He grabs a fistful of her blonde hair and yanks her back as he sinks another inch of his cock into her.

      My wife’s eyes roll back, a yelp leaving her lips.

      “That’s what I thought,” Rick grunts as he forces another inch of his wife cock into her tight cunt. “You’re a hot little bitch. You love it when I use you like the cumloving whore that you are.”

      He reached around and wraps of his big hands around her neck, cutting off her air supply. He holds her throat closed as he moves his hips, fucking her, his giant dick spreading my wife’s tight cunt apart.

      Mary’s face slowly grows red, her moans reduced to sputtering sounds.

      As I watch my best friend choke my wife, the pit in my stomach grows. If he keeps this up, she’s going to pass out.

      “R-rick,” I stammer. “Y-you’re hurting her.”

      “Bullshit,” he says so forcefully I recoil unwillingly. “The little bitch loves it! Isn’t that right?”

      He lets go and Mary falls over forward, gasping for air, her flushed chest heaving with every breath.

      “Tell him!” Rick bellows as he slaps her ass again. Her ass is red and raw, his hand firmly imprinted on her naked rear.

      “Y-y-yes,” she stammers, still finding her breath. “I-I-I love it.”

      I watch in disbelief as my best friend used my wife like a five dollar hooker. She’s always called the shots, always been in control, especially in the bedroom. I figured she was dominant, and that is what she enjoyed and craved.

      I couldn’t have been more wrong.

      Rick, my best friend, is slapping, choking, spanking and fucking her right in front of me, and my wife savors every little moment of it.

      My best man grabs her ass with two hands and shoots his hips forwards, burying every last inch of his monster cock inside her pussy. Mary screams, but her voice is silenced when Rick reaches around and covers her mouth with his hand. He forces two fingers into her mouth, sticking them into her mouth as deeply as he can as he fucks her from behind.

      “This is how you fuck a bitch,” he grunts as he jack-hammers his ten inches into her. “You show them who’s boss.”

      I’ve never had sex like this — ever.

      This is sweaty, angry, passionate, rough fucking.

      Rick slaps my wife in the face, and she moans and begs for another. His hands move down and grope her round breasts, pulling and twisting her nipples, and she screams from joy.

      After fifteen minutes of the roughest sex I’ve ever seen, Rick pulls out with an angry roar. He pushes my wife away and she falls onto all fours.

      He sink back into my favorite chair, his sweaty ass parked in my seat.

      “Get me a beer,” he bellows.

      My wife tried to stand up, but Rick pushes her down with his feet.

      “I never said you could stand. Crawl.”

      This is it, I thought. He could use his big dick to fuck her silly, but my wife, my proud, independent Mary is not going to be barked at like a dog.

      Or so I thought.

      Mary crawls into the kitchen, on her hands and knees, like an obedient little bitch. I watch her go with my eyes as wide as saucers.

      Only from behind can I see how red her ass is — bruised and blistered. Her pussy is gaping wide open, her lips red and raw.

      My friend ruined my wife’s pussy.

      A moment later she comes crawling back into the room, carrying a single beer.

      She did’t bring my anything.

      “That’s a good bitch,” Rick says, patting her head as if she was a dog. “Now lick my dick clean.”

      My wife wraps her lips around his cock instantly, not even caring about the mixed juices still glistening on his fat pole. She licks him like a lollipop and bobs her head up and down on his big, angry cock.

      “You’re an obedient little whore, aren’t you?”

      “I am for your big cock,” my wife moans between kisses.

      Ouch. Even after everything I’ve seen that stings a bit.

      She kisses her way down until she’s arrived at his big, manly ballsack. She lathers up his balls, licking and sucking, drowning them in her saliva. Meanwhile, Rick uses her ass like a table, resting one of his big feet on her.

      I’ve never seen anyone so objectified, so completely used, and enjoy it as thoroughly as my proud wife.

      I had no idea.

      I thought I knew her… but I suppose I was wrong.

      “How are you, Jimmie boy?” my friend asks.

      I stammer a response, not knowing what to say.

      “It’s okay,” he says. “I’m glad I could help you two discover who you really are.”

      “W-what do you mean?” I stammer.

      “Isn’t it obvious?” Rick says. “You’re a submissive. You need someone to tell you what to do. You crave it. You need someone to fuck your wife. You need someone to do this.”

      He grabs my wife’s hair and yanks it back, and with his other hand, he holds the base of his cock. He slaps his hard cock against my wife’s face, rubbing his stank all over her.

      She keeps her mouth open, licking and kissing his cock when she can.

      “See? You’re watching me rub my cock on your wife’s face without giving a peep. That pecker of yours is as hard as a rock, isn’t it? It’s okay, Jim. See, I’m helping you.”

      He lets go of my wife’s hair and she wraps her lips around the head of his cock instantly, humming pleasurable as she sucks my friend off while he explains to me how this is a good thing for me.

      “I’ve always known you were a cuck. You always delivered your girlfriends right to me. Oh, don’t raise your eyebrows like that. You knew what you were doing — inviting me to your basement along with your date, then going up to your room at 10 because you had work in the morning.”

      “I did have work in the morning,” I stammer. “I had a paper-route!”

      “Sure thing,” Rick says.

      It’s hard to focus on him with my wife’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

      “I fucked all of your girlfriends right in your own basement.”

      My mouth is dry, my hands sweaty. I always suspected it. After those nights, my girlfriends lost all interest in me.

      “No,” I stammer. “You’re lying.”

      “Why would I lie to you, Jim?” Rick says. “Your wife is sucking my cock right now. In fact, even your parents knew.”

      “They w-what?” I stammered.

      “Your dad came down to tell us to keep it down, and he walked right in on me fucking that red-head, Claire, from behind? She was a screamer.”

      My dad knew? That’s so humiliating…

      “He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw it was me and not you. I just said Sorry Mister Smith. I wrapped my hand around Claire’s mouth and told him I’ll keep it down, while not missing a single stroke.”

      “You’re so bad,” my wife laughs from underneath his cock.

      “You love it,” Rick smirks.

      “I do,” she answers.

      “Your father just shook his head, said ‘kids these days’, and left. Or he pretended to — he watched me fuck that slutty redhead for another fifteen minutes from up the stairs. I put on quite a show for him.”

      “You’re lying,” I stammer, but I don’t even believe myself anymore.

      “From that point on, both your parents knew what date night meant. Half an hour after you went to bed, the door would creak open, and both your parents would watch through the crack as I fucked your girl sideways. I always made sure they had a good angle of my big cock splitting those tiny pussies apart, because I’m a good guy like that. I’m sure I helped kickstart their sex life again.”

      No no no. Impossible.

      “What do you think about that, bitch?” Rick asks my wife.

      “I think it’s hot,” she breathes.

      “Play with yourself,” he commands.

      Mary’s hand move down, one rubbing her clit, the other moving to her breasts.

      “That’s it, now spread those legs.”

      My wife spreads her legs as far as she can, showing her red, well-fucked pussy to me. Her face is contorted with pleasure.

      “Now finger your ass.”

      “Oh god,” she breathes as she moves her hand down and pushes one finger right into her virgin asshole.

      “As I was saying Jim, you’re a submissive, and so is Mary here. She craves a master, someone to obey, to follow. I backed off, out of respect for you. I didn’t even fuck her on your wedding night, when you passed out like a rookie. But when you offered her pussy to me on a silver platter with that stupid bet of yours… I knew you were ready. Subconsciously, you wanted this. So this my gift to you. The sexual awakening of your wife.”

      Mary’s eyes are closed, her mouth hanging open, two fingers inside her own asshole.

      He’s right — this is certainly an awakening.

      “Say thank you,” Rick commands.

      “T-t-thank you,” my wife groans. “T-t-hank you m-master.”

      “That’s a good little bitch. Now stick those fingers in your mouth.”

      Mary stops, her eyes opened wide. She pulls her fingers out of her own ass and stares at them, shock registering on her face.

      “I-n my…”

      “Mouth.” Rick says powerfully.

      My wife is shaking from excitement as she brings her hand up to her face. She slowly but surely slides her fingers into her own mouth.

      I’m watching with bated breath as Rick pushed every button and breaks every boundary there is. He’s really going all out.

      Mary’s cheeks turn hollow was she sucks on her own fingers, and then her body shakes and trembles violently. Her hips buck, her other hand a blur as she strokes her clit. She cums in front of us, bucking like a bronco, her moans muffled by her own fingers.

      “See?” Rick says. “She came from following my commands alone.”

      I never thought it possible, but Rick’s crazy words are starting to make sense. I’ve never seen my wife act like this — or cum like this before. She’s a woman possessed.

      “For your final act of submission,” Rick says to me, “I want you to guide my cock into her.”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. Is he insane? Touch another man’s cock? This is madness.

      My eyes are drawn to his big, hulking member. It’s throbbing between his legs like a predator.

      My wife is lying on the floor, her eyes closed, seemingly passed out from her powerful orgasm.

      Rick moves forward and lays my wife’s legs up on his shoulders. His naked cock is resting on her stomach, reaching way past her naval.

      “Do it,” he says.

      Before I know what I’m doing I’m on my knees next to them and my hand is wrapped around his thick, warm, pulsing member.

      It’s so big, so warm, so… everything a cock should be. He moves back and the big, wet head plops down against her gaping opening.

      My hand is shaking from excitement as I place him right at her entrance.

      “Excellent,” Rick says. He thrust his hips forward and his big cock enters my wife. I watch from up close as her lips part and she welcomes him in side of him. My hand moves with him, now resting against her pussy, feeling just how damn sloppy and wet she is.

      “Now hold my balls,” he says.

      I look at him with my mouth hanging open.

      “Hold my balls while I fill your slut.”

      My hand moves down between his legs, holding his big, tennis-sized balls in the palm of my hand.

      “Fuck,” Rick groans as I squeeze his sack. “That’s it. Oh, I’m going to fill your bitch. I’m going to fill your horny little bitch of a wife with every last drop of my potent cum!”

      “Do it!” I breathe, my adrenaline racing.

      I’ve fully surrendered myself to Rick’s control.

      “Do it!”

      He pounds my wife, her curvy body jiggling with every thrust of his powerful hips. I massage his balls, begging him to cum deep inside my wife’s pussy.

      “Yes!” he groans. “Yes, yes, YES!”

      He bottoms out inside of her with one final growl before exploding inside of her. His entire body trembles, and his balls move and shake as they pump a gallon of cum through that thick cock of his.

      I can feel his balls pulse and throb in my hands as his potent jizz is pumped into my wife’s cunt.

      With a deafening roar he stands up, my wife’s legs falling to the ground. Her pussy is gaping and red, her lips standing wide open, and a torrent of cum gushes out her well-fucked pussy. The white liquid sticks to her inner thighs, and my mouth waters.

      Rick’s powerful hand grabs the back of my neck forces my head right between my wife’s legs.

      “Give that sloppy pussy a kiss, Jim,” he growls.

      I don’t need the words of encouragement. I dive in, wrapping my mouth around her well fucked pussy lips. I stick my tongue into her as far as it’ll go, the illicit taste of sex filling my mouth.

      Mary moans and groans I eat her creampie. I lick her to an explosive orgasm, the strange taste proving addictive to me.

      When I’m done I fall back, breathing heavily.

      “I’m proud of you, Jim,” Rick says. “For giving in to your deepest desires. Takes real courage.”

      “Thank you,” I say, the powerful taste of his cum still on my lips. “Thank you. For everything.”
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      I hate our new house guest.

      He's a pig. He smells of cigarettes, beer and sweat, and he can't keep his eyes or hands off of me. My husband thought it was a good idea to rent out a room, but now Bojan, the dominant Eastern-European jock, is taking control of our household. 

      If my husband doesn't step up... I don't know what I'll do.

      For with every passing day, I find Bojan's musk harder and harder to resist.
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      Tonight is Friday, and that means date night.

      And that means sex.

      I’m in a cheery mood as I park my car in my driveway. Another two whole days of respite before I have to head back to the office!

      My good mood is instantly ruined when I walk into my living room. Bojan, our eastern-european roommate, is sprawled out all over my couch, shirtless. He’s naked except for some gray sweatpants, and judging by the bulge in them, he doesn’t do underwear either.

      My coffee table is filled with crushed beer cans and cigarette buds. His big, naked feet are resting on the spot where I usually sit.

      “What the fuck?” I say. “What did we say about smoking in the house?”

      He doesn’t even look at me — he just keeps watching TV. Soccer.

      “At least put a shirt on, Jessie will be home soon,” I sigh as I pick up his trash.

      “Da,” he groans.

      Getting a roommate was my idea, but I’ve regretted it every day since Bojan moved in. Renting out a room meant an extra couple of thousands dollars a year, and that means we could pay our mortgage off as soon as possible. The sooner we were out of debt, the better, I reckoned.

      Jessie, my wife, had her doubts, but once we had a talk with the local college she was all for it. We cut a deal with them: We’d take in exchange students, and they paid us a premium.

      The idea was good in theory. Jessie and I got to meet people close to our age from all over the world, from diverse backgrounds, who were motivated and intelligent.

      The college assured us that the students would spend most of their time on campus or studying, so they wouldn’t get in our way at all.

      What a farce that has turned out to be!

      Bojan is the opposite of everything I imagined an exchange student would be. He’s rude and ill-mannered. He uses every bit of our house as if he owns the place, even using our master bathroom! The man walks around shirtless all day, drinking and smoking, watching TV, or worse, having his equally rude guests over.

      I suspect that the college is using us to offload their troublesome students. Out of the college dorms and right into my home!

      I tried to set boundaries and talk some sense into him, but when he’s not ignoring me he just laughs. He pretends not to speak English at times, but I think he’s just fucking with me.

      I’m close to calling the college and telling him they can have him back, but the money they’re paying me is really good. However, there are boundaries… in fact, it’s something I have to discuss with Jessie this weekend.

      But first, I want to have our date night, with just the two of us. For the past week, he’s been hogging all of the space in our living room, watching his foreign TV or yelling loudly into his phone. It’s like being a stranger in your own home.

      I’m not going to let his chiseled, foreign body ruin my sex night, though!
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      The moment I walk into our home I stop dead in my tracks.

      Oh my.

      Bojan, our house-guest, is lying on our couch, and he’s nearly naked. The only thing covering his well-built frame is a pair of gray sweatpants, and even that is pulled so far down I can the bottom lines of his abs.

      A warm current flows through my veins.

      I shouldn’t like the boorish man. I certainly shouldn’t be checking him out with my husband in the other room.

      But there’s something about him. He’s so nonchalantly arrogant, like he has everything figured out in life.

      In reality, he’s mooching off our beer, skipping classes, and spending his days watching TV and smoking. He’s rude, he smells of cigarettes and sweat…

      So why I find him so endearing? Why do I want to give him a hug? I feel like, if I tried, I could change him. All he needs is a woman to put him on the right path.

      I could be that woman.

      Except I’m married, and I love my husband Mark. Of course.

      Someone else should take this bad boy off my hands.

      “Hello,” I say, my cheeks burning.

      Why am I flustered? This is my own home! He’s on my couch!

      Bojan glances up at me, raising his eyebrows.

      I don’t think he has any clue how hot that look his.

      “Hello,” he says in his thick foreign accent. “You look good today.”

      “Oh, no,” I say, one hand moving instinctively to the back of my neck.

      Ugh, what am I doing? I’m a young professional, not some valley girl.

      “Big plans tonight?”

      “Yeah,” I say. “Date night.”

      “Have fun.”

      My eyes drift across his near-naked body. I can clearly see a big, thick bulge in his sweatpants. Is he not even wearing boxers? Holy hell…

      “Excuse me,” I say as I head into the kitchen. Mark is sitting at the kitchen table reading the newspaper. He’s already got his good suit on.

      “Hi,” I say as I kiss my husband on the cheek.

      “Hey, baby.”

      “Sorry I’m late,” I say. “Busy day.”

      “It’s okay,” he says. “We can still make our reservation at Glamor if you hurry.”

      “How long do I have?”

      “Half an hour. Is that enough?”

      “Yeah,” I say. “Going to take a quick shower if that’s okay.”

      My body is still burning from drinking in Bojan’s half-naked frame… I need some release. Quick.

      Mark frowns at me. “Okay,” he grunts. “But hurry up.”

      “Sure thing, babe.”

      I run up the stairs, kicking my heels off and peel my clothes off. As I step under the hot rays of the shower, my mind instantly drifts to the bum that’s sitting on my living room couch.

      The alpha, arrogant jerk.

      The irresistible jock.

      The way he looked at me… he was eye-fucking me, with my husband in the other room! He’s so damn ballsy.

      One hand slides down my naked body, finding my thumping, swollen clit. I got wet instantly when I saw those washboard abs.

      I never cared much for big, buff guys — or at least, that’s what I always thought. However, having to see those broad shoulders every day… it makes a feel a type of way.

      And that smell.

      That manly, musky scent of his.

      I’ve never smelled anything like it. Mark doesn’t smell like that, for sure. It’s a strange, poignant mixture of sweat, cigarettes and beer.

      I hated it at first, was revolted by it, but as the days passed…

      …it started to grow on me. I started to look forward to it.

      My fingers run circles on my clit as I think about Bojan’s strong shoulders, his manly scent, that big, giant bulge in those sweatpants of him.

      I wish he would just punish me. Make me his. Show me who’s boss.

      Show Mark who’s boss.

      Fuck. A current runs through me, and my knees grow weak.

      This is so naughty. I’ve never thought like this — but watching such a strong alpha male put a guy like Mark in his place… that’s the hottest, kinkiest thought I’ve ever had.

      He could do it, too. He’s just that type of guy who doesn’t give a single fuck.

      “Jessie!”

      I hear Mark screaming my name from downstairs.

      I don’t care, though. I’m lost in my own world, my breathing heavy, my entire body quivering as I near my climax.

      I come hard, throwing my back against the wall, having to bite my bottom lip to stop from screaming out Bojan’s name.
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      “Jessie!”

      I tap my foot impatiently. A quick shower she said. It’s been over twenty minutes! At this rate we’re going to be late. I hate being late.

      “Wife giving you trouble?” Bojan asks.

      “Yeah,” I say, rolling my eyes. “You know how American women are.”

      “I do not,” he says in this thick accent. “What do you mean?”

      “They… how do I explain this. The stereotype is that American women take a lot of time getting ready for a date, and so they’re always late. You’re not familiar with this?”

      He shakes his head. “I am not. In my country, women never make men wait. They know better.”

      I frown. “What do you mean by that?”

      “The women know their place. A man should not have to wait.”

      He says the words with conviction, like he means every syllable of it.

      “Well, here we believe in equality,” I say. “Women are not subordinate to their men.”

      Bojan laughs. “Of course they are,” he says. “American men are weak. Let women walk all over them. They need strong man who puts them in their place. Men like me.”

      I shift my weight around uncomfortably. I don’t like this talk about him putting women in their ‘place’. I wish Jessie would hurry up so that we could get out of here, and I don’t need to have this conversation with this oaf.

      Finally, after what feels like an eternity, Jessie makes her way downstairs. She looks absolutely gorgeous — she’s wearing a short red dress that hugs every inch of her body perfectly.

      Unfortunately, we’re also very late for our reservation, and my patience has run thin.

      “What took you so long?” I bite. “I told you to hurry up! We’re late! Do you know much trouble I went through to get that reservation?!”

      Jessie’s eyes open wide, her nostrils flaring, and I realize I done fucked up. She hates it when I raise my voice, especially in front of a guest — and Bojan is not giving us an inch of space. No, he’s staring right at us, one hand stuck down his sweatpants as he oggles our argument.

      “It’s a fucking reservation, Mark, Jesus Christ!” she says. “Who gives a fuck?”

      “I do!” I say. “I go there for work all the time, if they know I’m always late they’ll just stop giving me a table. You know how this restaurants are! Oh no wait, you don’t.”

      Fuck.

      Should not have said that.

      “What did you just say?” she snarls.

      “Forget it.”

      “No. No no no. What did you just say to me, Mark? That I don’t know what a business lunch is like? Because I don’t have a real job, like you, is that it?”

      “I said forget it!”

      “You can forget about your fucking dinner!” she says, shoving her purse into my stomach.

      She storms into the kitchen and I stand there like a fool, holding her purse.

      “Come on baby,” I whine. “It’s Friday. Let’s not fight.”

      Bojan raises his eyebrows, staring at me like I’m a neutered dog.

      “You’re going to take that?” he says in that thick accent of his.

      “Stay out of it, man.”

      Our Eastern-European house guest smirks. “You are like little kucka, holding her purse like that.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “A liter bitch,” he says with a wide smile. “You are little bitch, yes?”

      “Hey, fuck you, man!” I say. “I told you to stay out of it!”

      “In my country, we spank the women until they listen. Very effective. You need to take control.”

      Jessie comes storming out of the kitchen, and she still has that crazy look in her eye.

      “What did you just say to my husband?!” she says, pointing her nail-polished finger at me.

      Bojan rises from his seat instantly, and within two steps he’s standing face-to-face with my wife. I can smell the beer and cigarette-smoke from here.

      “Don’t talk to me like that,” he says, his voice low and manly. “I am not your kucka.”

      I can’t believe the guts of this guy, to talk to my wife like that. In front of me even! I watch Jessie like a hawk, looking forward to the earful she’s going to give him.

      However, that doesn’t happen.

      Her eyes are big but frightened, as she scans Bojan’s large frame. It’s almost as if she didn’t expect him to stand up to her like that.

      “Or w-what?” she says.

      “Or I will spank you,” he answers without a moment’s hesitation.

      Jessie’s dress is so tight I can see her hard nipples poke through the soft fabric. I don’t remember them doing that a moment ago…

      “You are a pig,” she says.

      “And you are a bitch.”

      Jessie raises her hand to slap him but he’s quicker, grabbing her wrist before her hand can strike.

      “I’m good at training bitches,” he continues. “Even the biggest bitch can become an obedient whore with the right hand guiding her.”

      “Let me go,” she struggles, but Bojan is much too strong for her. He pushes his hand against her face and she retches back.

      “Oh my god, the smell,” she gags.

      I now realize that is the same hand that was in his sweatpants a moment ago. He’s rubbing his ball-sweat all over my wife’s face, and I’m just standing there, confused.

      Aroused.

      “Are you going to let him do this?!” Jessie says. “Do something.”

      I shrug, feeling kinda helpless, but at the same time, empowered. Finally someone is standing up to Jessie and her moods.

      “Maybe you deserved it,” I hear myself say.

      I regret the words the moment they leave my lips. Is she going to explode into a ball of fury? Is she going to leave me?

      Instead, the yanks her arm free from Bojan’s grasp and storms out the door. As she passes me I can see her cheeks are as red as her dress.

      “Are you coming?!” I hear from outside.

      I guess our date is still on.

      “You’re welcome,” Bojan smirks as he heads back into the living room.
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      I can’t believe that just happened.

      No man has ever talked to me like that. I knew Bojan was a pig from the moment I first saw him, but I didn’t think he had the balls to talk to me like that in front of my husband.

      He didn’t show a moment’s hesitation. I think that if I pushed him further, he really would have done it too. He’d have pulled me over his lap, yanked my dress up and spanked me right in front of my husband.

      Is it insane that I kinda wish he had?

      He’s such a fucking bad boy. A dangerous, unpredictable, nasty man, who says he’ll make me his ‘obedient whore’. I wonder what kind of degrading acts he’ll make me do…

      I stare at my plate. We made our reservation after all, despite our argument — they hadn’t given our table away yet — but our date has been mostly silence so far. I am too embarrassed to talk.

      All I can think about is Bojan. His smile, his eyes, his smell.

      Oh god, his smell.

      It’s already weird enough that I’m attracted to his regular stench of beer and cigarettes. But now he rubbed his hand all over my face. The same hand that has been down his sweatpants for god know’s how long.

      I could smell his balls. He rubbed it right on my face, his fingertips even dragging across my lips a few times. I could taste the saltiness.

      And my body responded instantly. My panties were so wet he could have slid two fingers into me with ease. My body yearned for him to discipline me, to give me some of that Eastern-European punishment.

      I only managed to drag myself out of there in the nick of time. If he’d had pushed me down to his knees and yanked down those sweatpants of him, well…

      I can’t promise I wouldn’t have sucked his dick right there and then.

      In a way, I blame Mark. Why didn’t he intervene? Why didn’t he step up and show that oaf whose wife I really am?

      It would have served my husband right if I had swallowed our guests cum. Maybe then he wouldn’t always give me such an attitude.

