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  “Pete, how do I look?” My wife Amy did a twirl in front of me, showing off her gorgeous black dress.


  “In one word: Stunning,” I told her as I gawked at her marvelous figure. She had pulled out all the stops: The little black dress she was wearing was to die for. It accentuated all her curves, from her round, luscious ass, to her full, perky bosom. It was amazing.


  It was also way too revealing for a reunion.


  “Are you absolutely sure you want to come?”


  “Of course I am, I’m not letting you go alone!” I huffed.


  Amy ran her fingers through my hair. “I’m just want you to be happy. I don’t want tonight to bring back any bad memories.”


  Her concern annoyed me - after all, I’m a grown man - but she wasn’t wrong. College was a rough time for me. I had trouble making friends. To top it all off, I got bullied as well. It was only after graduation that I blossomed: I got a job, made friends, joined a sports team. People who know me now would never suspect I used to be so introverted.


  We had both attended the same college, but we had never met back then - we moved in very different circles. She never talked much about her college days, and I was content to leave that part of our life in the past.


  That is, until tonight. We were heading to our ten-year college reunion, and Amy had assured me countless times I needn’t come. However, I was looking forward to showing Amy off to everyone who cared to look. For too long I’d been a wallflower. Now, I wanted everyone to see what a gorgeous wife I had landed.


  Amy almost insisted I stayed home, and after the third time she brought it up I got suspicious. Was she hiding anything from me? Tonight the truth was going to come out, one way or another.


  I kissed my gorgeous wife and ran my fingers down her back. I was surprised by how smooth her dress was - it was like I was touching her bare-skin. The fabric was as light as a feather. I ran my fingers down her back and onto her ass, and I felt every sweet curve, every soft jiggle of her round butt, right in the palm of my hand.


  “Don’t you think this dress might be a little revealing?” I whispered. I did want to show my wife off, but this dress fitted her body so snugly, it left nothing to the imagination.


  “Isn’t that what you wanted?” Amy smirked. “To show off your hot wife? To make everyone jealous?”


  “Well, yes,” I stammered, my face burning red hot.


  Amy bent over in front of me, planting a kiss on my forehead - and giving me a clear view down her top. I now saw she wasn’t even wearing a bra - anyone who looked down her top would see her full breasts. Her hard nipples were struggling to escape their confinement - and nearly succeeding.


  “Then let me show off,” she whispered as her fingers grazed past my crotch. She touched my hardening cock, and she knew she had me right where she wanted me - begging for more. “Let’s go, honey, we don’t want to be late.”


   


  The reunion was being held in the college’s main hall. The place smelled of alcohol and perfume - not much had changed in the past decade. The room was packed with dancing bodies sprawled all over the place, and the speakers were blasting loud pop-songs from yesteryear.


  I did catch a few familiar faces, but no one seemed to recognize me. I had changed quite a bit - that scrawny, introverted kid was lone gone. I went off to the bar to order some drinks to get the night started. When I returned, drinks in hand, I was shocked to see my wife flirting with a tall, dark-haired man. I recognized him instantly. Clyde.


  He had been the star quarterback, and as such, the most popular guy on campus. The golden boy. He was in my political science class, and that was the longest semester of my life. The professor, an older, authoritarian man named Frost, let him get away with everything. I struggled to get a passing grade, while he got everything handed to him on a silver platter.


  To add insult to injury, he enjoyed picking on me. I was an easy target - a quiet kid - and he never let an opportunity slip by to publicly ridicule me. He embodied everything that I resented about that time.


  After enduring his teasing for weeks on end I finally mustered up the courage to stand up for myself. I tried to breach the subject with Professor Frost but he waved me away. He could barely contain his laughter when I told him I wanted to file a complaint against Clyde. I had never felt more humiliated.


  Time had healed my wounds - but it hadn’t changed Clyde. I’d transformed myself into a successful entrepreneur, but Clyde was still a meathead. He was as buff as ever, and the years had only added to his rugged looks.


