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  Preface


   


  This is a smutty short story about a man who has the courage to tell his wife his deepest, darkest desires — and a young, hot wife who finds the courage to make her husband’s biggest wish come true.


   


  By fucking his personal trainer right in front of him.


   


  Have fun,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  Chapter 1 – Dakota


  



  “Do you want to join my boxing class next week?”


  I glance up from my tablet. My husband, Terrance, is standing in the doorway, his entire body drenched in sweat. I love that manly look – and scent – of him. Ever since he started boxing his shoulders have grown broader, and his stomach has slimmed down. Not that any of that was necessary, but hey, I’m not complaining.


  Heat rises to my cheek as I stare into my husband’s dark, brooding eyes.


  He has no idea he just walked in on me reading a dirty romance novel. The dirtier and darker they are, the more I love them. I’m a proud feminist and independent woman, but I secretly get off on reading stories about girls being straight up used by muscled, tough guys. Tattoos, scars, the works.


  Ex-con type shit. That’s my type.


  Being an independent, proud woman is hard work. Sometimes I just want to be slapped around and deep-throated a little, you know? All consensual, of course.


  My husband knows I’m into rough sex, of course, but I don’t think he knows just quite how much I like it when he gets rough with me.


  “You sure you want me there?” I ask, my eyes scanning my husband’s frame. My gaze lingers on his crotch. I can clearly see the outline of his cock through the thin gym-shorts he’s wearing.


  “Yeah, why not?” He asks as he walks over, a cocky grin on his face. “Philip has to work next week, so I need a partner.” Terrance stops in front of me, his fingers finding my hair. “You always said you wanted to try it once; now you’ve got permission to punch me.”


  “What about your trainer?” I ask, my tongue brushing against my bottom lip as I rub the bulge in my husband’s shorts”


  “What about Flint?


  Flint Hunter.


  Even his name is sexy.


  He’s an ex-heavy-weight champion, who now runs the local boxing gym in town. My husband hires him as a personal trainer – one of the perks of being a successful lawyer – and I have to admit, Hunter has featured in my fantasies more than once.


  He’s a hunk of pure muscle, with plenty of ink covering his broad-shoulders and strong, muscled arms.


  I pull my husband’s shorts down, and his cock bobs up and down in front of me. He’s still sweaty from his work-out, but I love it dirty. I lick my lips in anticipation. I lean forward and drag my bottom-lip across his length. I’m an expert tease.


  “What about Flint, baby?” Terrance asks again, growing impatient.


  I can feel his cock grow against my wet lips. We both know exactly what I’m talking about, but he wants to hear me say it.


  “I only have those short shorts,” I whisper, my tongue flicking out and brushing against the head of my husband’s cock. He’s already dribbling with pre-cum, and I love the sweet taste of his juices. “You know the ones? The ones that barely fit around my shapely ass?”


  “I know the one,” my husband grunts, his fingers digging into my hair.


  “What do you think Flint will think when he sees me in them? When I’m doing my stretches, or doing jump-ropes. Do you think he’ll be able to tear his eyes away?”


  I wrap my hot, red lips around my husband’s cock and suck it in deeply, bobbing my head up and down his length vigorously.


  “N-no,” Terrance stammers, pleasure overwhelming him. His knees buckle, and his hand holds my hair a little tighter. It hurts me, but I love the pain. “H-he won’t be able to.”


  I look up at my husband, my eyes filled with desire, the head of his cock resting at my lips.


  “I’d like to see you fight him,” I whisper, the tip of my tongue teasing the head of his cock. “The winner gets… me.”


  That sent my husband over the edge, and he’s finally going to give me the punishment I so deeply desire. He growls, his fingers digging into my hair, forcing my head down on his large, throbbing cock.


  “You fucking slut,” he groans as he uses my mouth like a toy, the head of his cock smacking against the back of my throat. “You’re a fucking little whore, aren’t you?”