      And what was his comeback? That I ‘deserved it’?

      Who tells their wife they deserve to smell an Eastern-European ballsack?

      If Mark had a bit of a backbone, maybe I wouldn’t be so mean to him. I don’t intend to. I don’t set out to be bitchy. But sometimes his whining just aggravates me so much that I can’t help but lash out…

      “How’s the wine?”

      I glance up at my husband.

      He’s sitting right across from me, picking at his food, while I’m fantasizing about our roommate doing unspeakable things to me.

      I’m just a lousy wife.

      Yet my brain won’t shut up.

      “Oh, it’s good,” I say as I take a sip.

      I wonder what Bojan is doing right now?
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      We’re both silent on the drive home.

      We’ve barely spoken a word all evening. The incident in the hallway has rattled both our bones. Jessie’s cheeks have been permanently flushed although out the date, her perky nipples peeing through the soft fabric of her dress.

      I have no idea what I’m supposed to say. I’ve never been in this situation before.

      Do I tell her I’m sorry? It seems like I should, but… that would also mean that I’d admit guilt.

      And I think Jessie is partly to blame here. If she hadn’t made me wait, or given our guest so much lip, she wouldn’t have put me in the situation where I’d have to save her.

      Which I didn’t do, by the way.

      I believe that she should be able to save herself. If she can get herself into trouble, it’s up to her to get herself out of it as well. Isn’t that what equality is all about?

      There’s also the uncomfortable truth that the whole altercation turned me on immensely. The way that Bojan held her wrist — he had total control of the moment.

      If he wanted to, he could have slid his other hand right up her dress. There’s nothing she could have done to resist him. He’s so tall, so strong.

      Technically I could have punched him, but if I’m brutally honest with myself, I think that even one-handed the jock would be able to knock me out.

      Physical strength is just not one of my strong suits, and Bojan has it in spades. I’ve come home a few times when he was working out in our living room, his broad chest glistening with sweat… he wouldn’t look out of place on a magazine cover.

      I wonder how Jessie would look like underneath those hulking muscles of his. My cock is hard at the thought alone, and I have to reach down and discreetly adjust myself.

      I glance at my wife to see if she noticed, but she’s staring off into the distance, lost in her own world.

      What kind of husband am I? Fantasizing about our roommate physically disciplining my wife? What’s wrong with me?

      I pull up to our house.

      “We’re here,” I say.

      My wife nods. “Yeah.”

      Both of us hesitate, refusing to acknowledge the elephant in the room. Inside, Bojan is probably waiting for us. How are we going to handle this?

      “I should take out the trash,” I say. “You go on ahead.”
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      I walk into the house, wobbling on my high heels. My knees are weak, my heart racing.

      I shouldn’t feel like this when I’m walking into my own home, but everything has changed. There’s a predator lurking in my living room. He’s nearly seven feet tall, speaks with an accent and smells intoxicating. His names Bojan, and I’m afraid I’m putty in his hands.

      “How was date?”

      His low, growling voice cuts right through me. My stomach flutters when I think back to how helpless he made me feel. Bojan is sprawled out on our couch, his hand down his sweatpants, as always.

      “Good,” I answer, trying to keep my voice from shaking.

      Bojan looks at me, his gaze demanding attention.

      “Did Mark get lucky?”

      I brush off his question, turning to leave.

      “Did you suck his cock?”

      The nerve of this man! I whirl back around, my cheeks glowing brightly red.

      “That’s none of your business!”

      “Mark is friend,” he say. “It is my business. You should be nice to friend. You should suck his cock. He works hard for you.”

      He’s daring me, challenging me. And I take the bait, hook, line and sinker.

      “I work hard! Just because he’s a man doesn’t mean that he owns me!” I say. “And neither do you! I made my own decisions!”

      Bojan laughs. “In my country, women don’t decide shit. They suck cock when they’re told.”

      “Oh yeah?! Your buddies girlfriends suck your cock all the time, I take it?”

      I can’t believe I’m talking to our rude house-guest about oral sex. Who does or does not put his oversized cock into their mouths is none of my business, but now that the words have left my mouth, it’s all I can think about.

      “Yes,” he says proudly. “True friends share all their women.”

      A wave of heat passes through me, and even my ears are burning.

      “Why you look so surprised?” Bojan continues. “When friend needs ride, you lend him car, yes? When friend is hungry, you share food. So when friend needs wife, you give wife. Is natural, yes?”

      I shake my head, my cheeks as red as a tomato.

      “N-no, that’s not natural. That’s not normal. America is a monogamous country.”

      “You would not help your husband or his friends? That’s selfish,” Bojan continued to needle me.

      “I’m not selfish!” I bite. “I’m my own woman!”

      “That’s something a real bitch would say.”

      “What’s going on?” Mark says when he walks in.

      I whirl around, pointing my finger right at my husband.

      “Bojan here is telling me how in his country, they all share their women like toys! And, what’s more, he insists it I should suck your cock! What do you have to say about that?!”

      My poor husband looks like a deer caught in the headlights.

      “W-w-well,” he stammers. “I’m not saying no,” he says with a weak smile.

      “What, be shared with all your friends? Yeah, Robert and Patrick would love that, right?”

      “N-n-n-no, not that,” he stammers, falling over his words. “The other thing.”

      “Suck cock, yes,” Bojan interrupts. “Thank you Mark. You are friend. I like you.”

      “Thanks,” my husband mutters weakly.

      Strengthened by my husband’s support, Bojan pushes his shoulders back and continues his misogenistic tirade.

      “American women talk too much. They talk talk talk, while really they should use their mouths for swallowing cum. Less talking, more cum swallowing. That is my advice to your country. Where I’m from—”

      “We’re not in your shithole of a country!” I snap. “This is America!”

      Bojan rises from the couch, his eyes shooting fire.

      “You disrespect my country, you disrespect me,” he growls. “Mark, teach your bitch some respect!”

      “I don’t respect you or your piglike ways,” I bite.

      Bojan takes another step until his broad chest is almost touching mine. I can feel his warm breath on my face, that stench of his enveloping me. That smell of beer, cigarettes and sweat, the oh so strong scent of manly sweat the makes my heart beat faster and my knees buckle.

      I glance down to see a large bulge in those grey sweatpants of his, and subconsciously I lick my lips.

      “You need lesson,” Bojan growls. “I warned you, but you don’t listen. If your husband doesn’t do it, I will.”

      “What do have to say about this, Mark?” I ask my husband, doing my best to keep my voice from quivering. “Are you going to let this brute talk to your wife like this?”
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      I’m standing with my back against the wall, my heart beating in my throat as I watch the fireworks display in front of me.

      Jessie is giving Bojan a piece of her mind, and he’s having none of it. He’s standing right in front of her, their foreheads almost touching. Every muscle in the jock’s body seems to be tensed up, and his fingers seem to be itching to teach my wife a lesson.

      “Are you going to let him talk to me like that?” my wife asks.

      I lick my chapped lips, my heart going a million miles a minute. I wish I was invisible and I could just watch this play out without having to interfere, without having to pick a side.

      Because I really have no clue what I’m supposed to do.

      I mean, of course I should back my wife up. Bojan shouldn’t talk to my wife like that. It’s disrespectful to the both of us. On the other hand, I get a strange pleasure from watching someone put her in her place for once. In truth, I sometimes fear I’m not man enough for her, like I don’t give her everything that she needs and secretly craves.

      Bojan is more man than I’ve seen put together in a single, chain-smoking package.

      I stammer, letting the clock wind down. As long as I don’t make a move, nothing what happens if my fault, right?

      “Mark agrees with me,” Bojan says. “You you disrespect guest. You need lesson.”

      “I don’t need a thing from an oaf like you,” she says, her chest rising up and down with every deep breath.

      Slap!

      Without a warning, Bojan hand slaps my wife right on her round ass. The slap echoes off the walls, and I stand frozen. Stunned.

      “That’s your first warning,” Bojan says.

      My wife looks at me, her eyes opened wide. I thought I’d see fury, anger or resentment in her eyes for letting this stranger put his hands on her like that, but nothing could be further from the truth.

      Her big blue eyes are dripping with arousal.

      When you’re married, you can tell these things. I know that look, and that look is asking for permission to be a bad, bad girl.

      I nod before giving it another second thought, before realizing the gravity of the situation, before thinking it through completely.

      She turns and slaps Bojan right in his face, leaving a red mark. “Fuck you and your stupid country,” she says.

      Bojan is silent for a moment, his eyes smoldering with an intense fury.

      “You will regret that,” he says calmly.

      The next moment he leans forward and grabs my wife’s waist and throws her over his shoulder! Her heels fall of as she kicks her legs, trying to break free from his grasp unsuccessfully.

      The dress she has on rides up, exposing the globes of her ass to me, and I can see the silky, red, see-through panties she has on underneath peaking out, making my heart beat faster and my legs tremble.

      “You will regret that!” Bojan says again, louder this time, his booming voice creating an echo. He carries my wife to his trusty couch — I don’t even think of it as our couch anymore — and sits down, placing my wife on his lap.

      She struggles and fights, but Bojan keeps both her wrists behind her back with a single hand. The other hand yanks the bottom of her dress up, exposing her round, panty-covered ass.

      “See, you dress like slut,” Bojan says as his hands stroke the silk fabric.

      Watching the loud oaf put his hands on my girl fills me with the strangest feeling. I’ve resented this man for weeks, wished him gone countless times, and now I’m watching him run his dirty hands all over my wife’s ass — right in front of me!

      “Now, I will make you beg like one.”

      Slap!

      He raises his flat palm and slaps my wife right on her ass. She yelps as he delivers her a spanking, one after another. With every sharp sound I flinch, my back pressed against the door. I almost feel like an intruder as I watch this very intimate moment.

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Jessie stops her struggling after a few strikes, lying flat on his lap as the Eastern-European houseguest spanks her. Through the mirror in the corner of the room I can see that her eyes are closed — and a smile has formed on her lips.

      It seems she’s enjoying this as much as I am.
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      My body is on fire, and every touch from Bojan fans the flames of my desire. Subconsciously I arch my back, jutting out my ass, so it’s easier for him to spank me.

      Slap!

      “You bitch,” he says.

      Slap!

      “You whore.”

      Slap!

      “You cunt!”

      My eyes are closed, my mouth hanging open, drool dripping out the corners of my mouth. I’ve never been treated like this, never been taken like this, never surrendered myself to a man like this.

      Certainly not to an dominant alpha male like Bojan.

      He grabs a handful of my silky red panties and tears them apart, literally ripping them from my body. I can feel the fabric pull into my soft flesh, and the pain feels good.

      He throws the ripped underwear away and roughly grabs a handful of my ass, spreading my cheeks wide. His hands touch my lips, and I’ve never felt them so wet before. It’s like I just came out of a pool.

      “You are wet,” he says matter-of-factly, “like the slut you are.”

      Yes. I am a slut.

      Only a total slut would let a man like Bojan strip her and spank her in front of her husband. Without warning he plunges two fingers into my cunt, forcing them into right to the knuckle. I can’t help but moan like a bitch in heat, my eyes rolling to the back of my head.

      He pulls them back out and yanks my head up by my hair, holding the two dripping wet fingers under my nose, confronting me with the evidence of my own sluttiness.

      “See?” he growls. “You are a whore.”

      He roughly forces the two fingers into my mouth, and a thrill of pleasure runs through my body as I suck my own pussy juice off of his dirty fingers.

      “How does your cunt taste?”

      So good.

      “Come watch this, Mark.”

      Oh my god. I’ve almost forgotten about my husband — I’ve been focusing so much on the feelings of his strong hands that the room was lost to me. A wicked thrill runs down my back.

      This houseguest is going to show me off to my own husband!

      Bojan grabs my ass and spreads it wide, opening to my cunt the two men.

      “See how wet she is? She is a true whore, aren’t you?”

      He plunges two fingers back into my pussy, and a moan escapes my lips.

      “Say it!” he demands. “Tell me you’re a whore!”

      Slap!

      I bite my tongue, trying to resist, but I can’t hold out any longer.

      “I’m a whore!” I scream.

      Slap!

      “I’m your slut!”

      Slap!

      He spanks me with one hand as the other finger-fucks me, my entire body moving as he pounds my dripping wet cunt with his entire hand. The pleasure of being treated so roughly is overwhelming.

      “Good,” Bojan says. “You’re learning.”

      He yanks me up my hair and pushes me off his lap. I fall to the ground, looking up at the big man towering over me.

      “But this is only the beginning of your lessons.”

      He hooks his fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and slowly pulls them down. His cock only springs free when his sweats are passed his knees, the dripping wet head hitting me in the cheek, leaving a strand of pre-cum all over my face.

      The intoxicating scent hits me in an instant. The smell of his cock, of his sweat, of his balls, is overwhelming. My husband only smells like that when he comes home from the gym, and even then, Bojan’s musk is ten times as strong.

      His massive cock towers over me. It’s ten inches at least, and thick, throbbing veins run up the massive length. I’ve never seen anything like it.

      Mark doesn’t even come close.

      Bojan grabs a fistful of my hair and pushes me into his crotch. My nose lands squarely in his big ballsack, and I can’t help but take a deep, big whiff.

      His manly musk surrounds me, and it makes my body tingle with pleasure. I can’t explain it, but I feel an overwhelming need to smell, lick, and taste Bojan

      I run my tongue along the underside of his balls, which are nearly the size of tennis balls, and his salty taste fills my mouth.

      “Yes, lick my balls like a good little whore,” he says, holding a tight hold on my hair. “You love sucking my balls, don’t you?”

      “Uh-huh,” I groan, my voice muffled by his balls and cock.

      He pushes me down further, smothering me, the tip of my tongue dragging across his taint. I trace my tongue up, all the way from his taint to the tip of his cock.

      The big, purple head is dripping with pre-cum. I wrap my lips around it, tasting his sweet nectar. Bojan grabs a hold of my hair and forces my mouth down on his cock, making me gag.

      I’ve never had anything this big inside my mouth before.

      “Take it all, cunt, take it all!” he growls. “Mark, your wife is an excellent cocksucker.”

      Bojan releases me and I fall back, coughing, gasping for air, saliva dripping down my face. I look behind me to see my husband gripping his hard cock, stroking it as he watches this jock use my face like a fucktoy.

      “Yes,” he says, his eyes gleaming with arousal. “Yes, she’s a good whore.”
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      I stroke my cock as I watch Bojan brutally fuck my wife’s face. All her snootiness, her haughtiness is gone. Right now, she’s nothing but a fuck toy. A whore. A cunt to be used.

      The vigor with which she tongues Bojan’s massive balls is something I’ve never seen before. He hardly uses any force — she’s lathering up his sweaty balls on her own accord.

      The same mouth that said “I do,” is now tonguing another man’s balls.

      Let that sink in for a moment.

      Every time I kiss her, I’ll be reminded of that salty aftertaste. Will I ever be able to look at her the same way again?

      I can smell Bojan’s musk from here. It’s a potent aura that seems to fill the entire room. His hard cock stands up like a flagpole as my normally proud wife worships his massive cock and balls.

      She kisses up the length like she’s in love with the thing, her tongue dragging across the underside before taking the big, bulging head into her mouth.

      Bojan grabs a hold of her hair and forces his length into her mouth, inch after inch. My wife coughs, protests, squeals, but Bojan doesn’t relent. He forces his length down her throat, making her gag on his cock.

      She’s really his bitch. His slut. I’ve never dared to lay a finger on her, besides a loving pat on her backside — this stranger, this houseguest is face-fucking her, his balls slapping against her chin as he forces his massive, oversized cock down her throat, making her choke on his dick, and she’s moaning and groaning like a wanton fucking whore, a real bitch in heat, a true cum-loving slut.

      “Do you want my cock inside of you?” Bojan asks.

      “Oh yes,” my wife says, her voice eager. Desperate. “Please.”

      Bojan pulls my wife to her feet and pulls her dress over her head, throwing it in my direction. He pushes her onto the couch and she falls forward, landing on her hands and knees, her ass up high in the air.

      The Eastern-European dom smacks the head of his hard cock against her round ass, the wet sound making my knees tremble with anticipation.

      “Oh god,” my wife sighs as he smears his cock all over her ass, the throbbing head resting against her glistening wet lips.

      His massive cock is going to destroy her tiny cunt.

      While watching this jock completely use my wife like that, like she belongs to him (and I suppose she does now) is utterly humiliating, at the same time it also feels empowering.

      I’ve always known that Jessie was a slut, underneath that armor of hers. Now Bojan has broken down her walls, proven to me that she is the cock-loving whore I always hoped she’d be.

      Our life is never going to be the same again.

      I drop down to my knees in front of her, running my fingers through her blonde hair. It’s matted down with sweat, a drop of it running past her brow. Her eyes are closed, a permanent smile on her thick lips, while her breath smells like pure cock.

      My fingers close around her throat. I want to use this personal little fuck toy, just like Bojan has. To use her body for my pleasure, to stuff her with my cock, to unload my seed deep inside of her.

      Her eyes fly open and her smile widens when she sees it’s me.

      “Hey baby,” she whispers.

      I lean down and kiss her, forcing my tongue into her mouth. She kisses me back passionately, the bitter taste of Bojan filling my mouth. It makes my heart beat like a drum and my cock as hard as a damn rock.

      “You taste like cock,” I tell her.

      She nods, her eyes burning with desire.

      “I am a cock-loving whore,” she whispers.

      “Louder,” I demand, my hand closing around her throat.

      “I am a cock-loving whore!” she screams.

      “Yes,” Bojan says smugly. “And I am going to destroy your cunt.”

      He pushes with his hips, and my wife’s expression changes instantly. Gone is her smile and the happy gleam in her eyes.

      They are replaced in the blink of an eye with an open-mouthed scream, her eyes pleading with me. His cock is more than she can handle, more than she has ever gotten or ever will get from me.

      “Too big,” she pants.

      Bojan grabs her hair from behind, yanking her back. He forces two fingers into her mouth to stop her from moaning out in pain.

      “You’ll take it all,” he growls. “They always struggle, but they will learn.”

      “They?” I ask.

      Bojan laughs. “Fucking married whores is my speciality,” he brags as he slides another inch of his monster cock into my wife’s tiny cunt. “When they’ve had taste of real cock, they never want anything else. I am born slut trainer.”

      I sit back and watch in amazement as the Eastern-European jock works inch after inch of his monster cock into my wife. Sweat is dripping down her face, her cheeks as red as a tomato, and her breathing is ragged.

      I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.
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      The feeling is indescribable. Bojan’s cock is not just big — it’s humongous. It’s stretching me wider than anyone or anything has ever done. He’s reaching places I didn’t know existed.

      My eyes roll to the back of my head as he fucks the everliving shit out of me. His balls slap against my clit with every thrust, driving me to the very edge of madness.

      “Tell me you love my cock.”

      My eyes fly open and I stare right into my husband’s brown eyes. I can’t believe he’s just watching as I’m used like a fucktoy, like a slut, like a total and utter whore by this alpha male, this dominant man.

      “I l-love your cock!” I say. “I love it!”

      “Tell your husband!” Bojan commands.

      My eyes lock with my husbands. This is it.

      My heart is beating like a damn jackhammer. The Eastern-European jock is really pushing us to the very edge of sanity.

      “I love his cock,” I whisper. “I love it, Mark. He’s so big and thick and just… great.”

      “Is he bigger than me?” Mark whispers.

      I can’t stifle my laughter. “Much bigger!” I say, perhaps a bit too enthusiastically. “Much, much bigger!”

      My husband stands up, showing me his erection. Compared to Bojan’s massive cock, it’s pitiful. However, my husband is fully hard and quivering, on the very edge of orgasm.

      “Tell me more,” he says, his breathing ragged.

      I realize that Mark loves this every bit as much as I do — and I understand. We’re both surrendering ourself to this alpha, dominant, smelly, manly, sweaty, giant cock.

      “I can never feel you again,” I say.

      My husband’s cock twitches.

      “Bojan has ruined my pussy forever.”

      His knees tremble.

      “I think I’m in love with his cock.”

      A few drop of pre-cum drip down his length.

      “I’m his slut now.”

      Mark nods, his eyes closed. He’s not even stroking his cock, but it’s twitching like he’s about to cum regardless. “Yes,” he whispers. “Yes!”

      “He can use me whenever he wants!” I ay. “My pussy is his now! My cunt belongs to him! You’ll have to sleep on the couch, or on the floor, and kiss my feet or better yet, lick my asshole while Bojan gives me what I really need, what I’ve always craved — a bigger and better cock! Now that I’ve had a taste of what a true man feels like, I’ll never be satisfied with your tiny little cock again! I’m a slut for big cocks now!”

      Without touching himself, my husband cums on the spot, his small dick twitching as he fires his puny load. I open my mouth but his shots barely reach my face.

      His eyes fly open and stare down at me. I see a mixture of emotions flash before his eyes. Jealousy, anger, arousal, it’s all there. It’s like he can barely believe what’s happening, or what I just said. Truth be told, I can barely believe it as well. However, I know one thing my husband doesn’t.

      I was telling the complete and total truth.

      “I’m going to cum inside you, cunt,” Bojan growls.

      He leans forward and grabs my throat again, choking my air supply as he jack-hammers his mighty cock inside of me.

      “Yes,” I wheeze, my voice muffled. “Please fill me, master, give me your cum, give me all of it!”

      I can feel his hardness grow an inch bigger inside of me, and the pleasure is so great I nearly pass out. He’s fucking me without protection, and about to flood my womb with his potent, manly seed. I’ve never experienced anything hotter, anything sexier, anything better than this.

      “Take it, slut! Take it all! Ah, yes, here it comes!”

      I feel his cock giving one hard, final throb before he slams into me, burying every inch of his monster cock inside my fertile cunt. He explodes inside of me, coating my inner walls with his seed, rope after rope of his pearly white cum flooding my womb. The throbbing and pulsing of his cock as he sends his baby-making juices into me sends me over the edge. I can feel his throbs all the way in my clit, and every time a spurt of cum fills me, I have a small orgasm.

      He pulls out and slaps my ass, and I collapse, totally exhausted and well-fucked. However, Bojan has other plans. He grabs my hair and when I open my mouth to scream, he shoves his dirty, juicy cock right into my mouth.

      Obediently I start sucking, the taste of our illicit fuck filling my mouth.

      “That’s it,” he grows in that thick accent of his. “Clean me like a proper whore.”

      Mark watches me worship the jock’s dirty cock, his eyes big and unbelieving.

      “You are welcome,” Bojan says, addressing my husband. “This cunt has potential. I take quick shower, and then I break in her ass. First get me drink, kucka.”

      Oh god.

      Mark’s eyes go wide and he backs out of the room. A moment later he returns with a glass of water, which he hands to Bojan with trembling hands. Our house guest gulps it down, while the head of his cock is still in my mouth.

      Bojan has taken total control of our household in just one evening. Mark is his servant, and I am his obedient, loyal whore.

      I’ll do anything to feel that big cock inside of me again.

      Even if it means taking it in the ass.
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      Have you ever wondered if your wife harbored any secrets?

      Curious to know what she really got up to in college?

      What if she told you — and it blew your mind.

      The truth is that on spring break, she found herself in a hot tub with two hot black guys, who knew exactly how to treat an innocent girl like her… and your loving wife will tell you every last dripping wet detail.
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      PRESENT

      “WHAT IS the sluttiest thing you’ve ever done?”

      Lisa’s blue eyes grew wide. She could never tell her boyfriend the truth. He’d never believe her.

      “What kind of question is that Mark!” She slapped his knee and quickly looked around her to see if anyone had overheard the question. The bartender was polishing glasses at the other end of the noisy bar, he couldn’t possible have heard. But did she spot a smirk on his face?

      Mark followed her gaze and waved the bartender over. “Two more margarita’s please, extra strong!”,he said.

      “Getting me drunk isn’t going to help you”, Lisa said while she curled her long blonde ponytail around herfinger.

      “We’ll see,” Mark answered.

      The margaritas hot the spot, and the thought of sharing her wildest adventure with her boyfriend was making Lisa weak at the knees. Fuck it, she thought. He asked for it, he can have it.

      She leaned a little closer to Mark and whispered in his ear “Promise you won’t judge.”

      “I promise,” Mark grinned.

      He had always known Lisa had a wild past. From the moment he landed his eyes on her firm ass in a skirt that was just a bit too short at the office party, he simply knew. He had never thought the two of them would date, but here they were, going steady for a year.

      Lisa never talked about her past, but the thought consumed him. Tonight was going to be night he learnedeverything.

