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   ‘You need any help with that?’
 
   My blonde wife Emma smiled at the cocky young stud as she applied sun lotion to her legs, her smile a little too friendly for my liking.
 
   ‘She’s doing fine on her own, bud,’ I told him off as I came walking up, carrying two drinks. We were spending a day at the beach in Miami, enjoying a sun-filled holiday. As soon as I had left her this guy was all over her. I had watched them converse the entire time, Emma throwing her head back in laughter at everything he said. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought she was into him. But that was nonsense, he was ten years younger than her, easily. Why would she interested in such a kid? 
 
   ‘Hi man,’ the well-built man continued, not deterred by me in the slightest. Up close I saw just how defined his body really was. ‘I’m Ethan. If you’re looking for some company, feel free to join our group,’ he said as he gestured behind him.
 
   ‘We’re good, thank you,’ I cut him short as I sat back to my wife, handing her a beer.
 
   Emma took a sip of the cold drink. ‘Maybe,’ she told Ethan.
 
   ‘See you soon,’ he said confidently, and he turned and walked away. Emma’s eyes were glued to his chiseled frame as she watched him strut away.
 
   ‘Take a picture, it’ll last longer,’ I said snarkily. ‘Was that guy bothering you?’
 
   Emma’s eyes twinkled, and I noticed her pale cheeks were flushed bright red. ‘We were just having a conversation, relax Rick. And you have to admit, he’s built.’
 
   ‘So what he works out? Anyone could look like that, but we don’t all have time to hit the gym every day,’ I said defensively. 
 
   ‘Maybe,’ she said. ‘But he certainly does.’
 
   I grumbled and grabbed my detective novel, intent on not letting this rude brute ruin this beautiful day. Emma laid back and closed her eyes, soaking up the sun. I couldn’t help but notice a mischievous smile on her lips. Was she really interested in a jock like that?
 
    
 
   A half hour passed quickly as I was lost in my novel. When I looked up I saw Emma was sitting up, eying the group of frat boys intently. They were now playing a game of volleyball, each of the shirtless, broad muscles rippling in the sun with each smash.
 
   ‘What’s up?’ I asked her.
 
   ‘Well, I’m thinking about taking Ethan up on that offer.’
 
   ‘You serious?’ I asked incredulously. ‘This is our day!’
 
   ‘Yeah, but, I’ve been sitting here all day while you’ve just been reading. A little socialization is not going to kill you, you know. Come on, let’s just have a drink with them. If you hate it we can leave after that, okay?’
 
   Grumbling, I accepted. I had been so absorbed in my book that perhaps I hadn’t been the most fun guy to be around. One drink only I made her swear. 
 
    
 
   Emma walked in front of me as we approached the guys, and I just now realized how sexy my wife still looked, and how revealing her bikini actually was. She was wearing a baby-blue bikini, and she filled it well. Her bodacious ass swayed with every step, the small fabric creeping between her butt cheeks, exposing those wonderful globes to the world for all to see.
 
   I was beginning to have second thoughts about the wisdom of letting my wife drink with a bunch of horny college aged guys, but by that point it was too late. I knew that she lost all her inhibitions when she’s had a few, which is why I had bought her that beer in the first place.
 
   ‘Emma!’ Ethan cried out enthusiastically was we walked up. He hugged my wife, his large frame dwarfing hers as he pushed his tight, muscled frame against hers. It was a bit too intimate of a hug to my liking, but I let it slide.
 
   ‘Get these people a drink!’
 
   We were each handed a cold beer, and Ethan introduced us to his mates Joshua and Tyler. They were all members of a local frat, and they were partying here because their semester had ended. He talked my wife up, completely ignoring me, and to dismay she was hanging on his every word.
 
   I drank my beer in silence, thinking about a good way to get us out of this situation, when a large black man tapped me on the shoulder. He introduced himself as Jordan.
 
   ‘You want to play?’ He asked, holding a volleyball in his left hand. 
 
   ‘Uh, I don’t play,’ I said.
 
   ‘We need one more player, come on man. Play,’ he said in a deep, baritone voice. It wasn’t a question, it was a demand. He was shirtless as well, and built like a linebacker. He was easily twice as broad as me, and his skin was as dark as the night.
 