  “Uh-huh,” I groan, my voice muffled by the large dick in my throat. Fuck, I love it when he uses me like this. “Use me,” I growl.


  He sits down and pulls me across his lap, lifting me up effortlessly. He yanks my yoga-pants down and literally rips my panties off, flinging them across the room. A second later his open palm smacks against my naked ass so hard the sound bounces off the walls.


  “Oh!” is all I can wantonly moan as my husband gives me the discipline I so desperately crave. “Oh! Ah! Oh!”


  “You’re wet,” my husband growls, his voice filled with anger, lust, desire. Two of his fingers plunge into my wet cunt, sinking in easily. A second later he forces those fingers into my mouth, and I suck on them willingly.


  “That’s it, you little slut, suck them clean.”


  “Mmphfh”


  I feel his hard, throbbing erection press against my stomach. Warmth pools in my lap as my husband uses me, and my clit thumps with desire. My body is his. I’m to be used for his pleasure.


  His open palm finds my round, curvy ass once more, spanking me relentlessly. His fingers knead my reddened, soft flesh, digging in deeply when he squeezes my ass so hard it hurts. When the slaps start to sting too much for me to bear I wiggle my way free from his grasp, slide down onto my knees in front of him, and worship his massive cock with my mouth.


  There’s nothing in this world I like more than sucking cock.


  I love the sweet taste of a guy’s cum. I love to feel the hardness in my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat. I love it when a guy wants to cum into my mouth so bad he’ll force his cock down my throat, cutting off my air supply, just to get his nut off. I even love the way ball-sweat tastes – the musky sensation of it.


  If Terrance would let me, I’d suck off every guy in the world. I could spend my days on my knees, blowing everyone who wanted it. Wouldn’t the world be a better place if women were allowed to suck cock guilt-free? I think it would.


  Of course, I’d never cheat on my husband. I love him to pieces, and I can’t imagine a life without him. That said, I don’t think love and sex are the same thing. I won’t love my husband any less if I get a mouthful of a strangers cum… and luckily for me, I know my husband feels the same way.


  I can still clearly recall the relief in his eyes when I confided my biggest fantasies to him. It was after we’ve been dating for six months – our relationship was still in its infancy – and we’d spent most of it fucking everywhere we could. His dorm, mine, the car, the movie theater, in the park, in elevators, changing rooms, empty classrooms. I don’t think there’s a spot on our campus that hasn’t seen either of our genitalia. We were in his dorm room, sharing a joint, relaxing after a marathon fuck session, when he asked me what my biggest fantasy was.


  I turned beet red, and he knew something was up right away. I couldn’t talk my way out of it. To tell the truth, I was scared shitless. Who wants to hear their girlfriend say her biggest fantasy is to get forcefully gangbanged? A lot of guys, apparently, but I didn’t know that back then. I was young and slightly naive, though I can’t say I was inexperienced.


  I took a deep breath and confided everything. It was scary, but I figured it Terrance was the one he’d accept me, faults and all. Even if that fault was a group sex fantasy. I told him how my parents always warned me about strangers, how they made me read books and watch movies about ‘stranger danger’, and how, to my surprise, it really turned me on. The idea that a guy could just use my body just because he was bigger and stronger than me was terrifying and extremely exciting.


  As soon as I was old enough to date I went straight for the bad boys, hoping they’d give me the excitement I craved. I had some great sex over the years, but so far, no one has truly dominated me in the way that I need.


  Terrance could barely contain his excitement when I told him this. Turns out, he had secrets of his own. He’s always been tall, broad, strong – not someone you want to mess with. That’s why it surprised me so when he admitted his deepest, darkest fantasy was to be totally dominated as well – by me.


  I can remember his words perfectly. “There’s just something about the power reversal that’s… I don’t know how to describe it other than… insanely hot. I’m so used to being on top of everything – work, study, you name it. I always have to be ‘on’, to perform, to be the best I can be… and sometimes, secretly, I just want to… you know…”


  “You know what?” I had asked.