      .He leaned back on his barstool and spotted an empty booth. “Let’s move over there, so you can tell me the whole story..”. He pinched Lisa’s fine ass when they walked over to the booth, and he got a mischievous smile from her. They sat down. Lisa took a big gulp of her strong drink and said “So, have I told you about that time I went on spring break with Heather and Carmen?”
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      SPRING BREAK

      “COME ON LISA, we’re leaving without you if you don’t hurry up!” Heather yelled down the hall of their rented apartment in Puerto Vallarta.

      Lisa smiled to herself in the mirror as she admired her curvy form. All those weeks in the gym working up to this vacation had paid off. This was their first day in the beautiful resort, and they had head straight to the beach, and hit the club afterwards.

      The only problem was: What was she supposed to wear? Every dress Lisa brought showed the outline of her bikini bottoms.

      Of course, she could always go commando, she thought to herself. After all, it is spring break..

      “LISA!” Heather yelled, knocking on the bathroom door. “Are you coming or what?”

      “Yes,” she answered. “Chill! I’m coming!”

      A short while later they were down at the beach, soaking up up the sun, eyes closed, when the heat suddenly disappeared. Lisa opened her eyes to see a man blocking the sun.

      She shielded her eyes and looked up at him. “Not so bad”, she thought to herself. He was pretty muscled, and was already tan.

      “Hi!” he said, while raking his hand through his tousled beach blonde hair.

      “Sorry for blocking your sun, me and my friends were just wondering if we could interest you in playing beach volleyball”. He waved to three guys sitting in the sand behind him.

      Lisa looked over to them. Two brown haired guys were talking to each other, but the one dark guy she had noticed before was looking directly at her, flashing a grin. Was she feeling hot because of the sun or because of his greatly outlined …. get yourself together, Lisa, she thought. She looked over to Heather and Carmen, who were both slurping on their sangria and looking at her expectantly.

      “Sure, we’ll join you!”, Lisa smiled. “Guys versus girls?”

      After three pretty heated games the girls had to give in, they would never be able to win from these guys.

      “Good game girls”, Lisa high fived Carmen and Heather. She walked over to guy who had invited them to high five him as well.

      “My name is Tony, by the way”, said the tousled haired leader of the group.

      Lisa introduced herself, and pointed at Carmen and Heather. “The redhead is Carmen, the curly one isHeather”.

      “How do you girls know each other?” Tony asked.

      “We’ve been roommates at our sorority since we were pledges” Carmen answered. Lisa smiled. She had never thought she would find such good friends on campus. At first she hadn’t even wanted to attend rush week, but since her mother had been a Kappa Delta girl she felt obliged to take a look. And she never looked back. Carmen and Heather were her partners in crime. Not only did they take a lot of the same classes, but they went out together all the time. And the best thing was that they all had a different taste in men, so they would never fight over the same guy! But if they ever did, they all knew it was ‘sisters before misters’.

      Back at their beach towels the girls started discussing what they would do that night. They were all rather tired and hot from the sun and running around in the sand.

      Tony, who was still sitting close to them, spoke up. “Would you like to go back to our place? We rented a penthouse with a pool, and we have a ping pong table! We could order some pizza and go out later”. “That sounds perfect!” Carmen exclaimed. “Just give us the address and we’ll meet you there”.

      

      “WOW, do you think they rented the whole upper floor!?” Heather gasped when they got out of the elevator. They were on the top floor and saw only one door.

      “I suppose so”, Carmen answered.

      On the drive to the apartment Lisa had remarked the ‘penthouse’ would probably not be as fancy at Tony had claimed, but she had to eat her words now. The complex was build on a hill facing the ocean, which meant that from the top floor, they would have prime ocean view. Lisa could already she herself get comfortable with a drink in hand. No ping pong for her, she had had enough physical exercise with playing volleyball.

      Carmen rang the doorbell and the dark guy they’d played volleyball with opened the door, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist.

      “Tony, our guests are here!” He yelled down the corridor before flashing the girls a grin. “Come in, ladies. My name is Brad and I’m sorry for wearing, well, not much. I just got out of the shower”.

      Lisa locked eyes with him and couldn’t help but look away. There was something magnetic about his gaze, like he could see right through her. Carmen and Heather were already down the hall to greet Tony, who had arrived from around a corner. Lisa slipped past Brad, who was still holding the door open with one hand. She brushed up on him a little, she couldn’t help herself, she had to feel his skin…

      When she stepped on to the patio, the view of the ocean was even more beautiful than she had imagined. Lisa noticed there was a hot tub in the corner farthest from the house. Carmen and Heather had already stripped down to their bikini’s again. They were sitting in the hot tub with Tony and his two brown-hairedfriends.

      They waved at Lisa, “come join us!”.

      Lisa sighed, she had just wiggled herself out of her bikini bottom in the car, so she wouldn’t have lines in her dress. Now the choice was hers, get her dress wet or find the bathroom first to change again.

      “I’ll be back in a sec,” she mimed to the girls and walked back into the house. Almost immediately she bumped into Brad again, who was still wearing only a towel and talking to another guy, who could have been his twin brother, Lisa thought. They looked so much alike that for a moment she thought there was a mirror.

      “Hi, I’m William”, the other Brad said.

      “Hi-I, I’m Lisa”, she stammered, while having trouble to keep her eyes away from both broad-chested guys. “Excuse me, where is the bathroom?”.

      Brad smiled. “Follow me, it’s a little complicated”.

      I’m sure it is, Lisa thought. She didn’t mind walking behind Brad. She could see the muscles in his shoulders and back, and the towel didn’t do much to hide his firm ass. Suddenly he turned around, while she still had her eyes glued to his fine behind.

      He laughed knowingly. “Here we are miss, do you think you can find your own way back or were you too lost in thought?” he asked with a wink.

      Lisa blushed. ‘I’m f-fine”, she stumbled, mentally slapping herself for not keeping it together. What must he think of her? He might think she had never been with a black guy before. Well, she hadn’t, technically, but not because she hadn’t dreamed about it..

      Lisa changed quickly and found her way back to the hot tub. Brad and William had joined Tony and the girls and it was getting a little crowded. Lisa slipped in between Carmen and Heather. The water was just the right temperature. The first few seconds her skin tingled. She relaxed into the bubbling warmth. Tony introduces the two other guys they had met at the beach as Ethan and Daniel and handed Lisa a Mexican beer from the cooler next to the hot tub.

      Sipping the beer, Lisa thought about the decision to come to Puerto Vallarta. Here she was, on spring break with her best friends, sipping Mexican beer in a hot tub with hot guys, overlooking the ocean…Not bad.

      She could feel herself relaxing and the conversation turned to a murmur. She overheard Tony ordering pizza and a couple of minutes, and beers, later they heard the doorbell.

      “Come on girls, whoever gets to the door first has first pick!” Tony said while getting out of the hot tub. Carmen, Heather, Ethan and Daniel got out as well, leaving Lisa with Brad and William.

      “You’re not coming Lisa?” Heather asked.

      Lisa waved her away. “Nah, I’m good here, bring me pizza later!” she said while taking another sip of her beer. With half of the people out of the tub, Lisa stretched out sideways, careful not to touch Brad or William. She didn’t trust herself with those guys. She closed her eyes and sighed.

      “Ahh, this is the life, right guys?”.

      The brothers exchanged a look.

      “Sure is,” Brad said as he scooted a little closer to where Lisa had put her feet. “Shall I turn the bubbles up?” William asked while already reaching to the button.

      “Oh!” Lisa exclaimed while the bubble stream got stronger. She was situated right on top of one of the vents and the stream was hitting just the right spot…She could feel her clit pulsing with anticipation. She shifted a little, which meant she was now a lot closer to Brad than she had wished.

      Ah, what’s the worst that can happen? Lisa thought to herself, I’m allowed to have fun at spring break, especially when fun is this good looking….

      She took a good look at Brad, who had a nice square jaw with a bit of stubble. His eyes gleamed enticing in the fading sun and his full lips were in a smirk. Did he know what the bubble blast did to her? On her other side William bent over the tub to get some more beer. Lisa couldn’t help but check out his well shaped behind. Instead of ordinary swim trunks, he wore ones that were a lot tighter and didn’t leave much to the imagination…

      Again Lisa’s clit throbbed and she felt her cheeks turn red. To keep herself from giving too much away she turned to Brad. “So, you guys are twins, or..?”

      “Who, us? I don’t know why you would think so”, William winked. He came over to sit on Lisa’s other side. She was now hemmed in by the two handsome black guys.

      “Okay, yes we are, but can you guess which of us is older?” Brad asked.

      Lisa swiveled her head from side to side. Was it just her or did they both seem to get a little closer every time she turned around? She was studying Brad’s face when suddenly she felt a hand on her leg, just above her knee. Before she could look who’s it was the hand started to stroke up and down her innerthigh.

      She was still looking at Brad, and he leaned in to kiss her. Lisa felt her heart waver a little.

      Was this really happening? Was she going to make out in a hot tub with two guys while her friends were inside the house?

      She gave in to the moment and kissed Brad back. Their tongues had just met when Carmen yelled out from the house. “Lisa, if you want any pizza you have to come quick!”.

      Lisa broke the kiss and started to get up, but William grabbed her wrist before she could get out. “Please stay with us a little longer?” He maneuvered her in the water so she hovered over his lap. His chest was broad beside her face, and she looked over at Brad.

      “We just wanna have some fun with you..” Brad smiled as he came over to their side of the tub. He sat next to his brother and started kissing Lisa again. William pulled Lisa down on his lap. She could clearly feel the outline of his aroused member beneath her thighs.

      Lisa felt all her blood rush down to her lap and couldn’t really help herself anymore.

      “Oh, I really shouldn’t ..” she moaned, while Brad stuck his tongue in her mouth again.

      She slowly started grinding her pussy over Williams hard member. She felt Williams hands on her thighs, guiding her movement. Meanwhile Brad started to undo her bikini top.

      She would have thought the intricate strings and design would slow him down, but before she knew she was sitting topless in the hot tub, with Brad sucking on one of her titties. Williams hands started to slide down her thighs towards Lisa’s pussy and she let out a throaty moan.

      “Yeah, you like that, don’t you?”, William whispered in her ear from behind. He pulled her closer to him and slid his hands from her tits down to the brim of her bikini bottom. “Don’t think we hadn’t noticed you didn’t wear any underwear before…” He said as he lifted her of his lap a little. “You could have left those bikini bottoms in the bathroom, you little slut”.

      Lisa opened her eyes in shock. Was she a little slut? She did rather enjoy the two dark man sliding their hands and mouths all over her body.. And she had to admit, she couldn’t wait to see their members.. If the outlines is their swim trunks were true, they would be the biggest cocks she had ever seen… The thought of seeing their hard dicks made Lisa a little dizzy. Would she dare to touch them? She had only been with two boys before… Skinny white boys.

      Williams hand had slowly worked its way into her bikini bottom. William slit a finger between her folds and started to slowly massage Lisa’s clit. Lisa leaned back against his broad chest and her breathing became staggered.

      William noticed the change in Lisa and slit her of his lap to put her in the water before him and Brad. Both guys were now sitting on the hot tub seats, with Lisa standing topless in the water, watching them.

      “You’ve ever seen a black dick before?” Brad asked slyly. “Because you’re gonna see two now, and you’re gonna lick them”.

      Lisa gulped as the boys pulled down their swim trunks in a swift motion. Both members sprung forward out of their shorts as horses ready for a race. They were both gorgeous, long, black, hard shafts with perfect chocolate colored heads.

      Before she knew what she was doing, Lisa was in between the guys and their cocks, stroking the two dicks with her left and right hands. She was a little slut! Now that she had touched their hard members, she couldn’t wait to feel them inside her wet little cunt..

      As if the guys could read her mind, Brad got up. His body was glistening in the water and his member was fiercely aroused and in front of Lisa’s face. She looked over to the house.

      “Don’t worry about them”, William groaned, “The guys know we like to entertain little sluts in here, they’ll keep your skanky friends occupied”. Lisa didn’t know how to respond to that, but she didn’t have to because Brad shoved his big dick in her mouth.

      He put his hand behind her head and started to make slow, face-fucking movements with his hips. Lisa felt both overcome and intoxicated by the mere size of his member. She started gagging and gulping and was relieved when Brad let go of her head.

      She caught her breath, but was immediately back on his dick again. She started licking the shaft from top to bottom.

      “Yes, that’s a good girl”, Brad groaned, obviously very pleased with Lisa’s licking skills. This was going better then they had hoped, what a willing whore they had found in Lisa!

      “Time to switch it up, bro!” William had enough of just being stroked. Lisa was so focused on the engorged dick in front of her, she was forgetting she still had one in her hand. Brad sat down again and William got up. But before Lisa could wrap her lips around Williams dick, Brad lifted her up as well. “You didn’t think it would be just licking and sucking right? We wanna feel your pussy stretch around our dicks..” he said as he janked of her bikini bottom.

      Lisa willingly let Brad lead her onto his lap. He put his hand between her folds and started rubbing her clit again. Sparks started to shoot up Lisa’s spine and she wasn’t sure if she could keep it together much longer. She started to moan and wriggle under his big fingers. Slowly Brad slit one finger further down and up in her pussy. Lisa gasped and William saw fit to take hold of Lisa’s head and shove his cock down her throat. Brad worked in another finger and was fingerfucking Lisa while she sucked and moaned on Williams hard dick in front of her. With her free hands she reached behind her to feel Brad’sbig dick.

      “Oh you want that, huh, tell me how much you wanna feel my dick” Brad groaned in her ear. Lisa took a quick break from licking Williams dick to tell him.

      “I want to feel you stretch my pussy. I want you big dick inside me. I want you to fill me up and cuminside me”.

      “What is the magic word, babe?” Brad whispered as he kept fingerfucking Lisa.

      “PLEASE, please fuck me! Ohhh!” Lisa let out a shuddering moan and started to buck against Brads fingers. He quickly drew them out of her dripping wet pussy and shoved her onto his cock. Lisa was impaled now, stuck between Brads dick which was working her pussy hard, and Williams big member that was face-fucking her like there was no tomorrow. She couldn’t believe what these guys were making her do, and how good it made her feel. She could barely form words in her mind, she was so close toecstasy.

      Every thrust from Brad was countered by a thrust from William. The two brothers were keeping her in her place with their dicks, and Lisa was loving every moment of it. Brad was fondling her breasts from behind and tugging on her nipples. Every time he pinched one of them a little shot of pleasure got send to her clit, which was about ready to explode. She moaned like she had never before.

      “Are you ready for our loads baby? Do you want to be our little cumslut? I bet you do, from the look of you” one of the brothers grunted.

      “Hmmppp---Yessss!” Lisa managed to say, although in truth she didn’t want the fucking to be over. She was so close to coming herself!

      Suddenly she heard the patio door slide open. In shock she tried to turn around, but William was keeping her head on his big dick.

      “Don’t worry baby, it’s just Ethan and Daniel who want to have a little fun as well…that’s okay with you,right?”

      Lisa nodded. She would have never believed herself if you had asked her earlier, but she really did not want the feeling between her legs to end. If it took two other guys to finish her off, well, she was a slut now after all…

      Williams and Brads thrusting started to intensify, both brothers groaning harder and harder. Lisa could feel both dicks getting even bigger, stretching her throat and pussy to new levels. She started matching Brads strokes to get even deeper on his cock.

      Suddenly William took his dick from her mouth and gave it one last rub, before exploding all his cum over his face. At the same moment Brad started shuddering and she could feel his dick pulsing with cum in her pussy. He groaned like he had never come this hard and pushed her down on his dick with force. Lisa could feel the ropes and ropes of cum shooting out his dick into her womb.

      She felt dizzy herself with all of this cum. She had never had a guy orgasm inside her like that before. And now, maybe twice a night? Who knew what Ethan and Daniel would be able to give her…

      Brad lifted her of his dick and stepped out of the hot tub. He extended his hand. “Cmon little slut, our friends are dry and they only want to get their dicks wet… if you know what I mean”.

      Lisa didn’t, but she got out of the tub and let Brad lead her to one of the beach chairs at the end of the patio. Ethan and Daniel followed, already out of their shorts and stroking their dicks. They circled the chair where Lisa lay down. Brad went to lay down on the other chair. Lisa looked at him questioningly. “I like to watch a good fucking…” he said. “Maybe I’ll even join again later, if you are not satisfied yet.”

      Lisa licked her lips. “I’m not sure I’ll ever be satisfied” she teased. She blushed, not believing she said that. Hotdamn, these men really knew how to make a slut..

      Meanwhile, Daniel kneeled before her chair and started kissing Lisa’s tits. He slowly made his way down to her pussy. Teasingly he licked her pussy’s lips and then started to go faster, more deliberately. Lisa clawed her hands on the chairs side from pleasure.

      Daniel started making circles with his tongue, while Ethan started licking Lisa’s breasts. This proved too much for her, and she felt her knees get weaker and weaker. Lisa started to tremble all over her body and before she could tell the boys how good they were making her feel she felt she couldn’t find any words anymore. She shuddered and moaned and came as she had never come before. Her whole body convulsed with pleasure.

      She almost didn’t notice that her legs got shoved open and Daniel entered her pussy with his dick. He started slowly thrusting while Lisa’s body picked up the rhythm of yet another dick in her. She was so relaxed he could almost go balls deep, and went deeper with every grunt. While Lisa was still recovering from her amazing orgasm, being slowly fucked by Daniel, Ethan saw his chance to straddle over the chair and put his dick in front of Lisa’s mouth.

      By now Lisa knew what was expected of her, and she started sucking and licking his dick and balls. Again, she was facefucked and pussy fucked at the same time. She stole a glance at Brad sitting next to them, and saw he was stroking his dick, which was already rock hard again.

      She couldn’t believe it, he had just shot his load in her! Thinking about those loads and the dicks she was feeling in her now got her moaning again. Brad had noticed her looking at this dick and came standing over her. Ethan scooted over so that Lisa could now lick the two dicks at the same time.

      She smiled, was this pleasure ever going to end? What would her friends be doing now? Eating pizza with Tony while she, Lisa, was on the patio with three unyieldingly hard dicks, waiting to shoot their loads deep in her cunt?

      Lisa moaned with pleasure and starting moving with Daniel’s thrusts. Suddenly he slid his cock out of her pussy. Lisa looked up at him, why did he have to stop fucking? She was just getting into it. Brad helped Lisa stand up and then lay down on the sun bed himself.

      His hard member was fully erect and throbbing, moist with pre-cum and Lisa’s spit. His balls were twitching. Lisa couldn’t wait to lick them and feel his load erupt on her face. But Brad seemed to have other plans. He pulled Lisa on top of him and aligned her wet pussy over his massive dick. Slowly he lowered Lisa onto his engorged cock, forcing her all the way down his shaft. Lisa let out a wanton moan when the tip of Brads penis reached her womb. No man had ever penetrated her pussy like this before! She started sliding up and down Brad’s dick. Ethan and Daniel rubbed their cocks against her face, hercheeks.

      “Please”, Lisa said, “Please fuck my face”. She opened her mouth and instantly both guys took turns inserting their cocks all the way down her throat. Ethan wrapped his hand around Lisa’s head and pulled her close on his dick.

      “Suck it baby, suck it really good and maybe I got a nice gift for you”, he grunted.

      Lisa has never felt more aroused. Here she was, riding a big, chocolate cock, while two others were towering over her to fill her to the brim with cum. Even in her wildest fantasies, she could never have dreamed how horny this would make her feel. She felt her nipples get even harder. While both guys kept fucking her mouth, Lisa’s hand trailed to her own wet pussy. She wanted to feel that big cock betweenher lips.

      On her touch, Brad started to fuck her even harder. Caught between all those dicks Lisa barely had any wiggle room, but she managed to rub her own clit.

      “Aw look at that slut! She’s really enjoying this!”, Daniel grinned. “You want to feel our cum in you?”

      Lisa gazed up at him. All she could do was nod.

      Yes, she would really love to feel all their cum. In her. In her mouth. In her pussy. On her lips. On her tits. She wanted all their cum, everywhere.

      Her toes curled as Brad started fucking her rhythmically, while both Ethan and Daniel starting rubbing their dicks, pointed at Lisa’s face. Lisa wanted to keep on sucking. She curled out her tongue for bothdicks.

      Her body was shaking under the rough thrusts from Brad. She kept on rubbing her own clit and started to feel she was close to coming again. She so wanted to come on this big dick that was riding her hard, stretching her out.

      She squirmed as Brad picked up the pace. She couldn’t help herself, she was going to come. And she was going to come hard. Ethan started fondling her breasts, pinching her rock hard nipples. Lisa’s moans were muffled by the cocks sliding in and out of her mouth, as she climaxed on Brad’s big cock.

      He felt her spasm on his big cock and with one final thrust he put his second load in her. Lisa could feel his cock delivering spurt after spurt of hot cum.

      She collapsed on Brad’s dark, broad, chiseled chest and felt his dick slide out of her wet pussy. It was immediately replaced by another cock. Lisa couldn’t tell if it was Ethan or Daniel, and she didn’t care. She was still riding on her delicious orgasm. All she could think of was getting fucked.

      After a couple of big thrusts from behind she felt the third dick of the night explode deep into her womb. It was quickly replaced by a fourth cock. Her arms were pulled back. She felt someone slap her ass.

      “This slut is still not satisfied”, she heard one of the men groan.

      No, she thought. “Please fill me up with more cum”.

      “Oh I will..” groaned Daniel. At this he starts riding Lisa’s wet pussy hard and fast. He pulls her back by her hips against his balls and shoves his dick deep into her wetness. Lisa feels his cock twitch and grow even thicker. She knows he’s about to shoot his load into her. She looks around to see his face, just as he gives on final grunt and let’s go of his cum.

      Ethan and William are standing next to Daniel, nodding approvingly. Lisa looks back at Brad, who had a big grin on his face.

      “We knew we picked the right girl, I think we’re gonna have a real nice time this week..”

      Lisa smiled back.

      She agreed.
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      PRESENT

      “PFIIEE”, Mark let out a whistle.

      Lisa didn’t dare to look up into his big brown eyes. She felt her cheeks burning and wetness pooling in her lap. Thinking about that summer had made her super horny again. She quickly looked around if someone had overheard. She was so wrapped up in telling her story that she wouldn’t have noticed if the bar had disappeared.

      She felt Mark staring at her and looked up. Mark looked at her with a predatory hunger in his eyes. He flicked his gaze towards her breasts and then nodded to his crotch. Lisa looked down and saw a huge bulge in Marks pants. Her story seemed to have had a lot of effect on him.

      She smiled mischievously. Good thing they were sitting next to each other and she was shielding him from the rest of the bar. Slowly she put her hand on his knee, while locking eyes. Mark grabbed her wrist and put her hand on his cock.

      “You sure know how to have a good time, babe”, he grunted softly.

      “You’re not mad? Or jealous?” she whispered, her heart beating like crazy.

      Mark slowly undid the zipper on his pants, and pulled out his painfully erect cock.

      “Do I look mad to you?” he said.

      Lisa grabbed the firm, hard cock in the palm of her hand.

      “No,” she said with a sultry voice. “You look like you enjoyed my story.”

      “I did,” Mark grunted as his girlfriend stroked him in the middle of the fucking bar.

      “You want me to relive my past, don’t you?”

      “Fuck,” Mark said, biting his bottom lip.

      Lisa was speeding up, gripping his cock tightly as she jerked her boyfriend off.

      “Tell me what you want to see!” she whispered.

      “I want to see you f-fucked,” her boyfriend grunted. “I want to see you take three cocks at the same damn time—oh fuck!”

      Mark came, right there and then. Lisa leaned over and wrapped her lips around the red, pulsing head. Spurt after spurt of his cum fired down the back of her throat, and she closed her eyes, reliving that fateful vacation.

      When the cum started coming, she felt a tinge of regret.

      Where are cocks number two, three, four? One load of hot cum wasn’t enough for her…

      She sat back up and licked her lips, while Mark zipped up, his head bright red.

      “Wow,” he muttered. “Did we just really do that?”

      He looked over his shoulder at the rest of the bar. They were so caught up in their own lust, the world around them had seemingly disappeared. Luckily, no one seemed to be paying them any attention.

      Except the bartender.

      He looked right at Lisa with a knowing smile, and her pussy throbbed with desire.

      She knew that look.

      It was the look of a man who knew exactly how to use a hot, willing slut.

      “How about watching me with one cock first,” she asked her boyfriend.

      “W-what do you mean?” he stammered.