  He towered over my wife as they spoke, his chiseled frame rubbing up against her as he whispered in her ear, his stubble brushing against her sensitive neck. She giggled, gazing up at him with a wide smile on her face. It made me nauseous.


  There was a definite spark of recognition between the pair. With horror I considered the possibility that they used to date - was this why Amy was so reluctant to share her past with me? The thought was almost too much to bear.. But the attraction between the two was undeniable.


  Clyde put his hand on her lower back as he moved in to tell her another joke. Rather than move away, I noticed Amy shifted her weight closer to him. I had to put a stop to this - right away.


  I took a deep breath and walked over there, doing my best to appear confident. She noticed me coming and quickly took a step back, having been caught red handed.


  “Hi honey, this is Clyde.”


  “Pleasure to meet you.” The stud’s face slid into an insincere smile.


  “We’ve met,” I answered him.


  Clyde frowned. “I don’t remember you.”


  “It’s not important,” I quickly added. “You’re having a good time?”


  “Sure are! We were just catching up. I’d like to introduce Amy to some mutual friends, you don’t mind do you?”


  “Actually, we were-”


  “It won’t be long, I promise,” he winked as he pulled my wife way into the crowd, not even waiting for my response.


  Just like that I was left alone, on the middle of the dance floor, still holding two drinks in my hands. Begrudgingly I downed the two drinks and went back to the bar for more - the night was turning out to be a bust. If I had only known this was the only the start..


  A few minutes turned into many, and I was left at the bar by myself, nursing drink after drink, for a solid twenty minutes. I tried to strike up a few conversations with the other guests, but no one seemed to remember me. Finally I was fed up and I set out to find my wife.


  I scanned the crowd. Clyde wasn’t hard to spot - he was nearly the tallest guy there. I noticed him swaying on the dance floor. I made my way through the crowd, and what I saw shocked me.


  His arms were around my wife, and his hands were resting firmly on her ass. She was swaying against him, her head resting on his giant chest - her eyes closed, her lips curved into a satisfied smile.


  My mouth became dry as I watched his fingers work - he was groping her ass through the soft, silky-smooth dress. His fingers dug into her soft flesh.


  My cock became uncomfortably hard as I watched my biggest nightmare play out right in front of me - Clyde was stealing my wife away from me, right in front of me, and there was nothing I could do about it.


  Calm down. It’s just a dance. I resisted the urge to cause a scene and instead I headed for the restroom. Luckily the bathroom was empty. I locked myself in a stall and browsed the web on my phone, letting my anger subside.


  Right at the very second that I had made peace with the situation, two guys entered the bathroom.


  “Wow, did you see what Amy was wearing?”


  “Hell yeah! Can you believe she’s married?”


  I felt proud. Finally I was getting some recognition. I had married the hottest babe at this entire party. Me! However, my ego was about to take a huge hit..


  “I know, right? I even think I saw her hubby around as well. Could you imagine being married to such a slut?”


  “I sure couldn’t. Knowing what she used to do… man, that’s just not marriage material.”


  My breath faltered. What? They couldn’t.. No, they couldn’t be talking about my Amy. There must be another, equally stunning, Amy at this party. It’s a fairly common name, after all. Nothing to worry about.


  “By the way, did you ever get with her?”


  “Shit… promise me you won’t tell my wife, you bastard.”


  “Promise!” The guy laughed.


  “Alright, alright.. I never did fuck her, if that’s what you’re asking.. But I do remember one wild party, after we won a game.. She stripped off all her clothes, in the middle of the party, and paraded around nude.. Then she laid down on the couch, spread her legs and announced she was she was talking all comers! I ended up coming on her face as coach Riker fucked her.”


  “Coach Riker? Get the fuck out of here! No way!”


  “I’m telling you man! She did the whole team, including the staff! I could have fucked her, but her pussy was filled to the brim with cum, so I passed. Sloppy seconds, maybe, but sloppy thirty-seconds? No thank you.”


  “Holy shit, dude.. And you’re telling me she brought her husband to this reunion as well? That’s cold dog.”


  “I know right! Maybe he’s into that kinda shit, you know. To each his own.”