   ‘Go on honey, you love volleyball!’ My wife chimed in. Oh, now she was suddenly paying attention to me!
 
   ‘I haven’t played since college,’ I protested weakly, but Jordan handed me the ball forcefully. ‘Let’s go,’ he commanded. 
 
   ‘Will you be okay?’ I asked my wife.
 
   She smiled and nodded. ‘I’ll be right here.’ Ethan yelled at me to ‘go get ‘em’ as he put his arm around her shoulder, a shit-eating grin on his face. ‘I’ll keep her company.’
 
   I removed my shirt, feeling very self-conscious. My skin was pale, and I hadn’t kept myself in good shape. Working full time for ten years will do that to you, you start to set other priorities. I thought me and Emma were past the point of caring about superfluous things like broad biceps, but as I looked back at her I saw she had her hand right on Ethan’s biceps as she admired his muscled physique. 
 
   I felt a pang of jealousy, but I hadn’t had the time to dwell on it as I had to play volleyball. I served the ball and the game was on. These guys were all in their physical primes, and it showed. This was nothing like the casual game of volleyball I played at the gym: These guys were competitive and determined to win. I had to dig deep just to catch up with the speed of play. 
 
   I lost track of Emma during the game. I looked over at her at every moment I had available, but these were sparse as the game was unbelievably fast paced. Every time I looked she was talking to Ethan, their bodies close together, his arm on her shoulder as he talked into her ear. She was mesmerized, hanging on his every word. Halfway through the game set I tried to catch a glimpse of her, but to my surprise, Emma was gone. I looked around, panic setting in, but there was no trace of her.
 
   Maybe she had just gone to the bathroom. Maybe she was getting a drink. No reason to get worried, I kept telling myself, but I found it hard to believe myself.
 
   The game was still on, but my thoughts were all over the place. My team lost badly, as I misplayed every ball from this point on. As soon as the game was over, I walked over to Joshua, Ethan’s mate.
 
   ‘Where’s Emma?’ I demanded. 
 
   ‘Who?’ He asked, looking at me like I was crazy.
 
   ‘My wife!’
 
   ‘Oh you mean the hot blonde?’ He smirked. ‘They went over to the house, there’s a big party going on. See, there they are,’ he said, pointing at the road besides the beach. 
 
   I saw a silver truck driving away, Ethan in the passenger seat with Emma sitting on his lap. She was laughing, a big smile on her face. I thought I saw Ethan’s arms wrapped around her body, but I couldn’t tell for sure.
 
   I was shocked. Why would she suddenly leave me all alone? That bastard must have drugged her!
 
   ‘Where’s this party?’ I said frantically. 
 
   ‘I’m heading to the house as well,’ Jordan said behind me. ‘You can ride with me.’
 
   I agreed and followed Jordan to his car, my heart pounding in my throat. What was my wife thinking? What Jordan hadn’t me was that he had to make a beer run first and stop for gas, and to make things worst there was a huge line at the liquor store. By the time we pulled up to the beach house more than thirty minutes had passed, and I was close to losing my mind.
 
    
 
   The lawn was filled with cars as loud music blasted from the house. This was, unmistakably, a frat party. Why would my wife ever want to go here? She knew how I felt about meathead jocks. 
 
   I stormed in the house, looking for my wife. Unfortunately it was absolutely packed with college ages guys and girls partying it up, and it was hard to see anyone in the crowd. I scanned the living room, kitchen, and backyard, but I didn’t see a glimpse of my blond wife, or Ethan for that matter. 
 
   I went upstairs, my palms sweaty, when I saw a few guys lined up for a bedroom. A large black guy was standing in front of the door, guarding it. 
 
   ‘What’s going on here?’ I said.
 
   ‘Nuttin, old man,’ he said rudely. ‘Beat it.’
 
   I heard a female moan coming from the room. It sounded awfully familiar. 
 
   ‘What the fuck is that?’ I asked, my blood boiling. ‘Let me in!’ I demanded as I reached for the door handle. 
 
   He body checked me instantly, slamming his large frame into me. I staggered backwards, crashing into the wall behind me. The guys in the line laughed at me as the bouncer lifted me up as if I was as light as a feather. 
 