  “…serve you,” he’d said, his ears burning red with shame, lust, embarrassment – you name it. “Sometimes I just want to serve you. I want you to take complete control.”


  I reached for his cock and found it as hard as a rock, despite the joint we had just smoked, and despite having cum inside me only half an hour ago. A smile formed on my lips as I jerked my husband-to-be off, as I made him confess all his dirty, shameful fantasies to me.


  “How could you serve me?” I’d asked him as I ran my thumb over the length of his cock.


  “I-I could eat you out,” he blurted.


  “That’s a good start,” I said, spreading my legs. “Go ahead.”


  His cum was still running down my thighs.


  “N-now?” He asked, his eyes as wide as saucers.


  “Now,” I said, grabbing a fistful of his hair and pushing his head down, hoping that this is what he meant by taking control. It was. He dove in headfirst, his tongue lapping at my red, swollen lips. I had to hold his hair and tell him to slow down.


  “Slow strokes, baby. That’s it… ahh, you’re such a good pussy-eater, baby.”


  “Mmpfh.”


  “Can you taste yourself?”


  His cheeks burned bright red, but I could see his cock flexing, telling me I was on the right track.


  “Uh-huh,” he moaned.


  “Good.” I said. I’d never dominated a man for a moment in my life, but I was willing to try for Terrance, and to my surprise, I took to it like a fish takes to water.


  “You look so good eating my cum-filled cunt,” I said.


  “Oh god,” I heard him groan, his entire body trembling from excitement.


  “Come here, let’s 69,” I said. “I want to see that cock of yours.”


  He changed positions, so that his mouth was still locked on my sopping wet cunt, but his cock was dangling now above my head. I licked the tip with my tongue, teasing him as he licked me. With my hand I rubbed the back of his balls, the tips of my finger brushing past his asshole. He trembled, but didn’t move away.


  “You crave domination as much as I do, don’t you?”


  “Yes, miss,” he said.


  “Maybe I should find a stud with a big cock so he can give us both what we need,” I moaned.


  That did it. Terrance’s cock got as hard as a fucking rock, the head turning a dark purple, his moans turning to gibberish as he pushed his tongue as far into my pussy as it would go.


  “Lick my ass,” I said, pushing my hips up.


  We’d never played like that before, but that day was one of many firsts. “Lick my ass, baby.”


  I didn’t need to tell him twice. He plunged his tongue into my forbidden hole, tasting my asshole for the first time. Meanwhile I wrapped one hand around the base of his cock while the tips of my fingers teased his asshole.


  “You’re such a good asslicker,” I moaned. “I’m going to make you lick my ass while a stud fucks my pussy baby, how is that for serving me?”


  Terrance came. He came like a goddamn fountain, the head of his cock pointed directly at my face. He doused me with his cum, roaring like a bear as he painted my face like a Pollock painting.


  “Oh god,” he groaned, over and over again. “Oh god. Oh my fucking god.”


  Just when I thought I may have pushed it too far, he planted another big, wet kiss right on my ass.


  “I love you,” he said when he laid down next to me. “That was AMAZING.”


  “I love you too,” I laughed.


  That’s when I knew we were perfect for each other. He was every bit as much a sexual deviant as I am. We’ve been inseparable ever since. That kick-started the dynamic in our relationship we have going to this day. One day, he dominates me, and the next, I dominate him.


  Right now, Terrance is forcing his cock down my throat, fucking my face hard, using me like toy, but I know what he’s thinking about.


  Next week, when I’ll be at boxing training with him, it’ll be my turn to dominate him. And I’m going to milk it for all it’s worth. I’m going to humiliate him the way only a truly loving, caring wife could.


  So far, we’ve never played with another guy before.


  That can all change in the blink of an eye.


  * * *


  Chapter 2 - Terrance


  



  “That’s it! Use that right hook! Come on, show me what you got!”