      She nodded at the barman.

      “You’re going to love this, honey,” she said as she got out of the booth and made her way over to the bar, swaying her hips with every step.

      Her boyfriend’s questions had re-ignited her desire for cum, and the flame wasn’t going to die out anytime soon…
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Peter suggested his wife could earn a few extra bucks giving massages. When his own boss takes him up on the offer, things get hot…

      If they can’t scrounge up a few extra dollars fast, Peter and Mary will lose their house. Peter has an idea though: His wife will give massages. It’s a perfect way to earn some extra money.

      When Frank, his own dominant, alpha boss takes him up on the offer, it all goes much further than planned…

      Peter thinks his wife will stop Frank’s wandering hands. Mary wants to make her husbands boss happy. And Frank? Frank is intent on getting his money worth…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            My Wife, His Masseuse

          

          A Wife Sharing Story

        

      

    

    
      “What on Earth are we going to do? If we don’t make our next payment, we’re going to lose the house!”

      Mary looked at her husband with tears in her eyes. Everything they had worked so hard for was about to be stripped away, all because of Peter’s gambling addiction. All of their savings were simply gone.

      He’d apologized profusely and she had forgiven him, but that didn’t change their current situation. They were in need of cash — fast.

      “I can’t take on any more hours,” Peter said apologetically. “I’m already working two shifts as it is. Is there nothing you can do?”

      “Like what?” Mary said.

      “You took that massage course back in college, right?”

      “What are you saying?”

      “You could give some massages on the side. It won’t make us rich, but anything that’ll keep us afloat will help.”

      Mary dried her tears. The thought of touching strangers wasn’t exactly appealing to her. “That sounds… dangerous.”

      “It won’t be, because I’ll be there!” Peter said. She could see the gears turning in his mind. He always got this crazed look when he thought he had a brilliant idea. So far it had almost lost them their house, so Mary wasn’t exactly keen on more of his crazy schemes, but like he said, they were desperate. “A lot of my co-workers complain about sore backs and stiff shoulders. You know how it is, working in construction. I could tell them I know a great address, where they can get a great relaxing massage!”

      “Are you sure about this?” Mary said. “Are you okay with me massaging your coworkers?”

      “Hm, that may be a little strange. They don’t have to know we are married though. I can just pretend that I’m another customer who is helping you out.”

      “What, like my pimp?” Mary chuckled.

      “Something like that,” Peter said.

      “I don’t know. Why can’t you just be honest with them?”

      “And admit to my co-workers we’re struggling? No thank you. They’ll bust my balls for that. This is easier, trust me. If you go buy some oil today, I’ll have one of the guys come over tonight!”

      “Well… if you say so,” Mary said. “I guess it’ll be okay.”
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        * * *

      

      Mary was anxious all day. She hadn’t massaged anyone in years — did she still have it? She took down the pictures of her and Peter, and decorated her bedroom with scented candles. She wore a flower dress that was sexy, but not too revealing, and hoped it would be okay.

      Around dinner time her husband pulled up, followed by a flashy sport scar. She straightened her face, and prepared herself to greet her husband like a customer instead of her soul mate.

      He rang the doorbell and she opened. “Welcome.”

      Peter had a big smile on his face. “Mary, I want you to meet Frank.”

      The big man standing behind her husband made her suck in a breath. Frank. She knew that name all too well. That was her husband’s boss! The one he complained about every single day. The hard-ass, the domineering asshole.

      He had never mentioned how tall, broad shouldered, and handsome Frank was. He was at least twenty years older than the young couple, but it gave him a sense of natural authority.

      And she was going to massage him.

      “Nice to meet you, Frank,” she said as she extended her hand. Frank gripped it tightly, his dark eyes wandering across her frame lewdly.

      “The pleasure is all mine. Let’s enter, shall we?”

      “Oh, yes of course, please come in!”

      She opened the door wide, and Frank entered the living room. The moment he turned the corner, she grabbed her husband and pulled him close.

      “Frank?! Are you sure about this?!”

      “He’s rich!” Peter whispers. “And according to the guys, he loves massages! Just make sure he’s happy, and everything will be fine! Love you, honey!”

      Peter quickly pecked her on her lips before entering the living room. “Oh, get us something to drink, will you?” He called out.

      Grumbling to herself, Mary got two beers out of the fridge. She was a masseuse, not their maid, but Peter seemed to be a bit too much into his role. She took one last look in the mirror to check that her make-up was perfect before wandering into the living room.

      “Here you are, sir,” she said as she handed Frank a beer.

      “Sir. I like that,” he said. “I love a woman who knows her place.”

      A fire rose in Mary’s gut. Normally she would give a man like this a mouthful, but she was here to serve, after all. This was her husband’s boss. She had to make him happy — no matter what.

      “Of course, sir,” she said.

      Frank patted his knee. “Come sit.”

      It wasn’t a question. It was an order. She shot her husband a quick, dirty look, and he just shrugged. Resigning herself to her fate, she sat down on the older man’s lap. He instantly wrapped an arm around her, his grubby hand resting on her naked thigh.

      “Peter here told me you are in need of some cash. I’d be more than to help a young widow out.”

      Widow? What type of sob story had Peter been telling, Mary thought to herself.

      “Yes, you can use all the help you can get, right, Mary?” Peter said.

      “Yes,” Mary said. “Yes, that’s right.”

      Frank’s strong scent surrounded her, and she had to admit, having his strong frame pressed against her wasn’t unpleasant in the slightest. If she was going to touch another man, then this older hunk was a perfect place to start.

      His hand slid further up her dress, dangerously close to her panty lines. Peter, meanwhile, seemed none the wiser, looking very smug with himself. As she felt Frank’s hot breath on the back of her neck and the fat bulge press against her backside Mary decided to make her husband pay for putting her in this decision, with an older man pawing at her.

      This was Peter’s boss, so Peter would have to put a stop to things if it made him uncomfortable. After all, he demanded that she made Frank happy…

      “Let’s get started then, shall we?” Mary said. She got up from her seat and grabbed Frank’s hand. Peter was left in the living room, as she led the older man to her bedroom.

      The one place that had been just her and Peter’s. And now, Frank was there.

      “Undress me,” he commanded.

      Mary followed his command diligently, allowing herself to slip into the role of servant. In a way, it was comforting. Frank didn’t make things awkward — he was very clear what he expected from her.

      She unbuttoned his shirt, exposing his broad shoulders. Her fingers grazed his skin, and Frank chuckled.

      “Not used to muscles, I take it?”

      “Sorry,” she stammered.

      “Don’t apologize. Being flustered is good.” Frank kicked off his shoes, and then looked at her expectantly. “Get on your knees and take off my pants.”

      Mary swallowed the lump in her throat and dropped down to her knees. Frank patted her head, smirking down at her.

      “You are an obedient pet, aren’t you?”

      “I’m just trying to make you happy,” she said as she unbuttoned his pants. When she tugged down his jeans, she couldn’t stifle a gasp as she saw the size of the tent he was pitching.

      Frank chuckled. “Take off my boxers as well.”

      She looked at him, now with fear in her eyes. “This is not that type of massage,” she said, trying to convince herself as much as the man she was kneeling in front of.

      How did she end up here, on her knees, with her husband’s boss’s bulge inches from her face? This day started like any other, and now she was growing wet at the mere thought of peeling down the boxers in front of her…

      “I know,” he said. “Now take off my boxers.”

      Somehow that sounded convincing, and so Mary hooked her thumbs into his boxers and pulled them down. His cock literally sprang out, nearly brushing against her face, and her tongue darted out and wetted her lips.

      “Oh my god,” she gasped.

      Frank looked proud, grinning down at the young, desperate wife. Instead of guiding the huge piece of meat into her waiting mouth, like Mary secretly desired, Frank climbed onto their marital bed.

      “Let’s get started, shall we,” he said, lying flat on his stomach

      She rose up and licked her dry lips. Her eyes darted towards the door, where she saw Peter looking at them through a small crack. He gave her a thumbs up, and she gathered her courage and turned towards the naked man on their bed.

      She grabbed the bottle of oil and got started. Mary focused on the movements she had practiced, and as she worked on Frank’s strong shoulders, the fear she was feeling left her.

      Everything was going fine. For a moment there was afraid of losing control, but now, things were back to normal. She was going to massage this man, and then him on his way.

      Only when she moved down to his legs did her faith in that outcome start to waver. His thick cock was clearly visible, as were his swollen ballsack. As she rubbed his thighs he spread his legs, giving her further access.

      “Higher,” he growled as her hands moved on his things. Instinctively she followed suit, until the tips of her fingers were brushing against his sack.

      “That’s more like it,” he said, and she felt a real sense of accomplishment. It was strange how this man had such a strong grip on Mary, but she couldn’t deny the fact that she wanted to make him happy.

      As she watched his balls grow larger, along with his cock, her breath got more and more shallow. Her hands had a mine of their own as they wandered across Frank’s amazing frame, and her thoughts drifted.

      What would it be like to be married to a man like Frank? A man who is in total control of every situation, who guides you, who makes decisions? He wouldn’t get them in debt. No, with a man like him, she’d have absolutely no worries — financial or otherwise…

      “Good work,” Frank grunted. “I love a bitch who knows how to work my balls.”

      His lewd words jolted Mary back to reality. While her thoughts wandered, her fingers had started to knead Frank’s ballsack. She jumped back, glancing at the door.

      Peter was still there, but he wasn’t about to intervene. No, he looked as spellbound as Mary did. For a second she thought about calling it quits, but then Frank turned onto his back, his heavy cock flopping against his stomach, and all thoughts of quitting simply evaporated.

      Without thinking, Mary squirted oil into her hands and started working his thighs, her eyes glued to Frank’s monster sized cock. It grew larger and larger as her hands slip up his legs, and she didn’t even flinch when he placed his hand on her naked thigh.

      “Take off your dress,” Frank commanded.

      “That’ll cost extra,” Mary said. She realized they hadn’t even negotiated a price — she was way too new at this.

      “How does an extra thousand sounds?”

      The number made Mary’s head spin. That would pay for their mortage, and then some. “Sufficient,” she said as she let her dress fall to the floor. This time, she didn’t glance at the door.

      All her attention was focused on the rapidly hardening cock right in front of her.

      “Your bra and panties too, obviously,” Frank grunted.

      Mary didn’t even argue. She let them fall to the floor, bearing her naked body to this man old enough to be her father. As she resumed the massage, his hands immediately flew up to her naked ass. He gripped and squeezed hard, and a moan left her lips.

      Frank’s fingers slid between her legs, and they found her pussy dripping wet and waiting. He slid one finger in easily, and all Mary could do was moan and bite her bottom lip.

      “Nice,” Frank said. “I knew you were a fucking whore when I first laid eyes on you.”

      “I’m not…”

      “Don’t kid yourself, you’re a fucking whore and you know,” Frank said. “You’ve been practically drooling all over my cock from the moment you first saw it. Even right now you can hardly look me in the face. Just admit you’re a fucking whore and suck my cock, you slut.”

      Mary tried to fight the overpowering urge to submit… and lost.

      The cock that was staring her in the face was simply too big to ignore. And even if she had the strength, somehow, then this was still her husband’s boss. His job was on the line here.

      And if someone was going to put a stop to it, it would have to be Peter, but he was nowhere to be found.

      No, Mary only had one option.

      Lean down and run her tongue across Frank’s thick, quivering cock.

      “That’s right,” Frank sighed as his fingers plowed into her sopping wet cunt. “Like my cock like a greedy little whore.”

      He grabbed the base of his cock and slapped the heavy thing against her face, and Mary simply… let him. What’s more, she enjoyed the feeling of the mixture of saliva and pre cum spreading across her face.

      “I’m going to paint a pretty picture, all over your slutty face.”

      “Yess,” she moaned, as she buried her face in his ballsack, letting his manly musk surround her completely. She worshipped him orally, stretching her mouth wide to even take the head of his cock into her mouth.

      Frank grabbed a fistful of her hair and started pumping his cock into her throat, their martial bed creaking as this older man fucked the young wife’s throat.

      “Fuck, I’m going to come back every day,” he grunted.

      “Uh huh,” Mary said.

      She had now completely succumbed to Frank’s will, her will stripped away. She was now his to use. Ever having tasted his seed, she was sold.

      “I love using that slutty mouth of yours. Tell me you’re a whore, tell me you’re my cockloving whore.”

      “I’m your cockloving whore,” Mary said, her voice muffled by the cock fucking her throat.

      “If only your husband could see you now,” Frank grinned.

      Yes, if only, Mary thought. What would he think? He created this situation, another of his crazy schemes gone awry, only this time, she didn’t feel bad for her husband. No, he made her do this, so she didn’t feel guilty for enjoying the heavy cock twitching in her mouth.

      “That reminds me,” Frank says. “PETER!”

      Mary’s blood ran cold, and seconds later the door opened. She looked up, a strand of drool connecting her lips to Frank’s cock, and looked her husband in the eyes.

      The couple didn’t exchange a single word, but they didn’t have to. It was clear as day that the both of them were insanely turned on — Peter’s pants weren’t zipped up, it was obvious he had been masturbating, and there was only arousal in his eyes, not anger.

      “I never told you to stop, slut,” Frank said as he grabbed a fistful of hair and forced her head back down onto his cock. He roughly fucked her face, going even harder now that Peter was in the room, bucking his hips, forcing every last inch down her throat. Mary was gagging and gasping on his cock, fighting for air, but Frank didn’t relent.

      “You called… sir?” Peter said.

      “Yeah. I wanted to thank you, Pete. This is a real, proper whore. Look at the way she’s sucking my cock. She fucking loves it. I’ve fucked many sluts, but none who were so greedy for cum. Just look at her. What do you think?”

      Frank pulled Mary back roughly, and presented her to her husband. Her face was covered with saliva, her make-up completely ruined. She looked like a total fucking whore.

      Frank had tight grip on her neck, and with the other hand he slapped her round breasts, abusing the young wife in front of her helpless husband.

      “She looks like slut, yeah,” Peter said, his words barely a whisper.

      “I can’t hear you.”

      “She looks like a slut!” Peter screamed.

      “What do you think her husband would think of her, if he saw her now, hm?”

      “I think he would be, uh… proud of his wife.”

      “Proud?” Frank chuckled. He roughly inserted two fingers into Mary’s dripping wet cunt, and roughly fingered her. She was like a rag doll, letting the older man use and abuse her body at will. “Look at how wet this fucking cunt is? Do you think he would be proud if he watched me fuck her, raw?”

      “Y-yes,” Peter said, licking his dry lips. “I think her husband would be forgiving, and that he’d… understand.”

      Frank threw Mary on the bed, and got behind her, slapping the heavy head of his cock against her wet cunt.

      “Understand, huh?” He growled, as he prepared to enter the young wife. “Sounds to me like this husband knows his place. Sounds like he understands that young sluts like this live for cocks like mine, right?”

      “R-right,” Peter stammered.

      The old man grabbed Mary’s hair and yanked it back. “What do you say, slut?”

      “I live for your cock, sir!” She screamed. The feeling of his heavy cock head pressing against her entrance drove her mad with lust, and being completely humiliated and degraded in front of her loving husband only added to the lust growing inside of her.

      Mary had never known this side of her. Without Frank, the proud, independent wife would have never known that she was happiest being used and abused by a strong man with a big cock.

      Luckily, Frank had shown the both of them the way, and now he was going to take her roughly and without protection.

      “That’s more like it.”

      With one heavy thrust, Frank forced his entire cock into Mary’s waiting pussy. She screamed with a mixture of pain and joy as he spread her open and filled her more than she thought possible. Being fucked like a common whore, in front of her husband, by his own boss… it was more than she could handle.

      Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as Frank fucked her hard. She was a rag doll in his strong, capable hands, unable to move, unable to do a single thing except be well and truly fucked.

      Frank was grunting and sweating as he fucked the young wife, slapping her ass with every thrust.

      “Peter! Come over here,” he commanded.

      The husband shuffled forward. “Yes?”

      “Do you think she’s been fucked in the ass before?”

      “No…”

      “Give me that bottle of oil, I’m going to break this bitch in.”

      Mary felt the cold oil squirt onto her exposed asshole, and a second later, Frank’s swollen, purple cockhead was resting against her backdoor.

      She didn’t even have the strength left to argue. Her body was Frank’s — every single hole.

      Including her asshole.

      Frank pushed. “This bitch is tight,” he grunted. “You’ve fucked this slut before, right, Peter?”

      “N-not her ass, sir,” Peter said.

      “Fuck,” Frank grunted as the head of his cock slid in. “You’re missing out, man. This is the tightest little ass I’ve ever fucked. It’s draining my balls as we speak. Tell you what, after I’ve filled this tight little hole with cum, I’ll let you have a go. How does that sound? You want to fuck this whore’s used asshole?”

      “Y-yes,” Peter answered, his voice quivering.

      “Yes what?”

      “Yes sir.”

      By now, Frank had worked his cock into Mary’s asshole, right to the hilt. The feeling was indesricable — this slut was coming right on his cock. There was nothing better than breaking in a young’s wife ass, and in front of her husband? Now that was the cherry on top.

      Frank was no fool. He saw through Peter’s little scheme right from the start. The man was barely competent, and Frank only kept him employed because he felt sorry for him. Peter always had thousands of ideas, but they usually made things worse.

      He came her with the intent of punishing Peter for his incompetence. Frank would call Peter out for using his wife like this, berate him, and then give the young girl some cash to help them out.

      He’s tough, but not heartless, after all.

      But then he saw just how hot the little wifey was, how easily she followed his orders, how she sat down his lap and rubbed his cock with her ass like a proper little slut, and the hunger within Frank took over.

      Frank needed to see how far he could push the young couple. Turns out, very, very far.

      For now he had this cock buried to the hilt in Mary’s virgin asshole, while Peter looked on, helplessly, as his wife is violated right in front of him. Never had Frank felt more powerful, and now that he found a new playtoy, he wasn’t going to surrender her.

      Not anytime soon, no.

      Frank pulled out, leaving Mary’s asshole gaping wide open. He walked to the other side of the bed and presented his cock to Mary.

      “Open up, slut,” he growled.

      Without question, she opened her mouth, and let the cock that was just in her ass slide into her waiting mouth. She could taste herself, and the feeling made her pussy throb even harder.

      “How’s the view?” Frank asked Peter. The poor husband was staring at his wife’s used and abused, gaping fuckholes with an open mouth.

      “Amazing,” he said.

      “Why don’t you give them a little kiss?” Frank growled.

      Peter dropped to his knees behind his wife. The smell of his wife’s juices, mixed with Frank’s, was simply overwhelming.

      The night had spun totally out of control. His little scheme blew up in his face — like they always do.

      You’d think I learned my lesson by now, Peter thought to himself as he watched his wife’s gaping asshole quiver.

      His relationship with Frank was double sided. One one hand, he admired the man greatly. He built an empire with his own two hands, and ran his company with an iron fist. Frank was everything Peter aspired to be.

      On the other hand, he also kinda hated Frank — he always called Peter out when he was slacking off and not pulling his weight. It made Peter nervous. When Frank was around, he’d always get yelled at sooner or later.

      And now that very same Frank was ordering him to tongue his wife’s well-used fuckholes as he fed his monsterous cock to his wife’s hungry mouth.

      This was all Peter’s fault. He realized that completely. If he didn’t lose all their money on a get-rich-quick scheme (or gambling, as Mary accurately called it), they never would have gotten into money trouble in the first place.

      And it was Peter who insisted she’s massage someone.

      And it was, again, Peter who asked Frank over. Perhaps he wanted to impress his boss, wanted to compensate for all the times he dropped stuff at work.

      It’s water under the bridge at this point, because Peter was now running his tongue against his wife’s wet folds, and letting the salty taste fill his mouth, as the sounds of his wife gagging reached his ears.

      The way Frank took control of the situation mesmerized Peter completely. There was a small part of him that hoped Mary would have the strength to stand up to Frank, but he also realized that was unfair of him. He’d brought this upon them both — he couldn’t look at her to bail them out.

      And as it turns out, Mary didn’t have the strength to resist the dominant, older man, just like Peter didn’t. No, when confronted, she simply fell in line.

      The moment Frank had Mary drop to her knees and take his boxers off, Peter knew he was defeated. When he saw that lustful look in her eyes, he should have stormed in… but instead, he watched, completely hypnotized.

      Frank controlled them both, and he realized it. As Peter licked his wife’s swollen clit, he realized that this is what he always secretly craved. He no longer had to come up with stupid plans — all he had to do was listen to Frank’s orders, and everything was going to be alright.

      “Spread this slut’s legs for me, Peter. I’m about to come inside this bitch.”

      “Yes sir,” Peter said gleefully. “Right away.”

      Mary could barely believe it. There she was, lying on their martial bed. Her legs spread wide — her own husband behind her, holding her ankles up, while Frank, his freaking boss, was rubbing the head of his cock against her cunt.

      Every time he flicked the thick head against her clit, she moaned. She wanted nothing more than for him to push it in, to give her what she really needed: a cunt full of sperm.

      The silver fox had taken control of the couple. They were corrupted, they were controlled, they were his. And the old man was relishing in that control.

      “Look at your husband,” Frank commanded.

      Mary’s eyes grew wide. “But…” she gasped. Peter looked equally dumbfounded. Frank just laughed as she slapped his thick cock against Mary’s wet cunt.

      “You think I didn’t know? You take me for a fool? It was obvious from the start. I know Peter’s your husband, I know he wasted all of your money gambling. Don’t worry, I’m going to take care of you both. All you have to do is look in your husband’s eyes, and tell him you love him.”

      Mary looked up at Peter. The couple was both confused, but also happy. Frank was going to take care of them, make things okay! This wasn’t how they pictured it, but anything was better than losing their house.

      “Peter, I love yOUUOHMYGOD!”

      Frank shoved his thick cock into the young wife with one push. He felt her pussy walls tremble around his massive girth, as he gave her the big cock she’s always been craving.

      “Peter, tell your wife you lover her back,” Frank grunted as he sank his cock halfway into Mary.

      “I love you, Mary!” Peter said right away. “I love you!”

      “Now tell him you love my cock!”

      “I love his cock, baby,” Mary said. “I fucking love it! It’s so damn big!”

      “How big, baby?” Peter asked.

      “So big!”

      All the words Mary had kept inside as Frank used her in front of her husband gushed out, all at once. Frank looked on with a smirk as he fucked the young wife as she rattled on about her addiction to him.

      “His cock fills so big and strong, I’ve never felt this way before, this filled, this used, this complete!”

      “Is he bigger than me?” Peter asked.

      “Much bigger,” Mary said, stressing her words. “Much, much bigger. He’s hitting places you’ve never been.”

      “Tell him you’re my slut now,” Frank grunted. “Tell him you’ll do anything for my cock!”

      Mary’s heart was racing as Frank pummeled her cunt, ramming every inch of his thickness into her with every stroke. The feeling was making her delirious.

      “I’m his slut!” She screamed. “I’m his little fucktoy, his whore, his cunt to use! I love following orders, I love being a greedy little cumslut! Oh yes, fuck me Frank, fuck me! Fill me up! Fuck!”

      Frank was working up a sweat as he fucked the young, slutty wife. This wasn’t the first wife he got addicted to his cock, but it had never been so easy. Mary had been a slut-in-waiting, and he was lucky enough to be in the right place at the right time.

      “Kiss your wife as I fill her cunt,” Frank ordered. “And tell her you’re proud of her!”

      Peter leaned down and kissed his wife before Frank had even finished his command. “I’m so proud of you, honey,” he said. “You’re taking that dick like a champ.”

      “Am I?”

      “Uh huh, it’s like you were made for Frank’s cock, baby.”

      “Good because I fucking love it,” Mary grunted, her face red. “I’m his now baby, it’s his cunt, that’s okay, right? Are you okay with my cunt belonging to Frank now?”

      “Yes, baby, yes.”

      “Good, because I’m about to put my baby in your wife’s belly,” Frank grunted. “Take it, take all of cum you slut!”

      “Yes, fill me, fill me Frank! Give me your baby!”

      Frank buried himself to the hilt in the waiting wife, and with a heavy roar he emptied his balls. Thick jets of cum filled her womb, and his balls kept pumping and pumping until there was simply no cum left.

      With a heavy high he took a step backward, the cum leaking from Mary’s used cunt, staining their sheets.

      “Take a good look, Peter,” he said. “That’s what a properly fucked woman looks like.”

      Frank headed for the showers, while Mary looked at her husband, lost in a daze. She was so close to cumming, but just didn’t get there.