  “You should shake that guys hand, wouldn’t that be some shit? Knowing you gave his wifey a facial?”


  “Haha, that’s cruel Tim!”


  “It would be funny though!”


  “Perhaps..”


  I was blown away. Stupefied didn’t even begin to describe how I was feeling. Had my marriage been built on a lie? Was Amy harboring dark, deep secrets from me? How could this beautiful, lovely, sexy creature have been a ravenous nympho? A small part of me still hoped they were discussing a different woman, but deep-down, I knew the truth.


  Just as the two man were about to leave, they dropped the biggest bombshell of the night.


  “Where’s Amy now? I’d like to take another look down that top of hers.”


  “I think I just saw her walk backstage, holding hands with Clyde.”


  “Ha, he hasn’t changed a bit, always getting tail.”


  “Well, you’re not the quarterback for nothing..”


  Their voices died away as the door closed behind them. My heart had leaped into my throat as soon as they had mentioned Clyde. It couldn’t be.. But it was. They were talking about my wife, there was no other explanation. Coming back here was a huge mistake..


  I had to find her! I stormed out of the bathroom and sped down the hall, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I quickly descended the stairs leading to the back-stage area, when I was halted dead in my tracks by a laugh. A female laugh. An overly familiar one.


  “Oh, you’re so bad! I shouldn’t be here you know,” a female voice slurred.


  “Come on, just the tip. For old times sake.”


  “You’re killing me Clyde..”


  I heard clothing rustle and a belt drop. My heart sank. I sneaked down the stairs, being careful not to make a sound. I needed to catch them in the act, see it with my own eyes. I would never believe it otherwise.


  “Oh god, you’re even bigger than I remembered..”


  “You know you want it. Be a good girl and give it a kiss.”


  The rustling had now made way to a sucking-sound that made me sick to my stomach.


  “That’s it,” Clyde moaned approvingly.


  I hid behind a crate and peeped around the corner. What I saw blew my mind.


  Clyde was standing there, his hands on his hips, and his pants on his ankles. He was grinning widely, obviously quite content with himself. Between his legs, bobbing up and down on his humongous shaft, was no one other than my wife - my one and only Amy.


  She was slurping on his manhood, licking it up and down, teasing the head with her expert tongue before engulfing the large head in her pretty little mouth.


  Clyde grabbed her hair, patting her on the head.


  “You’ve always been the best damn cocksucker around, Amy,” he whistled as he pumped his hips, forcing more and fore of his cock down her throat.


  Amy moaned approvingly, pleased with his praise as she let the jock fuck her mouth.


  I watched, my mouth agape, as this jock used my wife’s mouth for his pleasure. It hadn’t even been an hour! In less than an hour Clyde, my mortal enemy, had gotten his large cock lodged down my wife’s throat, and she was loving every second of having that big white pole inside of her.


  “Cum in my mouth,” Amy gasped between Clyde’s long strokes. “I want your cum!”


  “Why the rush, babybirl? I want to blow my load inside that slutty cunt of yours.”


  “We don’t have time,” Amy protested.


  “Nonsense.”


  Clyde pulled her up to her knees, spun her around and with one quick motion pulled her thong down. Amy was now facing me - I was afraid she’d spot me, but her eyes were shut tight, ecstasy plastered all over her face.


  The muscled jock lined up his impressive cock with her wet slit and with one fell thrust he was inside of her.


  “Oh god,” my wife moaned breathlessly. “You’re so fuckin big..”


  Clyde hammered his cock into her pussy, driving his manhood into her. Amy’s moans got louder and louder as Clyde fucked her harder and harder. He slammed into he with all his strength, making her entire body jiggle with every stroke. Her tits popped out of her dress, moving rhythmically with every thrust.


  I was afraid they were going to draw attention to themselves. The party was close by, and Amy was now screaming at the top of her lungs - begging for Clyde’s cum inside of her unprotected pussy. If they were caught, my humiliation would be complete.


   


  And that is exactly what happened.