   ‘Told you to fuck off,’ he grunted as he threw me into an adjacent bedroom. I hit the floor hard. He closed the door behind me and I heard the lock turn. I scrambled up and tried to open the door, but to not avail. I pounded my fists against the door, anger filling all my pores. ‘Open this fucking door!’ 
 
   ‘Shut up or I’ll make you,’ the black man threatened me from the other side. I slammed my shoulder into the door, intent on breaking it down, but I only succeeded in injuring my shoulder. 
 
   Dejected and defeated I slumped against the door. Great. I have just gotten myself locked in some dirty frat hole, and my wife is somewhere, out there… what if they were raping her?
 
   As these thoughts raced through my mind, my ears suddenly picked up the faints sound coming from the other room. Now that the fight had calmed down, I could hear it more easily. I was hard to pick up over the thumping bass coming from downstairs, but when I strained my ears I could pick up something. 
 
   I heard moans, and squeaking bed springs. Multiple deep, probably male voices, and one high pitched, female voice. I put my ear against the wall in order to hear better. 
 
   ‘Yes, yess, fuck me!’ A female voice moaned. That didn’t sound like rape, at all. ‘That’s it, that’s it, yesss!’ The girl demanded, no, begged to get fucked harder. There was also a heavy, rhythmic thumping.
 
   My fingers scoured the wooden wall, looking for a hole of some kind so I could hear better. I moved a painting out of the way and to my luck, there was a small hole in the wall from when they hung up the piece!
 
   I took a deep breath and placed my eye against the hole, peeking in, but nothing could have ever prepared me for the sight that greeted me. 
 
   A blonde was sitting on her hands and knees on a bed, her baby blue bikini bottoms pulled down to her ankles. Behind her, a tall, broad, blonde haired guy was pumping his cock into her. He fucked her hard, slamming his oversized cock into her cunt with all his force. Judging by his frame and hair, it could really only be one guy. Ethan. I couldn’t quite see the girl’s face as she was facing away from me slightly.
 
   The blonde woman cried out with each thrust, begging for more. Scattered around the room were at least five other guys, each one of them naked as they stroked their hard erections. A guy with dark hair walked up to her and held his cock in front of her face. She immediately opened her hungry mouth and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. The guy grabbed her hair as he thrust his large cock down her throat, face fucking her with abandon. These guys were using her body for their pleasure only, fucking her like she was a sex toy. 
 
   The long blonde hair, the baby blue bikini… it had to be… but it couldn’t be… my wife. To my surprise my own cock hardened as I watched the debased debauchery play out in front of me, and I fondled my erection as I watched the gangbang unfold, searching desperately for a confirmation that this was Emma. I hoped with all my heart it wasn’t her, but at the same time, way deep down inside… I secretly hoped it was. I was surprised at this, as I had never imagined seeing her with another man, but seeing these brute jocks just take whatever they wanted, fucking this girl like it was the only thing she was made for…
 
   Ethan pulled out, and I only just now saw how large his cock truly was. It hung down all the way to his knees – it was over ten inches long easily, and thicker than my wrist. I saw the girls pussy was gaping wide open, destroyed by that huge cock.
 
   ‘Turn around, slut,’ Ethan demanded. 
 
   The woman complied, turning around and laying down on her back, showing me her face – and my worst fears were confirmed. My wife, Emma, looked up hungrily at Ethan.
 
   While it was unmistakably my wife lying there, stark naked, her legs spread like a wanton whore, she also looked nothing like my wife at all. There was a hungry look in her eyes I had never seen before. She was absolutely starved for his cock, and I could see she wanted to do nothing more than worship his large cock.
 
   Ethan climbed between her legs, rubbing the head of his thick cock up and down her wet folds. She moaned and begged for his cock. ‘Don’t tease me, fuck me with that thing,’ she said. 
 
   ‘You love my cock, don’t you?’
 
   She nodded as she bit her bottom lip. My own cock was as hard as rock and I couldn’t help but jack off to my own humiliation. 
 
   ‘Tell me.’
 
   ‘I love your cock Ethan. Please, fuck me,’ she pleaded.
 