      “Will you… eat me out?” She asked her husband. “I’m so close.”

      Peter swallowed the lump in her throat. Cum still gushed out of her used pussy, but he was not one to refuse his wife.

      “Okay,” he said.

      Mary guided her husband to her used pussy, and bucked her hips against his face, grinding her well-fucked pussy against his mouth. She came quickly, the most powerful orgasm of her life washing over her as her husband tongued her clit.

      Frank had forever changed their marriage, she realized. Nothing would ever be the same again. Frank’s cock was simply too good to resist.

      Luckily her husband was an excellent kisser, and even better at eating pussy. She had the best of both worlds, and felt blessed.

      “Can I fuck you now?” Peter asked.

      Mary opened her eyes. “I’m a little sore, to be honest,” she said. “Sorry honey. You can jack off on my tits?”

      Peter came within two pumps, and Mary couldn’t stifle a giggle. Compared to the gallon Frank had pumped inside of her cunt, her husbands load was a mere dribble.

      He laid down next to her and hugged her tightly, as they talked it out. It had been a roller coaster for the both of them, but they both decided they had no regrets.

      Frank sauntered back into the living room, freshly showered. Mary bit her bottom lip when she saw just how built, how muscled he truly was. A perfect specimen.

      “Like I said, I’m going to take care of you both,” Frank started. “You won’t have to worry about losing the house. But, I want something in return.”

      “Her pussy?” Peter said.

      “Her pussy, her ass, her mouth — everything. All of your wife’s holes belong to me. Understood?”

      “Yes,” Peter said quickly.

      Mary felt her cheeks burn brightly. She loved how the men talked about her like she was an object. Technically, Peter was selling her body to his boss…

      And that little fact drove her mad with lust.

      “What about you, Mary? Do you agree?”

      “Yes, sir,” Mary said right away. The deal sounded perfect to her. Truth be told, she’d agree to anything if it meant feeling more of Frank’s cock inside of her.

      “Excellent. Peter, go get us some pizza. I’m starving. And when you come back, invite all of the boys over for a poker night here on Friday. I think they all deserve a bonus, after all the hard work they’ve put in, right?”

      “Yes, sir,” Peter said as he got up, his face looking pale.

      Frank sat down next to Mary and ran his fingers through her hair.

      “You’re going to share me with all of Peter’s co-workers?” She asked.

      Frank nodded. “All your holes belong to me, remember? I’m going to share you with whoever I wish. How do you feel about that?”

      Mary searched her feelings, and could only arrive at one truth.

      “Happy,” she admitted.

      Being passed around, going from one cock to the other, fucking and fucking all of her husband’s co-workers while he watched…

      Friday couldn’t come soon enough.
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      Their therapist suggested sharing her with strangers. And she likes the sound of that…

      The stress of his high-powered job is getting to John, and he finds himself sitting on the couch of a therapist, together with his buxom young wife, Sophia.

      His therapist, an intimidating black man, has a crazy suggestion: Open up their marriage. Let other men pleasure his wife. He will show them how.

      Nothing takes the stress off like watching a cocky stud satisfy your wife, or so the therapist claims.

      Sophia agrees wholeheartedly, and so John can do nothing but watch as this powerful, alpha male takes what he wants… right in front of him.
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      Where do I even begin? I never would have thought that going to therapy for stress would end with me sharing my wife with strangers while I watched helplessly (and incredibly aroused), but that’s exactly what ended up happening.

      Every day that my wife comes home filled with a stranger’s load I thank them for helping me see the light, but it sure as hell wasn’t an easy journey, I can tell you that much.

      I’ll retell my story with as much detail as I can remember. It all started about a year ago. The stress at my job was getting to to me. I worked in high finance, dealing with numbers so big it made my head spin. Sorry, I don’t want to give too much detail about my workplace, but it’ll suffice to say that it was both boring and incredibly stressful at the same time.

      I worked my ass off, but my body simply couldn’t cope. Headaches, chest pain, insomnia — my entire system was starting to revolt. I couldn’t even perform in the bedroom. At first because I simply didn’t have the energy, but then I started to worry about how my wife was feeling, and that only made it worse. Cue vicious cycle.

      I’ll take a moment to describe my wife, for she is the real heroine of this journey. She’s tall, six feet in total, with long legs, a wonderful round, shapely ass and a perky C-cup. I fell in love with her bright blue eyes the moment I first saw them, and her natural blonde hair is the perfect finish to an amazing body.

      Add her sense of humor, her wit, her kindness, intelligence, curiosity, and a passionate love for sex, and you’ve got yourself the perfect package. That’s my Sophia.

      And at the time, I wasn’t doing her justice. We met in college, and spent countless nights in my dorm, exploring each other’s bodies. Now, five years later, we were both working our butts off, and sex first became a weekly thing, and then monthly, and then it sorta… stopped.

      It was Sophia who finally pushed me to get professional help. I was too stubborn to listen to my own body, and I kept pushing through and through, until I nearly fainted on my drive home from work and realized that I was slowly killing myself.

      I took a sick leave from work, and they got me in touch with a workplace psychologist. He quickly diagnosed me with something called ‘occupational burnout’. Basically, I had been under a lot of stress for a long time, and it had burnt out my wires. He suggested a couple of local therapists to me, and sent me on my way.

      I looked them all up online, and decided on the prettiest woman. Hey, if I was going to spend a lot of my time and my money on this, I might as well spend it with a beautiful woman, right?

      That decision ended up changing my life, but at the time I couldn’t have guessed how!

      Her name was Zoey, and on her photo on her website she had her dark hair up in a bun, and she wore glasses. It made her look strict, in a hot teacher kind of way. I, of course, didn’t mention these details when I told Sophia about it… No, she was just very happy I was looking for help. I felt a little guilty, I’ll admit. (Little did I know that my wife would soon be reaping all of the benefits!)

      I sill remember that first visit to Zoey’s office. I was so nervous that I paced by her office several times, before finally mustering the courage to enter her office. Luckily for me, she was very good at her job and made me feel right at ease.

      And in the flesh, she was even more beautiful than I imagined her to be. She wore a white shirt and a black skirt, and her legs were clad in stockings. I kept imagining her wrapping those legs around my neck and diving in… which made me feel even guiltier.

      I couldn’t get it up at home, and here I was, lusting after my therapist? That wasn’t right. Perhaps that’s why I mentioned it.

      “I also have trouble at home,” I said.

      “What do you mean?”

      “It’s… uhm, personal.”

      Fuck, I opened Pandora’s box. I saw from the glint in her brown eyes she wasn’t going to let me get away with this one.

      Zoey sat up straight. “That mean that you should absolutely tell me. I’m here to help, John. I can’t help you if you don’t tell me what the problem is.”

      “It’s about sex,” I blurted out, as if that was going to deter her.

      “Okay,” she said, without a hint of judgment. “So tell me.”

      “But…”

      “Do you not like talking about sex, John?”

      I winced. I never expected to talk about my sex life with this beautiful, slightly intimidating woman. “No, I do not.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with sex. Everyone should have a healthy sex life. It’s normal, and healthy. I certainly enjoy my fair share.”

      I looked up in surprise and tried to read her expression. Was she fucking with me? Teasing me? Or just being professional, and letting me know it was okay? Whatever it was, her expression didn’t betray any of it.

      “Tell me what’s wrong, John. Please.”

      I licked my dry lips and spilled the beans. About how tired I’ve been, about my insecurities, about the lack of action… everything. I even surprised myself with how much I was rattling. Zoey meanwhile took furious notes, nodded and hummed, and kept me talking.

      And suddenly, our time was up. She thanked me for, shook my hand, and said she looked forward to seeing me next week.

      I had no idea how intense that next session was going to be…
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      “Hi John, I would like you to meet Marcus. My husband.”

      That’s the first thing Zoey said to me in our next session. I was nailed to the floor, as the giant black man extended his hand towards me. I’m no small man myself, but this man simply towered over me! He wore a sharp suit, which only made him more intimidating. I shook his hand, and his grip was absolutely crushing.

      “Pleasure to meet you, John. Zoey told me all about you.”

      “She did?!”

      “Don’t worry, I’m a licensed therapist as well. In fact, we run our office together.”

      “I hope that’s okay, John,” Zoey said. “ Marcus had some very interesting insights, that I think you could benefit from. Please, take a seat.”

      I was absolutely flabbergasted. I was looking forward to talking about sex with Zoey, to peering down her blouse and up her pencil skirt… I did not expect a tall black man to lecture me about my own desires.

      But that is exactly what happened.

      As Marcus started talking, all I could think about was him and Zoey together. His dark skin contrasting with her white skin, his big hands exploring her curvy figure… didn’t she say that she did have a satisfying sex life? I can see why…

      “You, John, are a perfectionist,” Marcus started. “You only expect the best of yourself, correct?”

      “Well, yeah, of course.”

      “Only the best is good enough. There’s only two ways to do things: Right and Wrong. There’s always room for improvement. Do these sound familiar?”

      “Familiar? Those are my motto’s!”

      The therapist couple exchanged a knowing glance. “To put is simply, your standards are too high,” Marcus said.

      “I take offense to that,” I said. “If anything, my standards aren’t high enough!”

      Marcus sighed and removed his horn-rimmed glasses. Wrong answer, I gathered. “That’s exactly the problem, John. If your standards are too high, you’ll never meet them. Instead, you’ll burn yourself out, and to put it frank, you’ll be perpetually unhappy as you chase the dragon. Is that what you want?”

      I was taken aback. No one had ever been so straight with me, but there was no arguing with Marcus. His presence was too dominating for that. “No,” I mumbled. “That’s not what I want.”

      “Good. Because it’s that outlook on life that has gotten you here, in our office, and we want to treat you, but you have to be on board. We’re going to ask a lot of you. It’s hard work. You might not like it. Things are going to get worse before they get better. Is that something you can handle?”

      “Of course,” I answered.

      At the time, I thought they were talking about opening up emotionally… not opening up my marriage!

      “I’m glad to hear that.”

      “Me too,” Zoey said, clapping her hands. “I’m very proud of you. We both are.”

      “Thank you,” I said, slightly uncomfortable.

      For the rest of our session, they discussed several techniques and thinking patterns, and outlined the rest of the therapy. It would involve ‘exposing’ myself to my deepest fears, to prove that they were unfounded. I didn’t really think I had that many fears, but Zoey and Marcus thought different.

      That’s when they dropped the bomb on me.

      “Can you bring Sophia to the next session?” Marcus asked.

      “Why?” I stammered. Talking about my fears with these two was bad enough — to say all this stuff in front of my wife was emasculating… and I realized right away that’s exactly why they wanted to see her. I had to face my fears, like talking about my emotions with my wife.

      Or so I thought. I would learn soon enough that they had very different plans…

      “Your wife needs to be on-board with your therapy,” Zoey explained. “We’d love to meet her.”

      “Fine,” I shrugged.

      That little discussion would change everything.
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      “Are you sure you’re not nervous?”

      My wife looked at me like I was crazy. “Of course not,” she said. “They are therapists, there’s nothing to be afraid of. Besides, I’m here to help you. In fact, I’m looking forward to it!”

      “Okay,” I sighed as I opened the door to Zoey and Marcus’s office.

      “Sophia! So nice to finally meet you.” Marcus shook her hand, and seeing my wife right next to the tall black man made my heart jump a little. With Zoey to his right and my Sophia to his left, he kinda reminded me of a king, united with his two conquests.

      I had no idea at the time how right that wicked thought was going to be.

      “Let’s get started,” Zoey said.

      I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as the two therapists explained all of my deepest and darkest fears to my wife. She nodded attentively, as all three people smiled kindly at me. It was uncomfortable — but it was going to get MUCH, MUCH worse in a moment.

      “So, as you can see, your husband suffers from performance anxiety,” Zoey says. “Not only at work, but also at home.”

      Sophia raised her eyebrows. “Are you talking about…”

      “Sex,” Zoey said.

      All the air was sucked out of the room with that simple word. My eyes grew wide, which Marcus immediately noticed.

      “Don’t worry, John, this is a perfectly normal conversation. I can see you are uncomfortable, but you don’t have to be.”

      “I agree,” Sophia said, to my surprise. “Let’s talk about sex.”

      “What?!” I blurted out. “That’s private!”

      “We’re here to get help, right?” Sophia said. “And we’re not having sex. So let’s talk about it.”

      My face grew red. I didn’t want Marcus to hear that. He’s muscled, tall, with a dynamite jaw and piercing eyes. Everything a man ought to be, he is. I don’t want this god-like figure to know I’m not measuring up in the bedroom… but it just happened.

      “I’m glad you agree, Sophia,” Marcus said. “John, we’ve talked about several helpful thoughts: You are not perfect. No one is. You don’t have to be perfect. Your best is good enough. You matter, regardless of how you perform. With sex, the exact same things apply.”

      Zoey and Sophia nodded thoughtfully, while my insides felt like they were on fire. “What do you mean?”

      “You are not a perfect lover,” Marcus stated matter of factly. “There are men much stronger than you out there, who posses greater stamina, who are much more well endowed, whose quality as men outweigh yours. And that’s perfectly okay.”

      “It is?!” I stammered. “Doesn’t sound okay to me!”

      “We’ve talked about this,” Zoey joined in with a kind smile. “Sometimes, you’re not going to want to listen to us. You’ll fight us, you’ll want to stop the therapy all together, but it is at times like these that you’ve got to pull through. Do you trust us?”

      I gazed into Zoey’s dark, warm eyes, and my attention was shifted away from my nervousness to my hardening shaft. Zoey’s pale cheeks were flushed red, and her top was unbuttoned… a little more than usual, I noticed.

      “Yes,” I said with dry lips. “I trust you.”

      “Good. In that case, if Sophia agrees, I have an assignment for you. I want you to place some naked photo’s of Sophia online.”

      All the blood drained from my face. “You what?!”

      “I agree,” Marcus said. “I think that, by sharing your body with other men in a safe way, and reading their comments, perhaps chatting with them if you feel you’re up to it, you’ll both see that your wife is very, very attractive. That knowledge will help the both of you. Knowing that other men desire her will ease the weight on your mind, John. Trust me.”

      At the time, it hardly felt like it. If anything, it seemed that knowing that men were ogling my wife’s naked body would only add to my problems!

      “Sounds good,” Sophia piped up.

      And that absolutely floored me. Her pale cheeks were red as well, her hands folded in her lap. “Let’s do it, John. What’s the worst that can happen? We’re married, I love you, I just want to rekindle that spark, to put your mind at ease.”

      “I don’t see how this’ll help,” I said, swallowing the lump in my throat, “…but if you want to try it, I guess that’s okay.”

      “Excellent!” Zoey said. “I’m so proud of you! I’m already looking forward to the next session!”
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      “How does my pussy look?”

      “Wet.”

      “Do you think they’ll like it?”

      “I know they will.”

      Sophia dipped two fingers between her legs. They slid in easily. I’ve never seen her so wet. She’s never played with herself in front of me before, but now she was literally fucking her own fingers as I snapped photo after photo.

      “This is so fucking hot,” I breathed, my cock aching as I tried to capture all of my young, naked wife’s writhing beauty with the camera. She was squeezing her breasts, moaning and trembling as pure, utter filth left her mouth.

      “Do you think men are going to jack off watching me?”

      “I know they will, baby.”

      “I want to see it,” she said, her blue eyes filled with lust. “I want to seem them cum, baby! I want to see their cocks explode, to see the cum flying through the air, and land… right on my face.”

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, as my balls trembled with anticipation. I’ve never given her a facial before, and here she was, begging for it, from strangers!

      “I’m so glad you went to see them, baby,” she panted.

      “Who?”

      “Marcus and Zoey! They know exactly what I need!”

      “And what is that?” I asked with dry lips.

      “Cocks!” She blurted out, as her fingers became a blur. She pulled her legs up, her toes curling up as she came right in front of me. “Cocks, cocks, I need cocks baby, in my pussy, in my mouth, in my ass, I want to drown in a sea of cocks and cuUUMMM!”

      Her words turned to gibberish as she orgasmed. When she opened her beautiful blue eyes moments later, they were filled with happiness.

      “Are you ready to get fucked?” I growled, my cock at the ready.

      She rolled unto her stomach and wagged her finger at me. “Not yet, big guy,” she said as she tapped my cock.

      “What? Why not?”

      “You still haven’t done your exercise, remember?”

      “But I took the photos!”

      “Yes… and now you’re going to post them online.”

      Her blue eyes were filled with lust, and a tint of madness. All the while, even while I was snapping the photos and she was babbling dirty words, I still thought, somewhere in the back of my mind, that we were role playing. That this was all innocent. A game.

      I saw now it was not.

      “Are you sure?” I asked. “You can’t take anything offline, you know. Once it’s out there, it’s out there… forever.”

      “I know,” she said with a heavy breath. “That’s what I want. Will you do that for me, baby? Please?”

      I could never say no to those beautiful blue eyes of hers. “Okay,” I said, against my better judgment. “If that’s what you want.”

      “It is.”

      “Then let’s do it.”

      I parked myself behind my PC, naked, my cock still as hard as a fucking rock, as I uploaded the pictures to my PC and selected a few good ones that weren’t showing her face. I decided to start with just one — an innocent photo that only showed the curves of her ass. Anyone on the beach would see basically see the same thing.

      “Where are you going to post them?” Sophia asked. She was standing right next to me, leaning onto my desk. I slid one hand between her legs and felt her dripping wetness. She allowed me to finger her for a few seconds, before playfully slapping my hand away.

      “First sharing, then fucking,” she teased.

      “You really are serious, huh” I breathed as I pulled up a few sites. I’ve been watching other people share nudes of their wives for years, but I never thought I’d join their ranks. I figures Sophia too conservative, and myself too chicken shit, but… today was a day of many news.

      “Do it,” my wife said, her voice raspy and horny. “Post them. And ask for cumtributes.”

      I glanced to the side. “How do you know what those are?”

      She chuckled. “You’re not the only one who watches porn, you know.”

      Thanks to Marcus and Zoey, I was getting to know a whole new side of my wife! I submitted the least-revealing picture I could find to several photo-sharing with the comment “First time posters! Let me know what you think. PMs and cumtributes welcome!”

      Seconds after posting the comments already started flooding in.

      
        
        “More!”

      

        

      
        “Nice ass!”

      

        

      
        “Can I see some butthole?”

      

        

      
        “What does the front look like?”

      

        

      
        “That ass looks like it’s made for fucking! A+!”

      

      

      Sophia kept hitting refresh, her eyes glued to the screen as the comments poured in.

      “Post another,” she said in a low growl.

      “Which one?”

      She grabbed the mouse and in a few clicks, selected one of the most explicit photo’s I took, taken from behind with her fingers spreading her ass wide open. Nothing was left to the imagination.

      “Are you su—”

      Before I could even finish my thought, she had pressed submit. I noticed her other hand was between her legs, toying with her clit as she watched the lewd comments pour in by the dozens.

      
        
        “Fuck! Those are some nice holes!”

      

        

      
        “I want to bury my face in that ass!”

      

        

      
        “Now those are some proper fuckholes!”

      

        

      
        “What a slut!”

      

        

      
        “Bring her over to my place and I’ll fuck her hard while you watch!”

      

        

      
        “I just came all over your holes! See here!”

      

      

      Sophia instantly clicked the video, and let out an audible moan as a hard, throbbing cock filled the screen. The man was furiously beating his meat, my wife’s wet holes displayed lewdly on his tablet as he came all over the device.

      We’ve only uploaded the pictures a few minutes ago — it’s crazy how fast technology can reach people like that.

      He fired rope after rope of cum, and it looked almost like my wife’s pussy and ass were really coated with this stranger’s cum.

      “Oh my fucking god,” Sophia said lewdly, as she fingered herself. She was so wet I could hear the squelching sound, and my cock throbbed along with the rhythm. “Look at the size of that fucking cock!”

      My wife grabbed my cock as I watched, stunned at this sudden transformation. While I’m not small by any means, I couldn’t hold a candle to this guy’s fucking baseball bat sized cock. Sophia started tugging me frantically as her blue eyes were glued to my screen.

      “Can you imagine a cock that size really cumming on my pussy? I don’t think it could even fit inside of me… I can’t wait to try though!”

      That did it. With a roar I came right there on the spot, my cum shooting out so hard it landed all over my monitor, a few stray spurts coating my keyboard.

      “You want it too, don’t you?” My wife said gleefully as she milked my cock. “To watch me get fucked?”

      “I do,” I moaned, to my own surprise. “I really do!”

      Never in a thousand years did I ever imagine those words leaving my mouth, but Zoey and Marcus had awoken a fire inside my wife and I. Perhaps it shouldn’t have been such a big surprise to me. I watched a lot of wife sharing videos, threesomes, public sex, gangbangs, you name it I watched it, but I still kept my distance. That’s not for me, I thought.

      Then I saw how wrong I was.

      When I came down, the adrenaline left my body, but I saw Sophia was still lost in the throes of passion. I went to the bathroom to clean myself up, and when I returned I found Sophia parked in my chair, her spread legs up on the desk as one hand toyed with her swollen clit, the other one manning the mouse and scrolling through the many, many comments.

      “Do you mind making dinner? I might be here a while,” she giggled.

      “Sure,” I stammered. I headed downstairs and started cooking a meal, while I reflected on the absolutely insane day we’ve had.

      This morning started like any other, and then Marcus came with that insane suggestion, to share nude photos online… and Sophia took to it like a fish takes to water. I’ve never seen her this full of life and energy… is this what we’ve been missing out on all these years?

      Little did I know that the true test was still to come…
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      The next session was finally here. Sophia and I had been looking forward to it all week. Their suggestion had opened up a can of worms. My wife was horny basically 24/7, and she spent most of her time on her phone, scrolling through comments, or talking to guys while she toyed with herself. I wanted to fuck her brains out, but I ended up cumming prematurely every time.

      A fact I don’t look forward to disclosing to Zoey and Marcus. There was just something so hot about the situation that my cock just kept firing off, despite my best intentions.

      “It’s okay,” Sophia told me every time. “Remember what the shrinks said: You don’t have to be perfect.”

      “Yeah,” I protested, “but those guys you keep talking to definitely look perfect!”

      “I know,” she’d answer with a wicked grin… and just like that I’d be hard again.

      Zoey and Marcus looked pleased to see us. I was even more nervous than usual, and my hands kept shaking. Sophia, however, was anything but. It was like she was reborn. I’d never seen her so fierce, so strong, so in control before.

      “How’d your week go?” Zoey asked, her dark eyes lighting up. “I’m dying to know! Judging by your grins, I’d say it went well!”

      “It was perfect!” Sophia said. “Absolutely amazing.”

      Marcus nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, the pictures were gorgeous. Very erotic.”

      I nearly spilled my coffee. “You sent the photos to them?!” I exclaimed.

      “Why, of course,” my wife answered. “I had to get their approval, to know if I was doing the exercise correctly.”

      “And we are both very proud of you,” Zoey said, as she licked her lips. “You passed with flying colors.”

      I rose from my seat, adrenaline pumping through my veins. “Just what the hell is going on here?!” I said. “This can’t be right!”

      “What do you mean, John?” Marcus said. The black man stayed very calm as he rose from his seat. He sat down on the desk right in front of us, the massive bulge in his pants as clear as day.

      “What do I mean? What do you think I mean! This, it’s not right, you’re… playing with us!”

      Zoey gasped. “I am offended, John! We are licensed therapists! We are trained professionals, and all we are trying to do is to help you and your marriage.”

      “Have we not helped?” Marcus asked.

      “You have!” Sophia said. “This week was amazing, wasn’t it, John? Why are you so upset?”

      I sat back down, deflated. If everyone thought this was normal except me, perhaps I was wrong. That, or everyone was gas lighting me!

      “I think this is good,” Marcus said. “You are expressing your emotions. I think we need to push on, and follow this road.”

      “Let’s do that,” Sophia nodded. “I’m with you one hundred percent of the way.”

      “Good,” Zoey added. “Let’s pull up some of the comments you two have received then.”

      Zoey grabbed her mouse, and a few clicks later the beamer behind her displayed a hard, throbbing phallus. My heart skipped a beat as looked at the massive cock.

      “This is one of the photos you received, right, Sophia?”

      “Yes,” she nodded.

      “How does this make you feel, John?”

      I stared breathlessly, completely at a loss for words as Zoey kept scrolling through one dickpick after another, some of them with my wife’s naked photos in the background, some just presented as mighty, massive poles.