   


  “WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS?!” A low voice thundered behind the pair. I nearly jumped out of my skin, and I saw Amy did the same. She tried to turn around, but Clyde grabbed the back of her neck and held her tightly in place.


  “I’m almost there,” he grunted between strokes, not deterred in the slightest.


  “Well, well, Clyde Castle, I should have known. Still up to your old tricks I see. And Amy Winters? Who else.”


  I recognized that low, grumpy voice immediately. Professor Frost. The man who had never lifted a finger to help me. Oh god. This was going from bad to worse.


  “Here I come!!” Clyde grunted as he unloaded his cock inside of my wife in front of our old teacher. After he finished blowing his load inside of her he slapped her on the ass and pulled his pants back up.


  “Thanks for the fuck, Amy. I’ll leave you two alone,” he grinned as he walked back to the party.


  Amy was left alone, standing in font of my old professor. Her dress was still bunched around her waist, and cum was visibly dripping out of her cunt, running down her inner thighs. Her round tits were still popped out her dress, her nipples hard.


  She was breathing heavily, her face bright red, as she avoided making eye-contact with the professor.


  “Amy Winters,” he said slowly, letting the words roll of his tongue. “I’m not surprised to find you here like this. Is there anything you have to say for yourself?”


  Amy shook her head no, looking down at her shoes. She still had made no attempt to cover up her naked body. Her demeanor was obedient and meek.


  To my shock, Prof. Frost reached forward and placed his hand between her legs. His fingers probed her wet hole, sliding into her used cunt easily. Rather than closing, Amy spread her legs, providing him with easier access. I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming.


  When the old man pulled his fingers out of her, they were slick with juices - a mixture of Amy’s and Clyde’s. He held it up to her face, and subserviently Amy opened her mouth wide.


  Prof. Frost pushed his sticky fingers deep into her mouth, and Amy sucked them dry, licking her own juices off of this old man’s fingers.


  I nearly gagged as I saw my old professor feed my wife the cum from her sloppy, used pussy. It was almost too much to bear. I had never known she was such a freak, She had just let two dominant men use her body without a hint of protest..


  “To my office,” Prof. Frost commanded her. “Your old punishment is in order.”


  Amy tried to pull her dress down, but Prof. Frost swatted her hand away instantly.


  “No. If you want to act like a common whore in my school, you will walk around like a common whore as well: With your used cunt and your tits out, so everyone will remember the old and familiar Amy.”


  Amy hesitated for a brief second before she walked out, following Prof. Frost’s command to the letter.


  I was left dumbfounded. This was the stuff of nightmares. What surprised me the most, besides of course my wife’s slutty, unfaithful actions, was my own inability to intervene. I had ample opportunity to step in, to save her from disgrace, but I did not. I sat in the corner and I watched. I watched her getting used, getting humiliated, and I liked it. I loved it. My cock was throbbing and as hard as rock.


  I could only imagine what was happening now - her walk through the crowd. Everyone must be looking at her naked figure, judging her. Lusting for her.


  I was left frozen in place for a good ten minutes, too shocked to move, before I found my strength once again. I needed to find Prof. Frost’s office, I had to see what he was doing to my Amy. Most of all, I needed to have a hard, long talk with my wife!


  I climbed back up the stairs the way I came, avoiding the large crowd in the main hall. I headed for the professor’s office, but to my dismay, the only thing that had changed over the past decade was the location of his office! I roamed the empty halls, checking one room after another, but I found only empty, deserted rooms.


  My anxiety ramped up - where could she be? What was happening to her? Why did Prof. Frost have such a powerful hold over her? I was just about to give up hope as I was racing up and down the stairwells when I heard a sudden sound that drew my attention. I had just passed the third floor. Back in my day, this floor was just a bunch of administrative offices – back-end type stuff. I hadn’t thought to check it.


  Slowly I walked into the empty, dark hallway. The floor had been completely remodeled – the small cubicles had made way for big, spacious offices. A small light emitted from a room down the hall.


  I crept closer and closer, adrenaline still pumping through my veins. I heard murmured voices, and every ten seconds or so a sudden smack.


  The closer I got, the clearer the voices became.