   ‘Is it bigger than your husband?’
 
   ‘Way bigger,’ she said without a moment’s hesitation.
 
   ‘Oh shit, she’s married?!’ One of the other guys said. 
 
   Ethan nodded. ‘She was with her husband this afternoon, but as soon as she got a glimpse of this she was over me, weren’t you?’ He bragged as he smacked the head of his cock against her dripping wet pussy. 
 
   Emma laughed. ‘Oh yeah, the moment I saw that monster I knew I had to feel that inside of me.’
 
   Ethan grabbed her legs, pushing them up against her chest, so her pussy was completely available to him. ‘Then get ready bitch, because here it is,’ he grunted as he pushed the head of his cock into her, and I saw her pussy stretch to accommodate his large size. A painful look flashed across her face, but she moaned in pleasure.
 
   ‘It’s so fucking big,’ she cried out. ‘Fill me up, baby, fill me like I’ve never been filled before!’
 
   Ethan’s cock slid into her, inch-by-inch, stuffing her with his monster cock. He was taking his time, letting her pussy get used to his large size.
 
   ‘What about your husband?’ He said meanly as he was balls deep inside of her.
 
   ‘Fuck him!’ Emma cried out. ‘He’s never fucked me like this! Never this good!’
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe what she was saying. If I hadn’t heard it with my own ears, not in a million years would I have believed the filth coming from her mouth. She begged for Ethan’s cock, begged for him to fill her up with his seed.
 
   And he did. He fucked her hard, and raw. He pounded her in a way I knew I never could. I knew I wasn’t the biggest guy around, and I didn’t have the stamina of a Greek God either, but I thought I satisfied Emma. I surely never heard any complaints, and I did my best to please her.
 
   Turns out I wasn’t enough for her. From what I heard, the moment he showed her the fat pole he was packing she was all over him. The thoughts I had about her being drugged or in some way forced were now out of the window. She wanted this. 
 
   I couldn’t look away.
 
   All my life I had avoided bullies, jocks, and bigger men. They intimidated me. In school, I was always picked last during gym. I was all about my brains; I got high grades. In high school I was alone, while the jocks and braggarts got all the girls. I was content knowing that my time would come. I’d get a killer job, and the women would be flocking to me, while those guys would end up flipping burgers and pumping gas.
 
   And that’s what I thought was going on. I landed a good job, I met Emma, and everything was perfect in my world for a while. Until now.
 
   Ethan was still pumping his large cock into her while Emma stared at him with a look of sheer worship. She ran her hands up and down his muscular, sweat drenched chest.
 
   ‘You’re so fucking amazing, I’ve never been fucked this good before,’ she cooed. Crowded around her, partially obscuring my vision, were the other guys, each one pumping their hard cock as they watched Ethan tear her pussy apart. 
 
   I knew that Emma loved me, with all her heart and soul, but maybe… maybe she just needed this. Maybe she had needed this all along. Perhaps these brute jocks could give her something I never could. I never could truly dominate her. I tried, as I knew she liked it, but my heart was never in it. I loved her too much to use her like that. 
 
   Ethan and his crew certainly didn’t have that issue. 
 
   What if she had always been like this? I realized I knew very little about Emma’s past sex life, or what she did during high school and college… was she one of those girls who wouldn’t give me the light of day back then? Did she get fucked by the whole football team? Oh god, what if this wasn’t her first gangbang?!
 
    I saw that she reached out and grabbed a stiff prick in each hand. She jerked them off easily, as if she was born for this. ‘Are you lads going to cover me with your cum, hm?’ She asked.
 
   ‘You bet, you dirty whore. You love this, don’t you?!’ One replied.
 
   ‘Yessssss,’ she moaned, her eyes closed. ‘Give it to me, shower me, cover me with your seed!!’
 
   I knew instantly this wasn’t the first time a group of guys had fucked her. It couldn’t be. She looked too experienced, not deterred at all by the hungry gang eager to use her body. I had married a whore. And I loved it.
 
   I was stroking my hard cock for all it was worth. I couldn’t resist. My emotions were all over the place. I was incredibly angry, jealous and humiliated to my core – but also incredibly turned on in a way I had never felt before. Who else had she fucked? What about the time she spent a whole weekend at the college reunion, and every time I called her she sounded out of breath… did she spent that whole weekend on her back as well?
 