      “Are they bigger than yours, John?” Zoey probed, her dark eyes fixed on me. I senses a hint of glee, of satisfaction behind her words as she kept asking me. “How does it make you feel to look at these big cocks, who are all hard for your pretty, naked, obedient little wifey?”

      “Small,” I whispered. “Weak.”

      “It’s not weak at all, to recognize greatness,” Marcus said in a low grumble. “In fact, I think it’s a very courageous thing to do, isn’t, Sophia?”

      “Yes,” my wife nodded, her cheeks flushed bright red. “Very courageous.”

      “Are they bigger than your husbands, Sophia?” Marcus asked.

      “Oh yes,” she replied instantly, as if she didn’t even have to think about it for a microsecond. “Much, much bigger.”

      “Like I thought,” Zoey said under her breath. “I want you to say it, John. Say ‘My cock is too small to satisfy my wife.’”

      I looked at my therapist in fear. She licked her red lips, her eyebrows daring me to submit to her. This is not why I came here! This is not why I sought help! But her gaze was strong, and I couldn’t look away.

      “My cock…” I started. “…is not big enough… to satisfy my wife.”

      The three of them applauded me, and it felt like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders, in a strange way.

      Zoey smiled at me. “I applaud your courage, John, really. How does that feel?”

      “Liberating,” I heard myself say.

      Marcus nodded. “I can imagine. This is only the first step to finding true happiness, remember that. If both of you want a truly satisfying marriage, then there are many more steps to go through.”

      “We do!” Sophia piped up. “More than anything. Right honey?”

      I could never say no to her. “We do,” I answered.

      Marcus and Zoey exchanged a glance and a smirk. “Well, there is one exercise we can do…”

      “We’re ready for anything, right!” Sophia said with a wide smile.

      Zoey and Marcus’s smirks made me a little uncomfortable. “What did you have in mind?”

      “Well,” Zoey started, and I could fear the temperature in the room rise. “If you really want to confront your fears, we could… compare you, to someone better. That way, you can experience that, and know that despite not measuring up down there, that you are still a loving husband, and a great man.”

      Sophia nodded eagerly. “Let’s do that!”

      I licked my dry lips. “I think that would make me feel worse though.”

      “That is your fear talking,” Marcus growled. “You have to face that fear, stare it down, unflinchingly. This is the stage where you push through!”

      “Okay,” I said, hyped up. “Okay, let’s do it!”

      “Very good,” Zoey said. “Please rise.”

      I stood up, and she walked towards me, swaying her hips as she walked. Her hands moved to my jeans, and I froze.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Comparing you. Hold still.”

      She unbuttoned my pants, grabbed my boxers, and pulled both of them down. Just like that I was standing half-naked in my therapists office, my hard cock on full display.

      “There’s the little guy,” Zoey said gleefully. “I can see why you came to us now.”

      My cheeks were burning as red as the sun. “How is this helping me?” I stammered.

      “You’ll see. Sophia, will you do the honors?”

      Zoey motioned for my wife to unbutton Marcus’s pants. I gasped for air as she scooted forward gleefully, her hands practically flying to his crotch. Before unzipping, she first rubbed the massive bulge. “Holy crap, I can already feel the size!”

      “It’s amazing, isn’t it?” Zoey said.

      “Yeah!”

      “And John likes it too,” Zoey giggled.

      Unknown to me, my cock had started to leak precum, and I was as hard as can be. Sophia chuckled as well as she unzipped Marcus’s pants, and slowly tugged his pants down.

      Time seemed to slow down in those few fateful seconds before his big black cock sprang out. I wondered how we came here. We were just an ordinary couple, with a bit of a dead bedroom, but that was just due to stress and time constraints… and now my wife was seconds away from a big black cock slapping her in the face.

      I felt like I was going to faint.

      Marcus’s cock sprang out, the head brushing my wife’s cheek. “Wow!” she exclaimed, not moving away an inch. If anything, she scooted closer.

      His cock was beyond massive. Ten inches at least of pure thick cock, as thick as a beer can, covered in hefty veins, throbbing menacingly. My wife licked her lips, her eyes taking in every inch.

      I’ve never seen her look like that at me. Just pure lust, pure… reverence.

      “Now that’s a proper cock,” Zoey said. “What do you think, Sophia?”

      “I think it’s gorgeous,” she said as her eyes scoured up and down, her waiting mouth inches from his black flesh.

      “John, go stand next to Marcus so your wife can compare them better.”

      Not knowing how to argue my way out of this situation I scooted forward, until I was standing next to the massive black man. He was intimidating before, but I’ve never felt as small and helpless as this.

      “And, Sophia, what do you think?”

      My wife’s eyes darted from side to side, but her choice was as clear as day to me. She grabbed my cock, her hands easily fitting around it. Then, to my horror, she moved her hand to Marcus’s cock.

      Her dainty, white fingers couldn’t even grasp his black cock completely. He was that thick.

      “I think this is the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.”

      Zoey turned to me, the lust on her face now as clear as day. She was enjoying every second of verbally humiliating me, I was sure of it.

      “John, how do you feel, standing next to such greatness?”

      “Small,” I whispered.

      “Do you realize you could never measure up to such a big cock?”

      I nodded. Past me would have disagreed, would have argued, would have stormed out, but there was no denying it now. I simply didn’t measure up.

      “I do.”

      “Do you realize that trying to do your best is hopeless? That it would be futile? That it would only cause you and your wife more trouble, if you keep her away from what can make her truly happy?”

      “I do.”

      Zoey unbuttoned her top, and her creamy white breasts came into view, mesmerizing me.

      “You are a good boy, John. I’m very proud of you.”

      She undid her bra and exposed her giant tits to me. Zoey squeezed them hard, and uttered a soft moan. She sauntered towards me, and my eyes were fixed on her.

      “I love making couples see the light, you know,” she whispered. “To see them submit, to see the gears turning and accept the truth… and you have done so admirably. Are you ready for your final test?”

      “What is it?” I asked, trembling.

      “Turn to your wife.”

      My eyes snapped away from Zoey’s perky nipples, and towards my blonde wife. She was kneeling front of Marcus, her wet lips inches from his thick black shaft, her eyes just hypnotized by his massive dong.

      “She wants nothing more than to feel that cock in her mouth, but she resists even now, because she is loyal to you. I need you… to give her permission… to suck that black cock. If you can do that John, than you have truly grown.”

      My heart skipped a beat, and deep down, I felt it was the right thing to do, even though my common sense was screaming at me.

      “Sophia, baby…”

      My wife turned to me, the hunger in her eyes palpable.

      “I give you permission to… s-suck his b-black… cock.”

      Her baby blues lit up like it’s Christmas, and the next moment Marcus grabbed the back of her neck and forced the head of his cock into her waiting mouth. I watched with amazement as he simply destroyed my wife. He fucked her mouth roughly, using her mouth like a pussy, as she struggled to open her mouth wide open for his thickness.

      “Take it all, you white bitch,” he moaned under his breath. He took his cock out of her mouth for a second, only to slap her face, and spread the mixture of saliva and precum all over my wife’s pretty little face.

      Those are the lips I kissed on our wedding day — now rubbing all over a black man’s balls.

      He grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and forced his cock back down her throat. I’ve never treated my wife this way, I wouldn’t dare, but Marcus was doing it like he was made for this.

      And I guess he was. With a cock that big, with a personality that domineering… he was made to fuck white wives.

      Zoey pressed her naked breasts against my arm, as her hand grabbed my hard cock. “Just look at her go,” she whispered into my ear. “Aren’t you proud of your little slut wife?”

      “I am,” I whispered as I watched inch after inch of black cock being forced down her throat.

      “Cum in my hand as you watch a man way better than you pump your wife full of cum,” she whispered.

      I couldn’t hold back. I came on the spot, my cum dribbling into her hand as Marcus uttered an animalistic roar. He pulled out and unleashed a torrent of cum all over my wife’s pretty face, load after load coating her cheeks, her chin, her everything.

      He sat back down on the desk and heaved a big sigh. “Great session,” he said. “You’re making great progress.”

      My wife looked at me, her mouth hanging open, as one hand dipped between her legs. She played with herself right there and then, sitting on the floor of our therapists office, her face dribbling with cum, as she fingered herself to an earthshaking orgasm.

      She grabbed me and pulled my face towards hers, demanding a kiss. I couldn’t properly back out now, and so I kissed her deeply, trying to ignore the taste of Marcus’s cock and cum on her lips. She came hard, forcing her tongue down my throat as she thrashed and shuddered.

      “Wow,” is the first thing she said.

      “Holy shit,” I corrected her.

      “You got that right.”

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      “Are you crazy? I’m better than ever,” she said, her blue eyes filled with passion. “The question is how do you feel?”

      “Confused,” I admitted. “But I think I’m okay.”

      Zoey brought us some towels, and we got cleaned up as best we could. They sat down behind their desk, and slipped right back down into their professional demeanor.

      “That was a very intense session,” Zoey said.

      “I think we’ve made some real progress today,” Marcus added.

      I could barely believe my ears. It was clear to me that they were a pair of degenerates, who were using is like their sex toys, but I had to admit… I did enjoy it more than anything ever before.

      Watching my wife’s pretty face being absolutely brutalized by that big black cock…

      That’s a vision I’ll never forget.

      “Thank you,” my wife said as she wiped a bit of cum from her cheek. “For helping us on this journey.”

      “No, thank you for being so courageous” Marcus said.

      Yeah right, more like thank you for letting me blow my load all over your slutty wife’s face!

      “I think you are ready for the next step. Normally it takes a few more sessions, but we’ve rarely had a couple who grows as quickly as you do.” Zoey wrote down an address on a piece of paper and slid it towards my wife.

      “Be there Friday evening, at nine.”

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “You’ll just have to come and see,” Marcus said.

      My wife nodded dutifully. “We’ll be there. Right, honey?”

      “I… guess so.”

      I felt in my bones it was bad news, but at this point, I was too curious to stop. I wanted to know how far my innocent wife would go.
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      The rest of the week was a daze. Neither of us mentioned what had transpired. We had sex every night though, but none of us said a word. We both had our eyes closed, no doubt reliving that moment over and over again.

      Just like that it was Friday evening, and my wife was picking out a sexy black dress.

      “Are we really doing this?” I asked. “Don’t you think we ought to talk about it?”

      “What’s there to talk about?” Sophia said. “We agreed, right?”

      “Well, yes, but…”

      “No butts. Go get changed and lets go.”

      I didn’t know what else to say, so I just followed her orders. An hour later we pulled up to the address — and it turned out to be a huge mansion! We parked the car and nervously knocked on the door.

      Zoey opened the door, and my heart skipped a beat. She was wearing nothing but bodystockings, displaying every inch of her curvy body.

      “I’m so glad you could make it,” she said with a warm smile. “Please, follow me.”

      She led the way, and my eyes were drawn to her shapely white butt bouncing in front of me. I was so distracted I didn’t even realize Sophia had left my side until Zoey stopped at the bar.

      “Where’d she go?” I asked.

      “Marcus is helping her get changed,” she said. “She’s a little overdressed for tonight.”

      We were standing in an old, beautiful mansion. The room was filled with people, the men in sharp suits, the women wearing nothing but the sexiest lingerie. I had never felt so out of place before.

      “Relax,” Zoey said as she handed me a cocktail. “Have some liquid courage.”

      I gulped the drink down as fast I could.

      “Thirsty, huh? Have another. You’ll need it.”

      “Why are you doing this?” I asked, the drink loosening my tongue.

      She sauntered towards me until she was only an inch away. Her finger started at my chest, and traveled all the way down to my crotch.

      “Because I love it,” she whispered with an evil smirk. “I love watching guys like you submit. I love watching girls like Sophia give into their hidden desires. And you love it too, don’t you?”

      The drink, the adrenaline, the lust of seeing Zoey’s body so lewdly on display after lusting over it for weeks, combined with the fear of not knowing where my wife was (and what she was doing) all mixed together, making me feel dizzy and nervous.

      “Look, there they are.”

      I heard whispers and turned my head — and nearly fainted.

      There was my wife.

      Naked.

      Except for a leash around her neck.

      Being led through the room.

      By Marcus.

      He is in total control of her. Her eyes are fixed on him, like a dog watching his owner, completely obedient and subservient. Even from this distance I can see her inner thighs glistening with her wetness.

      The people in the room all whispered and murmured approvingly amongst themselves as Marcus lead my wife onto a stage.

      “On all fours, pet,” he growled.

      My wife followed his order without question. She got on her hands and knees, facing away from the crowd… exposing her dripping wet pussy and puckered asshole to a room full of strangers.

      “Spread your ass.”

      Within a second her hands were on her ass, spreading her holes wide.

      I watched with bated breath. It felt like an out of body experience, like it wasn’t happening to me. This was the woman I married, the woman I pledged my life to, and there she was… her pussy on display, following orders from a different man.

      The comments were the worst, or the best part, depending on how you look at it.

      “Look at that slutty cunt!”

      “You know he’s going to destroy that tiny little asshole later.”

      “God, I wish I was her.”

      “Another white slut seduced. Marcus is unstoppable.”

      After everyone has taken a good, proper look, Marcus lead my wife away.

      “Where are they going?!” I asked in a panic.

      “Don’t worry,” Zoey smirked. “You want to watch, don’t you?”

      I didn’t know how fast to scream YES. Zoey grabbed my hand and led me up the stairs while my heart was racing. We entered a room with a big, one way mirror.

      And through it, I saw my Sophia.

      On her hands and knees.

      Marcus’s big ballsack resting right on her face.

      She coated every inch of him with her saliva, before licking her way back up. Sophia was worshiping his cock, there’s no other way to describe it. Pure worship.

      “You love my black cock, don’t you?” Marcus growled.

      “I do,” she said, her voice muffled.

      “You like it better than your husbands?”

      “Oh yes, much bigger.”

      That stung, but Zoey was enjoying every second of it. She sat next to me, kissing my ear as my eyes were glued on the action.

      “He’s going to fuck your wife now,” she said. “He is going to give her pleasure in ways you never thought possible.”

      “Was this your plan from the start?”

      “Does it matter?

      “It does to me.”

      In the other room, Marcus rose up and literally threw my wife on the bed. She whooped with joy as he climbed on top of her, his massive black frame dwarfing hers.

      She raised her knees, and I saw his massive black cock resting against her wetness, her pussy lips opening up to him. I held my breath as I watched the exact moment when his big cock spread my wife’s lips farther than I had ever done. With a thrust of his hips he entered her, and just like that, my wife was addicted to black cock.

      “Yes,” Zoey moaned into my ear at that moment. “The moment your innocent little wifey walked into our office, I knew I was going to make that blond little slut suck on my husbands big black balls, I knew I was going to make you watch as he stretched that little cunt until she could never feel you again, until she was completely and totally addicted to black cock. What do you say to that?”

      “Thank you,” I groaned as she pressed her breasts against my arm. It was all I could say as I watched the big black man plow my wife. My own cock twitched in Zoey’s hand as she jerked me, but I barely noticed.

      Watching my wife’s white cunt being spread open by a massive big black cock was the hottest thing I had ever seen.

      There’s simply no denying it. And without Zoey and Marcus pushing me, I never would have allowed myself to see it.

      “That’s a good boy,” Zoey whispers. “I have to admit, I’ve never met a girl as greedy for black cock as your Sophia.”

      “You’ve done this before?”

      “Oh yes. We’re quite well trained in seducing white wives. Any housewife that walks into our office will leave with a pussy full of cum, you can bet on it. None of them have taken quite to it like Sophia, though. We barely scratched the surface before the slut inside her was released. Just look at her, taking all ten inches of my husband’s big black cock like her body was made for it. I can’t take credit for that. Your wife was a born slut, John.”

      Zoey leaned down and took my cock into her mouth as I watched Marcus destroy my wife’s cunt. His black body was dripping with sweat as he pounded my wife’s pussy relentlessly, his cock stretching her open wide. I held out as long as I could — I wanted to see him cum. I want to see him empty those heavy balls of his.

      “Cum inside me!” My wife screamed at the top of her lungs. “Fill me with your cum!”

      “Your pussy belongs to me now, doesn’t it?!”

      “Yes!”

      “You will fuck me whenever I want to, right?”

      “Oh yes, I’ll do anything for you, just give me more cum, Marcus, please!”

      “Beg for it!”

      “Please, please, please cum inside me!”

      I’ve never heard my proud wife beg like that.

      “Here it comes, slut! Take it, take it all! I’m going to pump you full of my cum!”

      With a heavy roar Marcus emptied his balls. I watched his sack pulse and throb as he came inside my wife, load after load of his fertile sperm flooding her womb.

      The sight was more than I can handle. I came at the same time, filling Zoey’s mouth, though my load didn’t compare to the gallon Marcus pumped into my wife.

      “Oh god,” my wife groaned, her body shaking with her own orgasm as Marcus’s cum leaked out her stretched, used cunt.

      He stood up, and my wife reached for him like her favorite toy had been taken away.

      “Don’t go!”

      Marcus chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’re not done yet.”

      He motions at someone in the door frame, and my blood ran cold as three strangers entered the room, each one of them as naked as can be, their hard cocks pointing at my wife.

      “All for me?” Sophia asked, gleefully.

      “You’re getting everyone off today,” Marcus said as he reaches down and slapped her now-red ass. “Make me proud, slut.”

      “Yes, master!”

      I thought the night was over, but in truth, it just had begun. I sat in that chair, frozen in place, as more men than I can count had their way with my wife. At the end of the night she was covered in cum from head to toe, semen leaking out of every orifice.

      Only when every man in the building had their way with my wife, did Zoey allow me to enter the room. The pungent smell is one I’ll never forget — it hit me like a punch to the face. My wife smelled of… men. Of cum.

      She was almost passed out, completely worn out. I barely didn’t recognize her under the layer of cum covering her face.

      I climbed on top of her and slid my quivering cock into her wet, gooey cunt. The feeling of her slick pussy, lubricated with more sperm than I had ever seen or felt before, was indescribable. I came instantly, and she just smirked at me.

      Seconds later she was asleep, and I cuddled up close against her, holding her bruised and used body tightly.

      Tonight had changed everything, except for one thing…

      I still loved my wife with every fiber of my being.
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      “Good morning, sweetie.”

      My wife opened her eyes and smiled at me.

      “Good morning,” she croaked, her voice hoarse. All the screaming and moaning she had done had worn her voice right out.

      “How are you feeling?”

      “Sore,” she chuckled. “And you?”

      I could see the concern in her blue eyes, and it made my heart flutter.

      “Things got a little wild,” she said.

      “Yeah, you can say that,” I chuckled. “Wild doesn’t even begin to describe it. It’s okay, though.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Absolutely. One hundred percent. I love you, no matter what.”

      “Even after…”

      “Even after last night, yes. Perhaps I love you even more, who knows.”

      “Oh baby. I don’t deserve a husband as loving as you. Come here!”

      She pulled me close for a kiss. I ignored the strong smell of cum that still lingered to her, and kissed her as deeply as I could. My body responded instantly, and my hard cock pressed against her naked body. Sophia smirked at me and grabbed my cock, and I couldn’t stifle a moan.

      “I love our new life,” she said between kisses as she jerked me. “I love everything about it.”

      “So it won’t be one time thing?” I gasped.

      “Of course not, I can’t go back to one cock, not after having the greatest night of my life!”

      I closed my eyes and shuddered with pleasure. My cock grew even harder, and Sophia let go of my erection. “Let’s have some breakfast before you cum,” she said with a wicked smile. “Then we can relive last night.”

      I wanted nothing more than to cum again, but I pushed my disappointment away. We headed downstairs for a coffee, where we found Marcus and Zoey, sitting around the dinner table.

      “Good morning,” Marcus said. “Had a good night sleep?”

      “You can say that,” Sophia chuckled.

      My two shrinks (if I can still even call them that) were wearing nothing but bath robes, their perfect bodies on full display. My wife wore panties and a T-shirt.

      I made ourselves a cup of coffee and joined them at the table. Instantly I noticed my wife sat down next to Marcus, who already had his strong hand resting on her naked thigh.

      It seems they weren’t going to give us a moment respite from our new roles.

      “Oh honey, can you get me some cream?” Sophia asked.

      Marcus grabbed her hand and slid it up his bathrobe. “I’ve got some cream for you right here,” he chuckled.

      My wife’s eyes glazed over with that by-now familiar glaze of lust, as her hand started moving rhythmically.

      “It’s a little early for this, don’t you think?” I stammered, trying to regain some control of the situation, but no one seemed to be listening to me.

      “It’s never too early for black cock,” Marcus said proudly as he opened his robe up completely, his black cock standing up proudly, like a massive pillar.

      “Holy fuck,” my wife moaned under her breath. “I’ll never get used to the size of this thing.”

      Marcus grabbed a fistful of her hair and roughly guided her down her down to her knees. Sophia willingly obeyed, and seconds later she was parked underneath the dinner table, her mouthful of cock.

      “John, go make me some breakfast, will you?” Marcus commanded me as my wife worshiped his cock. The wet sounds of her sloppy blowjob filled the entire room.

      “I think we’re out,” Zoey said. “You’ll have to run to the store. Don’t worry, we’ll keep your wife entertained in the meantime…”

      I swallowed the lump in my dry throat as the realization dawned on me. I wasn’t going to reclaim my wife this morning, or perhaps not even today. Marcus and Zoey were far from done with this…

      “Sure thing,” I said, happy that this ride was far from over. “What should I get for everyone?”
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      I never thought this was possible.

      I’m a good girl.

      So how come my dominant, black boss was able to turn me into his plaything?

      It all started back on our honeymoon in Hawaii…
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      “What is your number one fantasy?”

      I sit facing Peter, my caring husband and the love of my life. We had just polished off two bottles of wine, and we were feeling good about life.

      “What do you mean?” I ask, playing coy.

      Like I had no idea what he was talking about. Of course I knew.

      Of course I had fantasies.

      I was just never going to share them with anyone. Not even him.

      Or so I thought.

      I was raised to be a good girl. My parents were strict. Traditional. I went to a good school. I got good grades. My life was supposed to be simple and straightforward. Go to college, meet a guy, have 2.4 children and a Labrador.

      I rebelled in my own way, picking Sociology over Law (shocking, I know), but I met Peter in my second year and I was smitten straight away. We’ve dated all through out college, and got married a year after we both graduated.

      A good, honest wife like that isn’t supposed to have those type of fantasies.

      You know the ones.

      About men.

      Black men.

      Dominant, black men.

      Who restrain you. Who tie you up. Who use your body like its their plaything. Who don’t give a fuck about your pleasure. Who just see you as a fuckhole to use.

      Yeah. Those type of fantasies were knocking around my head. How could I ever vocalize those while sitting opposite Peter, my wedding ring on my finger, sipping a glass of red wine on our honeymoon?

      Yeah, I got a fantasy: That my boss, you know Dareion right, my boss? Yeah, him, the tall black one, so yeah my fantasy is that he calls me into his office because I forgot to send an important email, and get this, he just pulls me over his lap, yanks my little skirt up and spanks me right there as punishment, in his office? I know, right?! And then he pulls out his massive cock and facefucks me like the little whore I am and sends me home to you covered in his juices. And I’m so embarrassed and turned on at the same time that instead of telling you I go back to him day after day, and he uses all of my holes, including my ass which I know you’ve meaning to try but I’ve denied you every time, and he turns me into his obedient little fuck toy. Meanwhile, every night you wait at home for me, patiently, the dinner you prepared getting cold because I’m too busy getting loaned out to clients, fucking and sucking older men just because my older boss wants me too, because my pussy belongs to him. Yeah, that’s my number one fantasy, baby. Good talk!

      I’m sure that wouldn’t go over well. No, these are the type of thoughts you keep to yourself. The type of thoughts you keep behind lock and key.

      The only people who know are the ones who read my blog. Yeah, I have one. A girl needs an outlet, you know? And I certainly couldn’t tell the girls at the gym! No, I really have no one to turn to.

      “You know,” Peter says, his eyes lowering. “A fantasy. A sexy one. Like a threesome or something. I’m sure you have one.”

      I pretend to look puzzled. “I’m happy the way things are, baby,” I say.

      Now that was the complete and total truth. Yeah, I have these weird fantasies. I’ll be the first to admit that they are weird. However, I’m totally aware that they are fantasies.

      I’m sure guys have the same type of weird thoughts knocking around their skulls. I was not going to grill Peter for his strange fetishes. Those were his thoughts. Unless he wanted to share them of course, but I knew Peter, and that was not likely.