  “Please, no more, please, I promise I’ll be a good girl, I promise,” a female voice whined.


  “You’ve yet to learn your lesson, girl, or should I say, SLUT?!” A low voice boomed. Once again that sudden, sharp sound filled the hallway – SMACK! – followed by a muffled sobbing.


  I glanced through the window on the door, not knowing what to expect, and in no way prepared for what I was about ti see,


  I had found Amy and Prof. Frost all right.


  Amy was bent over his dark, mahogany table, her underwear pulled down to her ankles, and her black dress pulled up to her waist. Her round, firm, naked ass was on full display – and covered in red marks.


  Prof. Frost was standing next to her, his flat palm raised high in the air.


  “You haven’t changed, Amy.” Prof. Frost bared his teeth in a predatory smile. “Your old punishment is due.”


  His hand came down hard, right on her naked ass. SMACK! The sharp sound echoed down the hall, followed immediately by a cry from my wife. Even though she made it sound like she didn’t want this, she stayed right there in the position – offering her ass to this older, dominant gentleman.


  I was frozen in place, watching this deranged spectacle. Prof. Frost, a man old enough to be my wife’s father, was disciplining her like she was a child! I couldn’t believe all my worst fears were becoming a reality. First Clyde, my rival, and now Prof. Frost, the man who turned a blind eye to me when I needed help, who laughed at me when I told him about my troubles. That same man was now rubbing my wife’s naked ass, his fingers digging into her soft skin as he scolded her.. was this all a nightmare? And what did he mean by ‘old tricks’?


  “I’m a good girl,” Amy pleaded, but Prof. Frost smacked her once again, leaving a bright red hand print.


  “You’re a slut, Amy! And you know what I do with sluts?!”


  “No..”


  Once again, his hand came flying down. SMACK!


  “You know damn well what I do, Amy! What do I do with sluts?!”


  “OW! You.. you fuck them.”


  “That’s right,” Prof. Frost gruffed as he unbuckled his belt.


  To my shock Amy didn’t move away as he let his pants fall to the floor. I was shell shocked. Was she seriously going to let this old man fuck her?


  I lost my balance and fell against the door – stumbling into the room. Prof. Frost looked down at me, a look of pity on his face, but he did not seem surprised to see me. “Ah, if it isn’t Pete. Amy told me you two are married. Good. You should be here to see this.”


  I couldn’t help but stare at the giant prick swinging between his legs. He slapped the head of his cock against my wife’s ass, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling my ears, drowning out everything else.


  He ran his hand across my wife’s ass, before giving her a sudden smack. Amy yelped, but did not move. She looked at me, her guilty face flushed bright red - but she didn’t move away.


  “I’m going to discipline your wife, Pete, because you haven’t been doing your job. Did you know I caught her fucking Clyde? Do you remember Clyde, right? Tell him, slut.”


  Amy cleared her throat, hesitating for a second before obediently answering. “I fucked Clyde.”


  “Where did you fuck Clyde?”


  “Back stage, behind the curtains.”


  “And why did you fuck Clyde?”


  Once again there was a moment of hesitation – only small – before she answered Prof. Frost.


  “Because I’m a dirty slut.”


  “You don’t have to do this,” I said, finding my voice finally. “We can go home.”


  To my surprise, Amy shook her head. “I have to do this, Pete. I am a slut. I need to be punished.” Her face was positively beaming as she told me this. She was under Prof. Frost’s spell, and there was nothing I could do about it.


  “I don’t understand,” I said, my voice trailing off.


  “It’s real easy,” Prof. Frost replied gleefully as he rubbed the purple head of his giant cock against my wife’s crack, making her moan. “You married a slut. You’re not aware of your wife’s reputation, are you? If you were you wouldn’t have come strutting into the party looking like you owed the place. Your wife, Petey, is a slut. During her first two years here she fucked and sucked everything that moved. There wasn’t a guy on campus that hadn’t blown his load inside Amy, isn’t that right?”


  “Uh-huh,” she breathed heavily. She was getting off on this.