   ‘Here it comes, you dirty bitch,’ Ethan groaned, focusing my attention back on the orgy playing out in front of my eyes. ‘Your prize.’
 
   ‘Yes, yes, give it to me, Ethan, fill that pussy!’ Emma cried out. 
 
   Ethan reached out and wrapped his hand around her neck, choking her. ‘Who does this pussy belong to?’ He asked her through gritted teeth. 
 
   ‘YOU!’ She screamed out in ecstasy. ‘My pussy belongs to you, Ethan!’
 
   ‘That’s right! Yes! YES! AHHHH!’ He grunted with pleasure as I saw his balls contract. There was no doubt about it – he was filling my wife’s unprotected pussy with his dominant seed. He pushed into her hard, forcing every last drop of his semen into her wanton cunt.
 
   ‘Yes, yes, yes, I can feel it, I can feel you filling me,’ Emma moaned deliriously as she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him in close, coaxing every last drop out of his seed out of him.
 
   Ethan pushed her legs away and got up, his cock leaving her pussy with an audible plop. Even from where I was I could see his white seed gushing out of her gaping pussy. Emma reached out for him, a look of adoration in her eyes, but Ethan pushed her away. 
 
   ‘Leave me alone, bitch. You’re just a hole to fuck,’ he said crassly, denying her any affection. ‘She’s all yours guys.’
 
   Another man took Ethan’s place between her legs, not deterred by her sloppy pussy, and unceremoniously jammed his cock right into her cunt. Emma tried to call out to Ethan, but now that the ringleader had had his turn it was a free for all. Before she had a chance to speak a cock was forced down her throat. The guys descended upon her like a pack of wolves, devouring her. 
 
   The man pumping at her pussy only lasted a few strokes before he added his load to Ethan’s. He pulled out and was instantly replaced. A line formed, each guy patiently awaiting their turn at using her sloppy cunt. 
 
   On the other side a line formed as well, where the guys took turn fucking her mouth. They were also savage in how they treated her – they grabbed her hair and forcefully fucked her face, sliding their cocks into her mouth and down her throat until their balls rested on her face.
 
    I saw from the corner of the room that now newcomers were being let into the room as well. With horror I realized every guy at the entire party was probably going to have a turn at my wife! 
 
   I tried to keep count of how many guys fucked her, but I lost count after the 8th guy. All these guys looked alike anyway – large frame, muscular, some with tribal tattoos, short hair. I could hardly tell them apart. This lasted for at least an hour. I could hardly get a glimpse of Emma as she was constantly covered by sweaty man meat. I heard her moans and cries though, and even though I could barely imagine it, these sounded like cries of pleasure.
 
    
 
   After an hour of non-stop being fucked on both hands by a never-ending wave of horny frat boys, this ordeal was finally over… or so I thought. 
 
   Jordan, the large black man who I had played volleyball with and who drove me over here, entered the room. He grabbed the man who was fucking her by his shoulder and pulled him off. ‘Show’s over,’ he said in a deep voice. Finally, I thought, someone with a bit of sense.
 
   The guys left the room, a dejected look on their faces, but they didn’t dare disobey this huge man’s demands. After everyone left, he closed the door behind him.
 
   I finally got a good view of Emma, now that she wasn’t covered by men anymore. What I saw shocked me. Her normally pale body was now red and bruised, covered in marks where she had been groped. Her pussy was red and throbbing, a river of cum flowing between her legs. Her stomach and thighs were covered in semen as well, from the men who pulled out of her sloppy cunt and showered her with their cum.
 
   Her eyes were red as well, her make-up was smeared, and cum dripped from every inch of her face. She looked thoroughly fucked.
 
   Jordan handed her a towel, and she accepted it and dried her face.
 
   ‘Thank you,’ she whispered softly, her voice hoarse from the constant screaming. A weak smile was on her lips. 
 
   Jordan removed his shirt, his broad, muscular black chest coming into view. He dropped his pants as well, and fear gripped my heart again. I thought he was our savior?
 