      He wasn’t boring, don’t get me wrong, he just wasn’t very adventurous. And that’s fine. I like stability. I like knowing that he’s waiting for me at home when I’m at the gym, or running late at work, or out for drinks with the girls.

      I don’t mind one bit.

      I’ve dated a few assholes in my first year at college, and the cliche rings true. The sex is great, everything else is terrible. Okay, the sex was fantastic. Phenomenal. However, I don’t like it when guys lie to me. Or when they fuck around.

      So that was the end of that.

      “I know, me too,” Peter says. “I’m very happy. I just wanted you to know that if you ever wanted to talk, then I’m always listening. Okay?”

      I tilt my head. “What’s this really about?” I ask.

      There was something, a glitter in his eye, that I couldn’t quite place. A naughty smirk on his lips I hadn’t seen before.

      His face now turned uncharacteristically red.

      “I, uh, I was using your laptop to check out the wedding photos, and I, uhm, stumbled upon your blog.”

      My heart skips a beat.

      “You what?!”

      It comes out more angry than I would have liked.

      “I didn’t read it!” He quickly says. “I just skimmed the title, and when I noticed what it was I clicked away!”

      With my face now steaming I glare at him.

      “That’s private!” I glower. “Private! You can’t go snooping through my things! I don’t care if we’re married, you just don’t do that!”

      When I said my vows I never thought I’d say those words, that’s for sure! Where is this anger coming from?

      Shame.

      That’s what it is. Shame for being found out. For being exposed.

      As a slut.

      That’s what I am.

      A secret slut.

      “You are right,” he says. “You are absolutely right. What you do, or write, or say, is yours. I mean that.”

      I can tell from the look in his brown eyes that he’s being sincere.

      “I didn’t mean to pry. I just stumbled across it, and I can’t get it out of my head ever since.”

      I avoid his gaze and stare down at my empty plate. He can’t get it out of his head. I know what that means. It means he’s disappointed in me. That he’s ashamed of having me for a wife. That’s all it can mean, right?

      He grabs my hand and squeezes it, forcing me to look up.

      “Natalia. I want the same thing.”

      I look up. Absolutely flabbergasted.

      “What?!” I blurt out so loud we draw some stares from the tables around us.

      “You do?!”

      Now it’s my husband’s turn to look embarrassed. “You don’t have to tell the whole world,” he chuckles. “But yeah. It is.”

      A thrill runs down my spine. I don’t know how to process this bit of information.

      “I…”

      My voice falters, my cheeks burning red.

      And my pussy is now thumping. Lurid thoughts fill every inch of my brain. All that I’ve wanted can become a reality?

      No, he’s just talking about fantasies. About role-playing. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.

      “Can I interest you in a coffee, or a dessert?”

      The gorgeous, caramel-skinned waiter jolts me back into reality. We’re in the middle of a busy restaurant, not the type of place for this type of conversation.

      “No, thank you,” I say. “We would like the check please.”

      “We do?” My husband asks.

      I nod with a mischievous grin. “Oh yes, honey, we do.”

      “Sure thing,” the waiter answers.

      Fifteen minutes later we are walking by the coastline of Maui. The sun is setting in the distance, the orange orb slowly sinking into the water as the cool waves crash upon the sandy beach.

      The most romantic place we’ve ever been.

      And we’re about to have a conversation about giving his fresh bride permission to be used as a fucktoy.

      This is not the honeymoon I expected, that’s for sure! But it certainly is a welcome one.

      I squeeze my husbands hand and rest my head on his shoulder, my stomach still up in knots.

      “Go ahead,” I say. “Talk to me.”

      “I don’t know where to start.”

      “At the beginning,” I say.

      “It’s a little hard.”

      I look over my shoulder to make sure we’re alone, before reaching down and patting his bulge.

      “More than a little, I’d say!”

      “Natalia!” He says. “You are uncorrectable.”

      “That’s why you love me,” I tease.

      We sit down on the beach. It’s getting dark, and so there’s very little people about. We have all the privacy we need.

      “I love you,” he says. Always a good start. “Totally and completely. I want you to have everything in life. I want you to be perfectly content, to not have any regrets.”

      “I don’t.”

      “I know, but still — I want us to live the best life we can, you know? And I think a big part of that is sex, no matter what way you spin it. It’s part of our DNA. It is what makes us tick.”

      I hum approvingly.

      “So, what I’m saying is, I want to have the best sex-life possible.”

      “And what does that mean to you?” I say. “Because I’m not keen on seeing you with other women. Because if that is what you’re aiming at…”

      “It’s not,” he says quickly. “Trust me. It’s not. You are more than enough for me, Natalia, believe me,” he chuckles. “Really. I only think of you. With me. And perhaps, with… not me.”

      The last words come out slowly, and he avoids my gaze, staring at the setting sun instead.

      “If I’m honest, and I think we should be, being married and all, I think about you with other men. A lot. I know how fucking sexy you are, and I’d like to see the looks on other guys faces as they look at you, and touch you, and…”

      I can tell he’s embarrassed, but all this talk is getting me worked up.

      “It’s okay,” I say. “It’s completely normal, in fact.”

      “It doesn’t feel that way.”

      “But it is! Sure, people don’t talk about it as much, but I read somewhere most guys have these type of fantasies. It’s like I’m your own personal porn star, right?”

      A shiver runs down his spine. “If only,” he chuckles.

      “Why not?” I whisper, leaning into him. My heart is now racing. He’s already given me everything I’ve wanted, but now here he is, offering even more. I’d be a fool do pass it up. I’m going to accept this gift with both hands.

      “Everything is possible. I want to to make your dreams come true, baby. Like you said, I want to live our best possible lives. And if you want to see your wife with other men, well…”

      I slide my hand down his thigh, brushing against the unmistakable bulge in his shorts. The moment I touch him, he shivers uncontrollably. He looks up at me, and I can see the familiar glaze of lust in his eyes.

      “Natalia,” he breathes heavily.

      I am overcome with lust. I can’t hold back a second longer. I lean in and kiss him, and he kisses me back, passionately. We swap tongues, as he reaches down and runs his hands up my dress, squeezing my naked thighs.

      I fidget with his belt and zipper, reach in, and pull out his quivering, hard cock, right there and then.

      “Of fuck,” he says, snapping out of his trance and glancing over his shoulder.

      “We’re alone,” I whisper as I slowly move my hand. “Don’t worry.”

      He stretches his legs, looking with amazement at my hand, with my wedding ring on my finger, stroking his hard, throbbing erection.

      “Tell me what you want,” I say, squeezing the base of his cock. “I want to hear you say it.”

      “Oh fuck,” he stammers. “I want so much. I want to see you. With other men.”

      “Do what?” I tease. “Have coffee?”

      “Fuck!” He blurts out. “I want to see you fuck them! And suck them! I want to see you fucked from both sides, to be fucked in the ass, I want them to cover you from head to toe with seed…”

      He shudders. “Too much?”

      “No,” I answer. “Not enough!”

      My thumbs flicks across the head of his cock which is now shiny with precum.

      “Give me details,” I hiss. “Who do you want me to fuck? Where? And how?”

      “Everyone,” he gasps. “I want you to fuck everyone.”

      “You want me to be a little slut, is that it?” I say. “You want me to be available to everyone? To fuck everyone with a heartbeat?”

      “Yes,” he gasps. “I want you to be a slut!”

      “What did you do when you read my blog?”

      “I jerked off,” he admits. “Right away!”

      “Fuck, I wish I could have seen that. What part did you think was the hottest?”

      He swallows the lump in his throat. “The part wh-where you said you imagined your boss spanking you,” he chokes. His face is now as red as the sun, his heart beating so fast his entire cock is throbbing.

      My hand turns into a blur as I jerk him off as fast as possible.

      “Yes,” I say as I kiss him and force my tongue into his mouth.

      “You want to see my boss turn me into his plaything, don’t you?”

      He nods vigorously. “I think it’s so hot if your boss, your black boss, just uses you like a fucking, like a fucking… slut.”

      “Uh huh,” I moan. “Keep going.”

      “Everyone thinks you’re prim and proper, but no one knows that behind closed doors he forces you onto his knees and facefucks you, until there’s drool and cum covering your face, and he sends you home to me with cum on your breath, and OH FUCK I’M—”

      He explodes all over himself, coating his own shorts in his cum. I keep jerking him, draining every last ounce of cum out of him.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathe as I watch the cum dribble down the side of his shaft. “You really get off on this, don’t you? You really want my boss to use my mouth, don’t you? You really want to see me on my knees, cum dripping down my chest, a big fat black cock resting on my face…”

      He shudders, his face regaining some of his natural color.

      “Fuck, Natalia,” he says, glancing back. We’re still alone. “That was fucking wild.”

      “It was,” I say as I hike up my dress. “And we’re not done.”

      I pull my soaking wet panties to the side, and expose my dripping wet cunt. I easily slide two fingers into me, and his brown eyes go wide with shock.

      “Holy fuck.”

      “Lick my pussy, baby,” I say. “All this talk about my being a fucktoy for my boss has got me dripping wet.”

      His cock is hard again in an instant. I’ve never seen anything like it. This time, he doesn’t glance around, even though we’re on a public beach, and there’s couples off in the distance. No, he leans down and buries his face right into my wet cunt, sticking his tongue in as far as it will go.

      “You’ve never been this wet before,” he says, his tongue flicking against my clit as his fingers plunge into my cunt. “I fucking love it.”

      “Well, we’ve never talked about me being a slut before,” I breathe heavily. “Oh yeah, right there baby.”

      “You really love it, don’t you?” He says, looking up at my with wild eyes. “You want to be a fucking slut!”

      “I do!” I tremble. “I want to be a fucking slut, baby!”

      “Tell me what you want to do,” he says as he leans back down and takes my swollen, throbbing clit into his mouth. “Tell me,” he growls.

      I grab a hold of his hair and hold him down as a string of vulgarities leave my mouth, some of which barely makes sense.

      “I want to a be a fucking cumdumpster baby, the office whore, I want everyone to use my body, to crawl naked on my hands and knees and have everyone who wants to use my body as their cumdumpster, as their fuck toy, as their place to unload their seed. I want it in my mouth, on my face, in my cunt, in my ass, everywhere! I fucking love CUM!”

      With that I shudder violently, holding my husbands head down as my hips buck wildly. I cum harder than I’ve ever done before, and all I see is stars.

      “Holy fuck,” I breathe, my entire chest heaving up and down. “Holy fuck.”

      Peter is smiling at me, looking absolutely smitten with me.

      “Too much?” I ask. “Was it too much?”

      “Hell no,” he says. “That was fucking perfect.”

      He shows me how hard his cock is, and grabs a tight hold of it.

      “I’m so fucking horny I could cum again.”

      “Do it,” I say, spreading my legs wide. “Cum all over my slutty pussy.”

      “Fuck,” he growls, biting one lip as he beats his meat. “I fucking love it when you talk dirty baby.”

      I lean back, resting my back on the sand as I pull my knees up and spread my legs wide. My pussy and ass are now spread completely, and to anyone watching us in the distance, there’s no mistaking what we’re doing.

      I’ve never acted this slutty, and I’m absolutely loving it.

      “This is what I’m going to look like, spread out on my boss’s desk,” I say. “Can you picture it? My pussy spread wide, his big, fat cock only inches away, ready to feed me every inch of his cock, every fat, quivering inch?”

      The look on my husband’s face is one of pure madness, and it fuels my fire. My hand moves down to my clit, and I rub it like I’m trying to win the lottery.

      “I can’t wait, honey. On my first day back I’m going to present my freshly married pussy to him, and he’s going to make me his cumslut — there’s nothing you can do about it. This pussy is his now. Black cock only. All you’re allowed to do is lick it and get it nice and wet for him, and if you’re lucky, you might get to eat his fresh creampie too!”

      That sends my loving hubby over the edge. His body jerks and spasms wildly as he cums, another fresh batch of cum landing right on my dripping wet pussy. I dip my fingers in and use it to rub my clit, and seconds later I’m cumming as well, my entire body shaking wildly.

      “We should go,” Peter laughs.

      I look down, and can’t help but notice what a mess we’ve made of things. Half an hour ago we were drinking wine in a fancy restaurant, as decent as can be, and now I’m lying on my back on the public beach and my dress is hiked up to my waist, my naked, swollen and red pussy, which is absolutely covered in semen, bared to the world.

      Peter helps me to my feet and we try to clean ourselves as best we can… which is to say, poorly. There’s no towels, no shirts, nothing to help hide our shame. His shorts are dirty, and cum runs down my legs as we hobble our way back to our apartment, feeling giddy and happy.

      That was the beginning of an amazing honeymoon. We fucked our hearts out, barely leaving our room. The times we did go out, Peter convinced me to go without panties, and one night he drove me wild enough to flash my naked cunt at an older gentleman, sitting alone by the bar.

      I was so hot, I wanted nothing more for him to come over and jam his fingers right up there, but instead the man got red in the face and turned back to his drink.

      Of course, how could he know that I’m a proper slut? He had no idea.

      There was one person who would know soon enough, though.

      My black boss.

      Dareion.
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        * * *

      

      We returned home, and life went back to normal. The post-honeymoon high we were on faded away slowly but surely, as we fell into our (enjoyable) routine. We still had sex three times a week, of which we talked dirty for at least one, but neither of us was trigger happy.

      We were happy the way things were. There was no need to rush into things, to do something any of us might regret.

      Until November.

      The company Peter worked for went bankrupt overnight. It was a great shock. He was out of work, just like that. The owner took off with a load of cash and left everyone else with nothing.

      Getting a job in the current economy was easier said than done. He rarely got any callbacks, and if they did call, it was to say that they were going for someone with more experience.

      I didn’t blame Peter — it was a tough time, and not his fault. Instead, he took up duties around the house. Every night I’d come home to a warm meal and a clean house, and that’s worth its weight in gold as well, let me tell you.

      “I could ask Dareion for more hours.”

      Peter’s fork froze mid-bite.

      “Is that all you’ll ask him for?” He says.

      I couldn’t quite read his expression. Was he angry or turned on? Or both?

      “That depends on you,” I say, placing the ball in his court.

      He swallows the lump in his throat. Since he lost his job, the dirty talk has been put on hold. We didn’t talk about it, it just happened naturally. I sensed he was kind of vulnerable in a way, so I thought it best to save that sort of stuff until he was in a better place.

      “What if I say yes? What will you think of me?”

      “I think you’re an amazing husband,” I say, “An adventurous, brave, loving man.”

      He looks down at his plate. “You won’t think I’m a wimp?”

      “No,” I say. “Unless that is what you want. If you want me to call you a wimp, I’ll do it, but only because you asked me to. Look up at me, baby. I love you, okay? You’re my freaking HUSBAND. Nothing is going to change that, you hear? Nothing!”

      I put my knife and fork down and walk up to him. He hugs my waist, resting his face against me. His fingers stroke the back of my ass, as I rub his hair.

      “I love you,” he says, his voice muffled.

      “I love you too, you crazy guy,” I say. “Stop worrying so much. You’ll find a new job. I’m just going to ask my boss for more hours, okay? So both of us won’t have to stress about the bills so much.”

      His hands slide up the back of my dress, and his fingers play with my panty lines. I stroke his hair as he squeezes my round butt. I lean against the table, and he hikes my dress up, burying his face between my legs and deeply inhaling my scent.

      “I love your taste,” he growls as he tugs my panties to the side and licks right up my slit.

      I let out a moan of pleasure as he goes to work, coating my lips with his juices. I shimmer my panties all the way down and spread my legs wide, and he goes to town on me, having me for dinner.

      “Oh fuck,” I breathe. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “The question is, who’ll get into you,” he answers, two fingers knuckle deep inside of me.

      I see that wanton glint in his eyes, and I know what answer he wants.

      “You’re talking about Dareion?” I say.

      He dives back down and vigorously attacks my clit, his fingers pumping in and out of me.

      “You know I am,” he breathes heavily. “You’re going to spread your legs for him, aren’t you, you little slut?!”

      “Yes,” I breathe, my heart racing. “Yes, yes I am, I’m going to show him my tight little cunt and he’s going to destroy it with his big black cock, baby.”

      Peter rises from his seat and quickly unbuckles his pants, letting them drop to the floor. He pulls out his cock and rubs it against my entrance, his entire body trembling.

      A wicked thrill passes through me. I’m going to press some buttons I haven’t tried before. Either my husband is going to cum right there on the spot, or he’s going to get mad as hell with me — only one way to find out.

      “That’s it?” I say, gesturing at his cock. “I need a way bigger one.”

      He freezes and looks up at me with a look like he got caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

      “Is that right?” He says.

      “Uh huh,” I answer as I spread my lips wide for him. “Look at my cunt. This deserves a BIG cock, don’t you think?”

      “Yes,” he says with a hoarse voice. “Yes.”

      “Do you think you’re big enough for me?”

      “N-no.”

      “Who do you think is?”

      “Dareion.”

      He licks his dry lips.

      This is going better than expected. His entire body is flushed and trembling with excitement. I always suspected Peter had a submissive side to him, but I didn’t expect it to be this pronounced.

      “Are you going to give my pussy to him?”

      “Yes.”

      “What if he wants to make sure you’re okay with it? If he wants to make sure that it’s okay for him to use your wife as his personal fucktoy? Will you unzip him yourself?”

      He nods, as he jerks back into action, stroking his cock wildly.

      “Fuck me, baby,” I coo, spreading my legs as wide as possible.

      He stumbles forward, pants around his ankles, as he lines up the head of his cock with my dripping wet entrance.

      “Guess what, baby? The next time you’ll fuck me will be Dareion’s sloppy seconds.”

      At those words leave my lips Peter cums right there on the spot, his cock only halfway into my cunt, his entire body shaking and trembling. He collapses on top of me, breathing heavily, and I rub his back and kiss the top of his head.

      “Fuck,” he breathes. “You’re fucking amazing.”

      “Was it too much?” I say. “I was only trying to get you off.”

      “And that you did,” he chuckles, looking up at me with a wide grin. “You’re downright filthy, baby. I love it.”
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I knock on my boss’s door.

      “Come in.”

      I stride into Dareion’s office. He leans back in his chair, his dark eyes sizing me up. “What is it?”

      My heart races in my chest. After our honeymoon, I kinda avoided Dareion as best I could, afraid of how my body would react to him.

      And now I’m in the same room as him, and his manly scent fills the entire space, making me feel dizzy.

      “Are you okay?” He says. “Please, sit.”

      “I’m fine,” I stammer, but that’s a lie. The things I said last night come racing back to me, and they make me weak at the knees.

      It was all just fantasy talk. Or so I thought. But now that I’m actually standing in front of Dareion, and his eyes are fixed on me, I remember why we picked him to be the star in our fantasies.

      He exudes power.

      He’s the type of boss you don’t see a lot of anymore. Dominant. Alpha. I think he’s in his fifties, but he looks great. It’s true that black men age like fine wine. He smokes cigars and drinks whiskey. I’ve never seen him in anything else than a perfectly fitted suit before.

      He’s also properly sexist. All the women are expected to wear dresses, preferably with high heels as well. As a feminist, this totally rubs me the wrong way, of course.

      And yet, there’s also so much pleasure in just… submitting to him. Completely.

      He’s commented on my looks before, and it got me steaming mad every time — though I noticed I did start dressing more provocatively, just to hear more of his demeaning words.

      Why the hell am I this way? Why does he have so much power over me?

      Dareion gets out of his chair, strides over to me and grabs my arm.

      “Sit, girl. You are trembling.”

      I am, but I don’t think you know why! The moment he touches me, I feel a jolt of energy pass through me, igniting my fire even further.

      He guides me to a leather chair and hands me a tumbler of whiskey, one hand resting on my knee.

      “Tell me what’s bothering you.”

      I feel the strong urge to spread my knees ever so slightly, to invite him in, but that’s too much, even for me.

      I sip the scotch, and let the warmth travel through me. I’ve never drunk any alcohol on the job before.

      “Peter, he…”

      “Ah, trouble at home? Want me to fix you a double?” He says.

      “No, no trouble, it’s… well, he lost his job.”

      “Poor sap.”

      “Yeah.”

      “A man should always be able to provide for his family,” Dareion says sternly. “Have you come to ask if he needs work? Because we are fully staffed at the moment.”

      The thought of Dareion being my husband’s boss as well sends another jolt of lust straight down to my already throbbing clit.

      He could experience Dareion’s dominance first hand. He could be bossed around, treated just like he secretly desires. We could serve Dareion — together.

      “I could use someone to do some odd jobs around the house though, clean the gutters, that sort of thing, if you’re really desperate.”

      I can’t help but bite my bottom lip. I can’t explain why, but that is just so hot to me. Having my proud husband reduced to a servant, having him clean my boss’s house, taking not only his wife but also his dignity…

      I squeeze my legs shut and force myself to focus. I’m here to ask for more hours, not to turn out insane fantasy into a reality.

      “Thank you for the offer, sir, but that is not why I am here. I wanted to ask you if there was any way I could work more hours,” I say. “Any little bit of extra cash will help us a great deal.”

      He leans back in his chair, his dark eyes sizing me up.

      “How do you feel about traveling?”

      I look up at him and swallow the lump in my throat. “What do you mean, sir?”

      “I could use a personal assistant,” he says slowly, “but you will need to travel with me on all my business trips.”

      I nod. “I am willing to do whatever it takes, sir.”

      He raises his eyebrows.

      “Are you sure about that? I can be very… demanding.”

      Is it me or did it just get hot in here? My body is burning as I meet Dareion’s domineering gaze.

      “I am sure I can handle it, sir. I will follow your every order.”

      His dark eyes take on a lustful glow. He lets a silence fill the room, as the meaning of my words sink in.

      “Are you absolutely sure of your words, Natalia? Once uttered, you can not take them back.”

      “I am sure, sir.”

      “Very well.”

      He hands me his phone, and I look at him quizzically.

      “Call your husband,” he says. “I want to make sure he’s on the same page.”

      With my heart thumping like mad I dial my husband’s number.

      “Hello?”

      “Hi, it’s me, baby,” I say. “Dareion wants to talk to you.”

      “Dareion?”

      I can hear my husband’s voice crack. My boss takes the phone out of my hands.

      “Peter, is it?”

      “Y-yes sir.”

      My husband instantly falls into line.

      “Natalia is sitting across from me, and she came into my office today with an important question.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “She told me things are tough for you, and she asked me if she could work more hours.”

      “That’s correct, sir.”

      “I can offer her a position as my personal assistant, but that means she will be traveling with me. Is that something you are okay with?”

      Dareion reaches out and touches my knee — it’s a small gesture, seemingly innocent… only I know it’s not.

      I look down at the floor and open my legs very, very slowly.

      “Of course,” Peter says.

      “I can be very demanding.”

      “I’m sure Natalia will do whatever it takes to satisfy you, sir.”

      Dareion’s hand slides up a bit more, the tips of his fingers grazing my inner thighs. I’m beyond soaked at this point, biting down hard on my bottom lip.

      How does he read the situation so well? It’s like he’s inside my head.

      Well, he soon will be inside of me…

      “Are you absolutely sure about this, Peter? It’s hard work. Long hours.”

      “I-I’m certain.”

      “I will drill her hard.”

      “She can take it, sir.”

      I want nothing more for Dareion to slide his fingers up even further, to shed all this pretense that I’m going to be his assistant and just use my as his fucktoy right here and now… but he doesn’t.

      Instead he smirks as he withdraws his hand, and I have to fight the urge to whine like a little puppy.

      “Very well,” Dareion said.

      He turns to me, and his eyes scan my body.

      “Straighten your shoulders,” he commands. “Push out your chest. Let me see what you’re working with.”

      I follow his command instantly, the tingling between my legs distracting me, but his steely gaze demands my full attention. His eyes scour my body, like a critic evaluating an art piece, and he hums approvingly to himself.

      He leans in and unbuttons the top button of my shirt, and just the quick brush of his powerful hands against my naked skin makes my heart thump. I find myself yearning for his approval, which goes against everything I believe in… and maybe that’s why it feels so good.

      “Okay,” he says.

      Okay? That’s it? I lean forward a bit, showing off my cleavage, the tops of my full, round breasts visible to him… but my black boss doesn’t seem impressed.

      “You can go home at four to prepare for tonight,” he says. “I’m going to pick you up at six, and there will be a dress delivered to your home.”

      My lips are dry. “Where are we going, sir?”

      “You’ll see.”

      His eyes glitter, and there’s a hint of a smile on his full, dark lips.