  “Well, except for you of course,” Prof. Frost sneered at me. “I got wind of it after a football party got way out of hand, and Amy here ended up gangbanged by the entire team, including the staff… how many cocks did you fuck that night, Amy?”


  “I.. lost count.”


  “She was brought to me by the administrators, and I taught her a lesson, kept her in line.. isn’t that right?”


  “Uh-huh,” Amy moaned like a wanton whore. “You punished me..”


  “I’m going to teach you how to keep your woman in line.” Prof. Frost grabbed the base of his cock.“You should be thanking me. This is show you properly fuck a slut.”


  He took his position behind my wife, lining up his large cock with her sopping wet pussy. He slid his finger into her – and it slid right in, all the way to the hilt. She was wetter than I had ever seen her. Normally she needed twenty minutes of foreplay before I got anywhere, but Prof. Frost slid right into her.


  “Oh god yes,” she moaned, her voice low and animalistic. “Fuck me,” she growled.


  Prof. Frost pushed the head of his large cock into her – and Amy let out a bloodcurdling moan.


  “It’s so big,” she cooed. “It’s so fucking big!”


  “The biggest you’ve had?” Prof. Frost inquired.


  “YES!” She cried without a moments hesitation. “The biggest I’ve had!”


  I became smaller and smaller as Prof. Frost took my wife right in front of me, fucking her in ways I never had, making her say things I had never heard her say. I had never truly pleased Amy, had never given her what she wanted – what she needed.


  He inched his way into her, his massive cock entering her wet pussy, inch-after-inch, until his big cock was all the way inside of her. He pulled out before slamming back in, his entire, massive length, sliding into her without trouble.


  Prof. Frost reached forward and grabbed her hair, pulling it roughly. Amy moaned like a common whore as the older man fucked her relentlessly, using her body for his pleasure. Despite his old age he had the stamina of a twenty-year old, slamming his cock into her over and over again.


  I did not dare look away. My eyes were glued to his massive prick as he used my wife’s married cunt over and over again.


  “Tell him you’re a slut,” Prof. Frost grunted through his teeth as he pounded my wife’s slutty pussy.


  “I’m a slut!” She cried. “I’m your slut! Fuck me, make me come!”


  “Pull out your cock, Petey,” Prof. Frost gruffed at me.


  I did as he commanded, taking my own, much smaller, cock out of my pants. I stroked myself as I watched his older man dominate my wife.


  “You’re even smaller than I thought, no wonder your wife needs other cocks,” he sneered at me. “Put that thing in her mouth and shut her up!”


  I walked around the table. Amy already had her mouth wide open, her tongue stretched out.


  “Cum in my mouth, baby,” my wife egged me on. “Cum in me as Prof. Frost floods my pussy with his cum”


  I barely held out for two strokes. Hearing my own wife speaking so filthy to me, having her suck my cock while my old professor fucked her senseless - it was more than I could handle. Her entire body shook and jiggled with each thrust Frost gave, forcing more and more of my cock down her throat. She sucked on it relentlessly, taking me as far down her throat as possible.


  In all our years of marriage she had never even attempted to deep-throat me, and now here she was: Taking all of it, without a hint of trouble. Mind blowing.


  “Oh god,” I gasped as I shot my load in her mouth. Amy moaned approvingly, swallowing each spurt of cum instantly, licking and sucking for more. The stories were true. My wife was a bona fide cum slut. Tonight she had shown me her true nature.


  This was the start of our new life together. She needed cocks - and I was going to make sure she was properly satisfied. Isn’t that what marriage is about after all, pleasing your partner in every way possible? Sacrificing your happiness for theirs, even if that meant letting an old man blow his load inside of her sloppy, raw cunt?


  “How is he?”


  “So good!” She answered instantly, her eyes searching for mine. I saw something I had never seen before. Prof. Frost’s big cock was bringing her pleasure, bringing her to paradise. He was, simply put, better than me.


  “He’s so big, Pete!” She continued. “His cock is so big, he fills me so good!”


  “Have you missed it?” I heard myself say. I needed to know - for me, for her. For us.