   ‘You’ve caused quite a show,’ Jordan said slowly as he pulled down his boxers, revealing a large, big, black cock.
 
   Emma shrugged, feigning innocence. ‘And now you want your turn?’
 
   ‘You bet, he said as he stepped up close to her, holding his big black cock in his hand.
 
   Emma opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. He slapped the head of his cock against her outstretched tongue, and also against her cheeks. He grabbed her hair and pulled her towards him, so her nose was buried in his giant ball sack. They were like two tennis balls just swinging around between his legs. 
 
   Emma kissed and sucked on them obediently, trying to stuff them down her mouth.
 
   ‘That’s it, baby girl,’ Jordan moaned approvingly. ‘Ever sucked a big black dick before?’
 
   My heart jumped at this question. What she going to say?
 
   ‘No,’ she said, to my relief… ‘…not since my bachelorette party,’ she added, grinning mischievously.
 
   Her bachelorette party? She told me there wasn’t even any strippers, let alone a black one…
 
   ‘Ah, so you know the pleasure? How could you go back to that wimp of a husband then?’
 
   Emma shrugged as she kissed up and down Jordan’s black pole. ‘He takes care of me… though he surely doesn’t have this tool in his arsenal,’ she said as she wrapped her hand around his black cock and jerked him cock up and down.
 
   She opened her mouth and planted a sloppy wet kiss on the head of his cock before opening her lips wide and welcoming that big black pole into her waiting mouth. She sucked on his cock with abandon, like she hadn’t sucked a cock in years. Jordan held her head as he moved his hips, forcing his cock further and further down her throat. I could see she struggled to take it all, but she didn’t relent or back out for a second. 
 
   ‘Get on your hands and knees bitch, I’m going to show you how a real man fucks you,’ he commanded, and Emma obeyed instantly. She got on her knees and presented her naked ass to him. He grabbed his pole and rubbed it on her dripping wet folds, slick with cum. Emma moaned, eager for more cock. 
 
   Jordan moved forwards, the head of his cock just stretching her lips… when he away again. Emma moaned like a toddler who had her favorite toy taken away from her. What happened next shocked me. 
 
   Jordan spread her ass with his hands and lined up his huge black cock with her unused asshole.
 
   Anal was absolutely off the table with Emma. It had always been so, and I had begrudgingly accepted it, to keep the peace. It was one of my top fantasies, but not worth getting into a fight over…
 
   Jordan’s cock was now well lubed from her juicy cunt, and he rested the head of his cock against her ass. He reached forward, grabbed the back of her hair, and thrust forward, his cock pushing into her tight ass.
 
   I expected Emma to fight, to struggle, to deny him, to do something… but she just moaned. 
 
   ‘Oh goddddd…’ she moaned in a long drawn out way as a black cock penetrated her asshole.
 
   Jordan slapped her ass hard. ‘You love anal, don’t you, you cum slut?’
 
   Emma nodded. ‘I do… only with big cocks…’
 
   ‘That’s what I thought,’ Jordan grinned as the head of his huge pole pushed past her sphincter. His cock was now in a territory unknown to me. In all our years of marriage, she hadn’t let me do this once… and now this big black brute decided he was going to fuck my wife up her ass, just like that?
 
   I was furious – and my cock was as hard as rock, despite the fact that I had been masturbating for an hour straight. I had shot my cum over myself at least three times already, but every time I was instantly hard again. 
 
   Jordan pushed his large cock into her ass. Inch-by-inch he slid in, until all ten inches of his monstrous meat was inside of her. He pulled out all the way, until only the top of his head was still inside of her, before he thrust forward and his black pole shot back up her ass.
 
   ‘Oh yeah,’ Emma moaned every time his cock filled her insides. ‘You’re hurting me so good,’ she moaned like a wanton whore. ‘Fuck my ass… fuck my slutty ass!’
 
   Jordan’s movements become rougher and rougher, until he was slamming his cock inside of her, his balls slapping against her pussy with every thrust of his hips. Emma whined and moaned, begging for more, eager for his cum to flood her asshole. I thought the gangbang had been humiliating, but this was, in a way, much worse. She was giving something to him I had never had. 
 