      “You are excused, Natalia.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      I rise up slowly, hoping that my dripping wet pussy hasn’t left a mark on his seat as I stride towards the exit. I can’t believe this is really happening.

      Well, nothing has happened as of yet, but his words… they don’t leave a lot to change. He’s going to drill me hard? I can’t wait…
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        * * *

      

      When I step through the door of our home, Peter practically pounces on me. He showers me with his kisses, his hands groping my curvy body as he presses his erection against me.

      “How’d it go?” he asks.

      “Can’t you taste him on my breath?” I giggle.

      The starstruck look in Peter’s eyes is one I’ll never forget. I burst out laughing, and assure him I’m just kidding.

      “Don’t tease me like that,” he says, smirking. “That’s unfair.”

      “Are you really sure about this?” I ask.

      Instead of answering me, he grabs my hand and places it on his crotch. His cock is hard and throbbing, pulsing every second. “Are you kidding me?” he asks. “I’ve been rock solid ever since that phone call.”

      “Show me,” I say with a throaty breath.

      He unzips and pulls out his cock — the one I love and treasure… but not the one that’s going to be inside me tonight. Peter wasn’t kidding — precum dribbles down his length, his cock as solid as rock.

      “Aw, you’re excited,” I coo as I lean down and give it a little peck.

      “Take me in your mouth,” he says, his voice a low growl. “Please.”

      “I don’t have the time,” I say, my hot breath landing on the sensitive head of his cock. “I have to get ready for my date with my black, older boss.”

      “Oh fuck,” Peter says.

      “Can’t have my mouth tasting like cock, right?”

      “You drive me mad, woman,” Peter chuckles. “Just the tip?”

      I lick the sensitive slit on the throbbing head, and then pull away. “I really have to get ready babe. And I still want your reassurance — for the last time — that you’re okay with this. If you want me to stop, or quit my job, I’ll do it on the spot. But the moment I’m out that door… I can’t promise nothing will happen.”

      “I know,” Peter says. “It was out of my hands the moment I agreed with your boss on the phone. Now I’m just curious to see where this wild ride will take us.”

      “Me too,” I say. “Me too, baby.”

      True to his word, a package was delivered for me. I open it, to find the tiniest dress known to man. It’s black and glitzy, but it barely comes down past my ass, and the cleavage is so deep… the slit nearly exposes my freaking belly button!

      There’s no way I can wear this out in public… but I don’t want to disappoint my boss either. I spend the two hours getting ready, and when I’m done, I must admit I look more stunning than I ever have.

      I walk into the living room, my high heels clicking on the floor. “What do you think?”

      Peter’s mouth falls open. “Holy fuck,” he says. “You look gorgeous.”

      “Thank you.”

      He walks up to me and tries to kiss me, but I lean back. “My make-up still has to dry,” I say.

      “Aw,” he whines. “Just a little kiss?”

      “I’ll give much more when I get back…”

      “…from your date…” Peter says.

      “…with my boss,” I finish.

      “Fucking hell,” Peter laughs. “I fucking love you, woman. So damn much. I can barely believe you’re doing this for me. Why do you never wear a dress like this for me, though?” Peter says. “I’m starting to get a bit jealous here!”

      “Because you don’t buy me dresses that cost a grand.”

      “Fair enough!”

      “And if that makes you jealous, then just wait until I get back…”

      “Oh, I’ll be waiting alright!”

      A horn sounds outside. My ride is here. “Gotta go, baby,” I say. I give him a light peck on the lips before wobbling my way towards the door.

      “Have fun!” Peter calls.

      Oh I think I will…
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        * * *

      

      “How does the dress fit?”

      “Absolutely perfect,” I answer.

      My boss’s dark, intense eyes are scouring my body, appreciating every inch of me. I feel wanted, I feel bad, I feel dirty, I feel… absolutely perfect. My heart is racing and my mouth is dry, but I’ve never felt this alive before.

      I’ve never even worn such a scandalous dress for my husband, and here I am, sitting in the back of a limousine with my older, black boss. The partition is up, and we might as well be alone in the world right now.

      This is madness, and yet, it feels so right.

      “Where are we going?” I ask.

      “To dinner.”

      My heart leaps into my throat. Wearing this dress in front of Dareion is embarrassing enough… I can’t wear something this short in a restaurant!

      “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whisper under my breath.

      “I don’t kid,” he says sternly. “You are my personal assistant, are you not?”

      “Yes,” I stammer.

      “Yes what?” His voice is loud and demanding and it makes me wince.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good. Then you will do what I tell you to do. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Where did you think we were going? Tonight we’re closing a major deal. And you’re going to help me.”

      I squeeze my thighs shut as I fight the answer. I know what I want to say. I want you to take me to your penthouse, I want you to hike up my dress and spank me for being such a bad girl.

      I can’t say any of that, of course. Perhaps I misread the situation. Maybe he really just wants a personal assistant, and I misread the situation.

      Of course.

      That makes the most sense.

      Why would my boss, a professional, risk his job and his reputation… for me? A man of his stature can date super models…

      I feel foolish as I glance out the window, avoiding my boss’s steely eyes as the city passes us by. I tug the short dress down as far as possible.

      “Speaking off that deal: I need you to take off your panties.”

      I turn towards my black boss. Surely I didn’t hear that right. There’s no way boss just told me to take my panties off.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “You heard me,” he says. “Remove your panties. I won’t be asking you again.”

      My mouth goes dry in an instant. I didn’t misread the signals after all.

      “But sir…”

      “You are going to help me close this deal — and that won’t happen with your panty lines showing.”

      “The dress is too short,” I stammer. Sitting like this, across my boss, he’ll be able to see right up my dress.

      There’s a stern glare in his dark eyes. “I do not like repeating myself, Natalia. Do I have to discipline you?”

      The temperature in the limo goes up by a billion degrees. Even though I’m practically naked already, it feels like I’m wearing thirty layers.

      “No, sir,” I answer, my sub side showing. I lift my butt off the seat and shimmer my panties down, along with any lingering thoughts that I was in control of the situation.

      “Good,” he says. “Give them to me.”

      I hand over my bunched up panties, and to me embarrassment, Dareion takes a deep sniff.

      “You’re wet,” he says plainly.

      In that moment I feel like a complete slut. Here I was, in the back of a limo with my black boss, my naked pussy dripping all over the leather interior… I felt…

      Amazing.

      I want him to grab me, to spank me, to take me right there and then, but he did no such thing. Instead, he ignored me until we arrived at the restaurant, letting my desire grow more and more with every passing second.

      I’ve never felt so embarrassed, or so exposed as I did strutting into that high-end restaurant, wobbling on my high heels, hyper-aware of the cold breeze that was blowing right against my fire-hot pussy.

      If I was naked, it would be less lewd.

      The waitresses don’t even blink when they see my revealing outfit — I’m guessing they’re used to this stuff. To hot girls accompanying black men. I’ve always sneered at those types, called them desperate. And now…

      Now I’m one of them.

      And the only thing I’m desperate for is feeling my boss’s powerful fingers between my legs.

      A dark-skinned man was waiting for us at the table all the way in the back of this glitzy place. His eyes light up the moment he sees me, and my breath falters for a moment.

      “Elon King,” my boss says. “Meet my assistant, Natalia.”

      “Pleasure to meet you, Mr. King.”

      “Call me Elon,” he says as he grabs my hand and kisses the back of it. He holds my hand a little longer than necessary, his dark eyes traveling all over my body, taking in my exposed legs and my deep cleavage.

      “Turn around, doll,” Dareion says. “Show Elon how well that dress suits you.”

      I follow his command, twirling in front of the two handsome, dark men, dressed in sharp suits.

      I feel like an escort. I suppose that’s what I am. I’m selling my body to my boss, and he’s pimping me out to make a profit. This is insane.

      And this is my biggest dream come to life.

      “Let’s talk about the contract,” Dareion says as we are served our appetizers.

      “It’s always business with you, isn’t?” Elon chuckles. “Can’t we enjoy our meal first?”

      “The sooner we wrap up our business, the sooner we can get to the pleasure,” my boss replies.

      “And what would that be?”

      I’m looking down at my plate, my face as red as the sun. I feel both sets of eyes on me, and I know what my boss is implying. He’s talking about me.

      His strong hand rests on my knee, and I shudder from pleasure. He slides his hand up, and I bite my bottom lip to stop myself from moaning.

      He pushes my dress up to expose my dripping wet pussy, which hardly takes any effort — the dress is so short it was already on display anyway. His fingers massage my wet lips, teasing me, and I find myself craving his touch.

      “What do you think?” Dareion asks. “Do we have a deal?”

      “Fuck,” Elon whispers. “That’s a juicy white cunt. Where do you find these obedient bitches?”

      “They come to me,” Dareion grins, as he flicks his thumb against my clit. I shudder from pleasure, my heart now pounding so hard I’m afraid it’s going to burst right out my chest. “She’s married too. See the ring?”

      “I do now,” Elon says. “Goddamn, you’ve got yourself a deal, Dareion, you clever bastard.”

      “Are you ready for your main course, gentlemen?”

      The soft voice of a waitress rouses me from my erotic dream. I look up, stunned, and try to shut my legs, but Dareion keeps them open without even making an effort. I thought she’d be shocked, but the woman’s friendly smile doesn’t waver for a second.

      “Yes, I think we are,” he says, while casually playing with my dripping wet cunt right in front of the staff. “Are you ready, toy?”

      To add emphasis, my black boss jams one thick finger right into my wet pussy, and I can’t help but utter a lewd moan at the sudden intrusion. “Y-yes,” I stammer.

      “Yes what?”

      “Yes s-sir!”

      “You train them so well, Mr. Morris,” the waitress says, to my astonishment.

      “Thank you, Aurelia. Can you believe it’s this fucktoy’s first night? It’s true,” Dareion says. “We’re breaking her in tonight. After dinner, of course.”

      “Of course. Enjoy your meal, and your evening, gentlemen. I’ll serve the main course in a few minutes.”

      The casual way in which my boss talked about my body lit a fire inside of me. He discussed me like I was an object, like I was nothing but a car, a boat, an expensive toy.

      I guess that’s what I am.

      An expensive toy.

      “Don’t look so surprised,” my boss says when he pulls out his index finger from my cunt. My juices are literally dripping off, and he plops it right into my mouth. I suck it off like the good whore I am, getting completely lost in the haze of lust. “You’re not the first bitch I trained, and you won’t be the last. You might be the most eager, though… I’ll give you that.”

      The rest of the meal passes by in a haze. In my heart of hearts I want them to drag me onto the table, to fuck me right there in the middle of the restaurant, but that’s too outlandish. Even for Dareion Morris himself.

      A short limo ride later I find myself standing in an elevator, my dress bunched around my waist as Elon King’s dark hands explore my dripping wet cunt.

      “Fuck, this bitch is wetter than the ocean! Ever had a black dick before?”

      “No, sir,” I whisper.

      “Do you want to?”

      I nod.

      “I can’t hear you, bitch.”

      He slaps my naked ass, and a moan escapes my lips.

      “I haven’t had black dick before, sir, but I’d like to try.”

      I never thought those words would ever escape my lips, but here we are. My boss is looking at me approvingly while this total stranger is quizzing my on my love for black cock.

      The elevator doors could stop on every floor. I’m sure the men wouldn’t stop fondling me either. They are not the types to care about being decent, about being proper. All they care about is using their little white fucktoy.

      We reach the top floor without encountering anyone. To my surprise, I feel a twinge of disappointment. I want the whole world to know what a slut I am, how depraved I truly am, how I desire black cock.

      They’ll learn soon enough, though.

      My boss leads me into the living room of the gorgeous penthouse. Night has fallen, and the city is lit up like a sea of stars. I’ve never hard this beautiful view of the city before, nor have I had two beautiful men to share it with.

      “Dance for me, bitch,” Elon King bark as he settles into the luxurious sofa. “I just paid a million bucks for that white cunt of yours. You better earn it.”

      I look at Dareion with wide eyes, but he just chuckles. “You heard the man. Dance!”

      “I don’t know how.”

      “Then you better figure it out quick,” Elon barks at me.

      My boss puts some music on — loud, aggressive rap, with profane lyrics about white bitches, popping pussies and twerking asses.

      Gyrating my hips to this lewd music feels wrong and… hot. I do the best I can, moving my curvy body to the hypnotic beat, and soon I’m swaying away, running my hands up and down my body.

      “That’s better,” Elon says as he squeezes the massive bulge in his trousers. “Now take that dress off.”

      This is it. We’ve passed the moment of no-return a long time ago, but this is really it. If I take off my dress now, I am completely submitting to these two powerful black men.

      That thought hits me, and a second later, my dress is crumpled up on the floor. I’m completely naked, save for my high heels.

      I seductively run my hands up and down my body, like I’ve only seen girls in porn do. “What do you think?” I say.

      “I think you just might be the hottest white bitch I’ve ever seen,” Elon says with a big smile. Dareion nods approvingly as he walks over to me. “You’re doing great, toy,” he says as he puts a glass of whiskey at my lips. I take a sip, looking at him for approval.

      “Make me proud,” he says as he slaps me right on my naked ass.

      “Yes, sir,” I answer. For a second, my thoughts turn to my husband. What if he could see me now? Completely at the mercy of these two black men? I realize I ought to send him a text message, or call him. He might be going insane back home. Then again, this was his idea… but it feels mean not to include him in some way…

      “What’s wrong?” my boss asks.

      “My husband,” I say. “I realized I forgot to text him all night.”

      A smile forms on my boss’s thick, kissable lips. “Don’t worry your pretty little head about that. I’ll give him a call, while you entertain our guest.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      I march over to Elon, who grabs my wrists and pulls my naked ass right down on his lap. The feeling of his immensely hard bulge pressing against my soft skin is better than I ever imagined it would be.

      “Yeah, grind that ass, girl,” he whispers into my neck as he roughly gropes my breasts. I look down at his black fingers sinking into my white skin while my hands rest on his knees, my naked ass moving all over his big, long cock.

      The sight is mesmerizing.

      “Tell me how long you’ve craved black cock,” he says as he kisses my back.

      “I’ve always been curious,” I say, my hands running up his thighs. “I’ve always wondered.”

      “When you first saw a black guy, you wanted to fuck him, didn’t you?”

      “You know me too well, mister,” I chuckle as my fingers move up to his bulge. God, it’s absolutely massive.

      I can’t control myself for a second second. I whirl around, drop down to my knees, and unzip his pants. I reach him, hands shaking, and pull out the biggest, blackest, most amazing cock I’ve ever seen. As big as my forearm, with throbbing veins running up the length, right up to the big, purple, juicy head.

      “My god,” I say as I stare at the massive black cock in total awe.

      “Is it everything your little white heart has hoped for?” Elon chuckles.

      “It’s more,” I gasp, “So much more.”

      Elon grabs the base of his cock and slaps the purple head right against my forehead. A string of precum connects, slowly dribbling down my face. I close my eyes and moan, my hands finding my soaking wet cunt, and I already feel an orgasm coming on as I rub my swollen clit.

      “You like that?”

      I nod. “I do, sir, please… use me. Use my mouth.”

      I don’t need to tell him twice. He grabs a fistful of my hair and forces his black cock down my throat. I’m left gagging, tears streaking down my face, as this businessman uses my face for his pleasure. Once or twice he pulls out and rubs his cock all over my face, spreading his juices everywhere, and I eagerly lap at his manhood.

      He pulls his pants down all the way, exposing his big, black balls to me. Elon grabs my neck again and pushes my face right into his sweaty, delicious balls. I suck them into my mouth, stroking him with one hand while the other rubs myself to an orgasm.

      I’m such a fucking slut.

      Sucking on big black balls.

      Selling my body to this man.

      Letting him use my face.

      I want his cum.

      I want him to cover my face with his juices, to plaster me with his seed, to be completely his.

      “Your wife is doing fine. Here, take a look.”

      My boss’s low voice grabs my attention. I turn to see a shocking sight — my own husband on video call. Dareion is holding the phone close to me, the streaks of pre-cum all over my face completely visible.

      “Hi honey,” I stammer, not knowing what else to say.

      “Hey,” my husband replied, his voice hoarse. He looks… incredibly aroused, but not angry, as I might have feared. No, he looks… proud, almost. “Are you having a good time?”

      Before I can answer Elon smacks his big, black cock right against my face, and a soft moan escapes my lips. “Oh god,” I say, feeling the heat of lust rise inside me once more. “Like you wouldn’t believe, honey.”

      “Tell him how much you love my black cock, bitch,” Elon growls.

      I look my husband dead in the eye, waiting for his reaction, to see if he’ll get mad, but no — he just looks captivated.

      “I love this big black cock, baby. Is that okay? Are you okay with your wifey being a whore for black cock?”

      “Yes,” my husband replies instantly, his voice throaty and low. “Yes. Show me how much you love it, baby.”

      Without breaking eye contact I lick Elon’s cock from base to tip, feeling the veins throbbing underneath of me as I coat his manhood with saliva.

      “It’s so fucking big, honey,” I whine. “I can barely take it all.”

      “I’m sure they’ll train you well,” my husband replies.

      “Damn straight,” Dareion answers. “If you liked that, white boy, you’re going to love this.”

      He places the phone on the table and drops his pants to the floor. I can’t help but gasp — I thought Elon’s cock was huge, but Dareion’s is even more amazing, for it’s as thick as a beer-can!

      Confidently he struts over to me, grabs my hair, and slides his cock right down my throat. I have to stretch my mouth open wide to even accommodate his size.

      “Yeah, take it all, you little white whore. Fuck, I’ve been waiting for you to come into my office and beg for my black cock for years. I knew it was a matter of time, ever since I first saw you looking at me, isn’t that right?”

      “Yes sir!” I say, gasping for air as he fucks my mouth relentlessly. “I’ve always been a whore for black cock! You could have grabbed me at any time, bent me over your desk, ripped my panties off and fucked my tiny white cunt, made me your bitch, sir!”

      “I know,” he grunts. “And that’s what I’m going to do tonight!”

      The men take turns fucking my mouth. I forget all about my husband, though I hope I’m giving him a hell of a show. The truth is, I can’t focus on anything else other than the two black cocks assaulting my mouth.

      I rub myself to an earth shattering orgasm as the two powerful men use my mouth. I love being their little fuck toy, and my body shudders with pleasure as I service their black cocks.

      Dareion lifts me to my feet, and seconds later I find myself on the king sized bed, with Elon between my legs. He pushes my legs open, his black cock resting against my dripping wet entrance.

      “I’ve never felt a pussy this wet,” he says as he slaps the head of his cock right against my swollen, thumping clit. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”

      “Shut up and fuck me,” I breathe.

      He thrust and enters me, a big black cock filling me up for the first time in my life. I throw my head back in ecstasy as pure pleasure sweeps me off my feet. My open mouth is fed Dareion’s cock a moment later, and I succumb to lust, two black cocks thrusting into me.

      I’m a proper black cock whore now.

      I open my eyes to see my boss has a phone in his hand, and he’s smirking down at me.

      “Yeah, look at your wifey take that black cock. She’s sucking me so greedily, like she’s starving for cock. And look how that white pussy takes that black cock so well. Is that what you wanted to see?”

      “Yes sir,” I hear the familiar voice of my husband reply. “Thank you for showing me. Sir.”

      “That pussy belongs to me now,” Dareion says. “It’s black cock only. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

      “YES!” I scream, lost in the throes of a continuous orgasm. “Black cock only!”

      At this point, I will agree to anything. The only thing care about is getting more dick, about being filled with cum, about being the best little slut I can be.

      The night turns into one long blur as the men take turns, using my pussy and my mouth for their pleasure.

      I thought things couldn’t get any crazier than this. I was wrong.

      While Elon fucks me from behind, the doorbell rings. Room service. Dareion opens the door, and a pretty young co-ed wheels a car filled with champagne and delicious snacks right into the bedroom. She’s got a gorgeous set of red curls, and her boobs nearly pop out of her tiny uniform.

      “Here’s your drinks, sir,” she says, completely unfazed by seeing a big black cock stretch my pussy wide open.

      “How would you like to earn a tip?” Dareion says as he slowly rubs his immensely thick cock.

      I feel a twinge of jealousy. I’m his plaything! I don’t want to share his cock with some red-headed whore!

      “What did you have in mind?”

      “This bitch here, I’m sure she’s never eaten ass before. What do you say? For a grand?”

      The girl’s sexy smile widens, as my heart starts racing even harder. Eating ass? Surely he can’t be serious…

      However, Dareion doesn’t joke around. She accepts a wad of cash from my boss, and the next moment she’s pulling her tights down. She flips her dress up, exposing her big, round, white ass to me as she climbs onto the bed.

      “I could use a good licking,” she says. “But I’m on the clock so you better hurry, bitch. Lick my asshole!”

      I’ve never met this girl before. I don’t even know her name. Hell, I’ve never even kissed a girl.

      And now, this hot redhead grabs a fistful of my hair and forces my tongue right into her ass.

      The feeling of being plowed from behind while my tongue dives into this girl’s ass is too much. I cum hard, my entire body shaking and trembling, as I surrender myself to pure lust and sex. I’m no longer the sweet, innocent girl my husband married. No, in Dareion Morris’s hands I’m a greedy cumslut, a nympho, a whore who’ll do anything he says — including rimming strangers.

      I pass out from sheer exhaustion, all of my energy spent, with only one thought on my mind: I can’t wait for the next time.
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      I wake up the following morning, my body feeling bruised… but in a good way. The shower is already running, and I find Dareion there, washing his big, black body.

      “Morning, girl,” he says as he grabs the base of his cock. “Ready for breakfast?”

      I can’t resist. I drop down to my knees in the shower and suck him off right there and then. Last night wasn’t a fluke, it wasn’t a one time thing, I realize the moment my tongue circles his massive cockhead. No, it opened the floodgates.

      It’s a new me today. I’m addicted to black cock.

      After my boss deposits a load in my throat, he takes me home. He absentmindedly plays with my cunt in the back of the limo, and I’m already writhing with pleasure at the thought of seeing Peter again.

      “Did you have fun, toy?” he asks.

      “Yes,” I nod, eyes closed. “When can we do it again?”

      “Shit,” he chuckles, “you’re going to suck me off everyday, baby cakes. Every morning and every afternoon I want you waltz that white little ass of yours into my office and suck my cock dry, you understand?”

      “Yes, sir,” I moan.

      “Good. Now your mission for today is to make that hubby of your happy. I don’t want to hear a peep out of him, you understand?”

      “Oh, that won’t be a problem, sir.”

      “See you tomorrow then,” he growls, pulling me close for a deep, passionate tongue kiss.

      The moment I open my front door, my husband is there, looking worse for wear. It’s clear to me he’s barely slept, and he looks like a happy puppy.

      “You’re home,” he croaks.

      I saunter over towards him, swaying my hips with every step. “That I am.”

      “How, uhm, was it?”

      I grab his hand and slowly slide it up my dress. His eyes grow as big as saucers the moment he feels my wetness. Two fingers slide in easily, without a hint of resistance. It’s safe to say that he’s never made me this wet before.

      “What do you think?”

      “Oh fuck,” he stammers as he slowly fingers me. I lift up the dress and look down at my swollen cunt.

      “Look what my boss did,” I say with a fake whine. “My pussy is all beat up. I think I need you… to give it a little kiss, honey.”

      Peter is now shaking with excitement. I guide him to the bedroom, where I lay down and spread my legs. I don’t even need to tell him twice — he dives face-first into my used and abused pussy, lapping away passionately.

      “Can you taste my boss’s cock?” I ask. “Or the cum they pumped in there?”

      “Fucking hell,” Peter moans as I grab the back of his head and push his face in further.

      “I fucking love being a whore for black cock, baby,” I moan as another orgasm approaches. I don’t think I’ve ever come this much in my life as I did the past twenty-four hours. “I fucking love it!”

      “So do I, baby, so do I,” he assures me as he licks me to heaven and back again.

      He undresses and sinks his cock into me, coming after only several pumps, his entire body cramping up before he collapses on top of me. “Sorry,” he sighs, “You got me so damn hot.”

      “It’s okay,” I say as I rub his back. “I love it when I make you cum quick — it makes me feel wanted, and sexy. And besides, I got Dareion now to pound my pussy.”

      “I guess you do,” Peter chuckles. “This is crazy, Natalia. Absolutely crazy.”

      “I know… but you don’t regret it, right?”

      My husband laughs. “Regret it? I’ve never felt better in my life!”

      I knew this was only the beginning of our new life together… never before have I been this eager to get back to work before!
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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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