  “YES!” She screamed. “Oh god, I’ve missed it! I’ve missed big cocks filling me from both sides, I’ve missed being used, I’ve missed men using my body for their pleasure, I’ve missed the pain, the pleasure, the lust, the cum, oh god I’ve missed the cum, I want it everywhere, in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass!”


  My cock sprung back to life after hearing this illicit confessions from my wife. We were staring into each others eyes, and we had never been more connected. We understood each other perfectly. She needed this - and I was not going to deny her all this pleasure.


  “Do you still love me?” She asked, her voice shaking with each thrust of Prof. Frost.


  I nodded. “I do.”


  “I’m glad I’ve helped you two lovebirds come closer together now,” Prof. Frost said smugly. “Now come here, Pete, and I’ll show you what to do with a proper slut.”


  I walked around the table, eager to see what he was going to do next. He commanded my wife to turn around and lie down on the table on her back.


  She did so, pulling her knees up to her chest so her pussy was readily available.


  “Look at it,” Prof. Frost commanded me. He grabbed the back of my neck and forced me to lie my head down on her tummy. Her used, red pussy was now only inches from my face. I saw it was gaping open now, spread beyond its previous limits by the professor’s large cock.


  The intoxicating smell - a poignant mixture of her and Prof. Frost’s juices - filled my nostrils.


  Frost lined up the big, purple head of his cock with her wet pussy. Slowly he slid into her, sliding inch after inch of his big pole into my wife’s pussy, only inches from my face. For the first time I saw how big it truly was, and how her pussy was stretching to accommodate his size, and gripping his thickness.


  “You see? That’s what she needs. A big, thick cock to stretch out that slutty pussy.”


  I nodded. I saw it. I saw what a proper fucking looked like, what she had been missing all these years.


  “Now hold my balls.”


  I glanced up at him, unsure what to do.


  “Hold my balls while I fuck your slut!”


  I reached out my hand and cupped his giant balls, touching another mans privates for the first time in my life. To my surprise they were smooth to the touch. I slowly kneaded them as he jack-hammered his thick cock into my wife.


  Suddenly his balls contracted. They shook and shivered, jiggling about. At that very instant, the cum was working its way from his giant testicles, and through his impressive manhood, straight into my wifes gaping pussy!


  Prof. Frost grunted through his teeth as he pumped my wife full of cum. He shot wave after wave of his sticky white seed into her, coating her insides with his semen.


  His orgasm was so powerful, it triggered Amy’s as well. She moaned and trembled as pleasure flowed through her body, Prof. Frost firing rope after rope of cum directly into her pleasure zone.


  After a solid ten pumps, Prof. Frost’s cock popped out of her cunt. Semen immediately flowed out, pooling between her legs. I stared mesmerized at the cum running out of her - he must have came a whole gallon! I did not let go of his balls, squeezing and massaging them in my hand, coaxing every last drop out of him.


  “I hope you two have learned your lesson.” The professor’s dick was still swinging proudly between his legs, dripping with my wife’s slick juices. Her pussy was filled to the brim with his cum. It was dribbling down her legs, sliding past her anus.


  I reached down and ran my tongue up and down her wet slit, licking and teasing her swollen clit, not caring about the bitter taste of the professors semen I was licking up.


  Amy held the back of my head tightly, forcing my head down further as I licked her to a second orgasm. I nearly suffocated as I sucked on her creamed pussy - she was holding me down with all her strength, forcing me to eat the professor’s creampie. I did so willingly, sliding my tongue into her wetness as far as it went.


  “YESSS!” She cried as I flicked my tongue rhythmically against her clit. “I’M COMING!!”


  I was glad I could still make her cum. We shared a deep, passionate kiss, exchanging our fluids without a care in the world. Prof. Frost was right - we had both learned our lesson, and he had opened Pandora’s box. Our marriage would never be the same again..


  Did you love Taken at the Reunion? Then you should check out Taken in the Cabin!


  [image:  ]


   


  I took my wife to a cabin with three other guys... and she ends up taken by all of them!