   ‘Here it comes bitch, my black seed,’ he grunted through his teeth.
 
   ‘Oh yeah, oh yeah,’ Emma moaned as she pushed her ass back at him, eager for his cum. 
 
   Jordan gave a final hard thrust before unloading his balls deep inside of her, in a place I had never touched. His balls contracted as they shot load after load of his semen into her, filling her ass with his seed. Emma moaned, welcoming every last drop of it. 
 
   Jordan pulled out, and I thought the nightmare had come to an end. Once again, I was wrong. 
 
   He pulled her up her hair and held his dirty, sticky cock in front of her mouth.
 
   ‘Open up,’ he demanded.
 
   Emma looked up at him, a look of respect in her eyes… and she opened her mouth wide. Jordan grinned as he pushed his slimy cock into her waiting mouth. Emma closed her eyes and sucked on it willingly and obediently, tasting both his semen and her own ass on his large, black cock. 
 
   I was shocked, repulsed even – and so turned on I shot my fourth load of the night all over myself. I couldn’t look away for an instant as my wife, my loving wife, sucked on the cock that moments earlier had filled her ass with jizz.
 
   ‘That’s an obedient little slut,’ Jordan said and Emma moaned approvingly.
 
   ‘You’ll be back tomorrow, won’t you?’
 
   My wife nodded.
 
   ‘Good. If you’re looking for your husband, he’s in the other room, peeping on us,’ he said as looked directly at me. My blood froze as I staggered backwards, backing away. They had known? They had known the whole time I was watching?! My cheeks flushed bright red as my heart beat in my throat.
 
   ‘You may have some explaining to do, but I think that wimp liked it,’ Jordan said condescendingly. ‘He’s been jerking it all night looking at you taking one cock after another.’
 
   I looked back to the hole in the wall – and my wife waved at me. 
 
   ‘Hi honey… I’m glad you liked it,’ she said as she looked straight at me… and kissed Jordan’s big black cock. ‘You’re going to love your new slut wife.’
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   ###
 
    
 
   Thanks for reading, I hope you enjoyed it! 
 
    
 
   Be sure to visit my author page if you’re looking for more hot gangbang and wife watching tales! It’s filled to the brim with steaming stories of hot wives getting taken by ebony studs… and they are available for borrowing with Kindle Unlimited!
 
    
 
   Emilia Steele’s Author Page
 
    
 
   If you want something hot & free, subscribe to my newsletter! You’ll receive the totally free, absolutely naughty story ‘Taking All Comers’, and you’ll be kept up to date with my newest releases as well! Don’t hesitate, sign up now and you’ll receive that hot and free story right in your inbox right away!
 
    
 
   Here’s a taste:
 
    
 
   Taking all Comers
 
   When Amy sees an ad for a job at a Medieval theme park, her interest is piqued. The young blonde has a few months left before college starts, and is looking to make some extra cash. What she does not know is that the park's dominant boss, mister Johnson, is looking for a witch to lock up in the stocks! Per his request the stocks use real locks, for the sake of 'historic authenticity'. After her first day Amy finds herself locked in the stocks and alone, completely vulnerable and helpless. Mister Johnson then comes to check up on his new employee..
 
    
 
   …if you want to find out what mister Johnson has in store for the young and helpless Amy (spoiler alert: it’s a bunch of big cocks filling all her tiny holes!), sign up right now!
 
    
 
   http://eepurl.com/Sxflv
 
    
 
   ***
 
   Still want more?
 
   Sign up for the Naughty List! You get FREE erotica books just by signing up to The Naughty List, along with a daily newsletter packed to the brim with discounts, deals, and tons of freebies from all your favorite authors!
 
   http://bit.ly/OctY1x
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




 
   Connect with Emilia Steele
 
   I'm Emilia Steele: a single, young girl, with big dreams and a healthy sexual appetite. When I'm not living out my fantasies, I love sharing these naughty fantasies with my readers. I live with my two cats, and when I'm not out running, I am probably huddled up on the couch with a good book and some tea. I just want to THANK YOU! for supporting an independent author!
 
    
 
   You can visit my author page at: amazon.com/author/emiliasteele/
 
   You can reach me directly at emiliasteele@gmail.com.
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