   


  Patrick is invited by his old friends, Corey and Derek, to visit their cabin in the woods. At the last minute, Patrick invites his wife Heather along, not wanting to leave her all alone on one of his rare weekends off. What Patrick doesn't know is that Austin, an older dominant man, will be sharing the cabin with them...


   


  Heather is instantly taken with the assertive and commanding Austin, and he uses that power to take the willing wife and share her with Patrick's friends. He can only watch helplessly as she is filled up, without protection...


   


  Excerpt


   


  “You never told me your friends were so hot,” my wife said as she climbed into bed with me that night.


  “What do you mean?” I asked, trying to mask the jealousy in my voice.


  “Well, most of your friends are, well, totally out of shape, but Corey and Derek are really… athletic.”


  “I guess they do take good care of themselves,” I answered, wanting nothing more than to change the subject.


  “And Austin as well,” she said dreamily.


  “Austin? That old guy? You can’t be serious.”


  “What? He’s looks good. He takes excellent care of himself.”


  “How would you even know?” I snapped back. This guy was getting on my last nerves.


  “He showed me,” she said softly. She was talking more to herself than to me.


  I turned around to face her.


  “What do you mean?” The words came quickly, my anxiety rising once more.


  She shot me a mischievous smile, her eyes twinkling with pleasure. I hadn’t seen her this joyful since we stared dating.


  “When we were preparing dinner, he spilled some sauce on his shirt, and so he took it off. He’s so strong. He’s like a sculpture, every muscle is so well-defined…”


  With every word I heard my anger and jealousy rose higher and higher. My eyes were spitting fire at this point. She noticed my impassioned stare, and pulled my body in close.


  “Don’t be mad baby, it’s just some harmless flirting,” she whispered into my neck as he hand traveled down my body. “It’s nice to be desired you know.”


  “I don’t like him,” I said with a strained voice.


  Her hand brushed past my crotch, and to my surprise, my cock was standing at full attention.


  “What do we have here?” My wife cooed as she reached into my boxers and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing erection. I hadn’t even realized it, but together with the jealousy my cock had risen as well. It was throbbing and hard, pre-cum already moistening the head of my cock. A moan escaped my lips as she jerked my cock up and down.


  “If I didn’t know any better, I would say you like seeing me get flirted with,” she breathed into my ear, speeding up her jerking.


  “I don’t,” I moaned breathlessly, but with every word she spoke my erection hardened.


  “So you didn’t think it was hot when he talked about sharing me with your friends?”


  “Oh god,” I groaned. Despite my mental objections, my body was responding to her manipulations. My cock surged with blood when she mentioned sharing her body.


  “See, you do like it… you like it when your wife is a naughty little slut, don’t you?”


  She pulled the covers back, staring at my cock.


  “You are so hard right now. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this hard, baby. You must really like it, huh?”


  I wanted so shake my head no, but there was no denying it. Lust had taken over, and I was so close to orgasm I probably would have agreed to anything by this point.


  Heather looked at me with a look I had never seen before. Her eyes were burning with lust, a devious, sexy smirk on her face.


  “What would you do if I told you he touched me?”


   


   


  Continue reading!


  Also by Emilia Steele


   


  Gangbang Stories


  Taken in the Tub
Taken in the Sauna
Taken in the Stripclub
Taken by the Team
Taken at the Pool Party
Taken at the Resort
Taken at the Office Party
Taken at the Beach
Taken by the Billionaires
Taken at the Xmas Party
Taken at the Football Party
Taken while Camping
Taken at the Costume Party
Taken in the Cabin
Taken on the Island
Taken at the Fertility Clinic
Taken by the Best Men
Taken in the Club
Taken by the Bikers
Taken by the Neighbors


  Cuckold Stories


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2


  Cuckolded by a Colleague


  Cuckolded by the Black Billionaire
Cuckolded by my Black Neighbor
Cuckolded by her Personal Trainer


  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


   


  Be sure to subscribe to my newsletter! You’ll receive the totally free, absolutely naughty story 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 in your inbox right away!


  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


  ***
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