  Flint, my boxing coach, is pushing me to hit the punching bag harder and harder.


  “Come on, is that all you got?!”


  Normally, my boxing class is the one time in the week when I can forget all about my work-related stress. Well, that, and during sex, of course. I love my wife and she’s not high-maintained or complicated at all, but nothing beats a punching bag for simplicity.


  However, today is no regular training. Today I invited my Dakota to come join us.


  And right now I can’t wait to see what she’s going to wear. She teased me all week, telling me she’s going to wear nothing but booty-shorts and a skin-tight top. I love that woman more than I love life itself, and I love surrendering all control to her most of all.


  “That’s it! Now you’ve got it! Come on!”


  I hit the bag as hard I can, channeling all my fear, my lust, my anxiety. When I’m done I wipe the sweat of my brow with my glove, and Flint’s whistle makes me turn right on my heels.


  “Ready for me, boys?”


  Dakota comes sauntering into the room, swaying her hips with every step, and her outfit is even sexier than I dared to dream. The skin-tight, red spandex shorts she’s wearing make her ass pop. They barely go down her thighs – in fact, she might as well just be wearing underwear. Her top is just as skimpy, covering only her breasts. Her mid-riff is entirely exposed.


  “Nice,” Flint growls behind me. Dakota gives us both a sexy smile as she grabs a jump-rope. She starts jumping, and I can tell Flint’s dark eyes are glued to my wife’s buxom form. Her ass jiggles with every movement she makes, making my cock as hard as a fucking rock.


  When no one’s watching, I quickly adjust my member – as best I can, wearing gloves and all – so that it doesn’t stick straight out.


  “Okay, I’m ready,” Dakota says, having worked up quite a sweat. “How shall we start?”


  Flint hands my wife two pads. “Wear these,” he says. Dakota slips them on and takes her position, holding them up for me to hit. “Like this?” She asks.


  “No, like this,” Flint says. He stands behind my wife, resting his hands on her sides to adjust her posture.


  “Don’t keep your knees locked, they need a little bend. Now hold one hand like this… and the other like this…”


  His hands travel all over my wife’s body as he adjusts her, his strong, calloused hands resting on her naked skin. The ex-champ never had to touch me or Patrick to tell us what to do, but I see his hand is still resting on my wife’s naked back.


  I’m so fucking turned on it’s hard to breath. I know she was going to tease me, but she’s really going to make me sweat. I wonder how far she’s willing to take it…


  My wife’s never gone all the way with a guy before. She’s enjoyed teasing guys on occasion, but despite my permission to do whatever the hell she wants, she’s never done it. The farthest it has ever gone has been a bit of light groping and grinding on the dance floor.


  It’s never been of question of if she’s going to fuck another guy. It’s when.


  She’s never met the right guy before. She has very specific criteria. He needs to be bigger than her, stronger, buff, kinda mean looking, kinda dangerous, the kind of guy you wouldn’t want to meet inside a dark alley.


  In other words, not the type of guy that’s a member of our group of friends.


  Flint Hunter, however, fits the bill perfectly. Ex-heavyweight champion. He’s bigger than me, stronger than me, he’s got scars all of his broad frame, and he’s got the meanest looking mug I’ve ever seen on a guy. His voice is low and commanding. When he says something, you listen.


  The full-force of it all hits me. I’ve subconsciously set my wife up to humiliate me with my boxing trainer. He’s going to fuck her in front of me, and I’m going to watch every moment of it.


  When I asked her to join the training, it wasn’t even on my mind. She’d said in the past she wanted to work out more, and seeing as I’m already paying for the training, might as well bring my wife along.


  Now I realize that Flint is going to train my wife alright, but not the way I initially thought…


  “Terrance is going to hit these now,” Flint said, positioned right behind my wife, her curvy ass pressing right into his waist. “You ready?”


  My wife nods, a misschevous smile adorning her lips, her eyes twinkling with lust. I wonder if she can already feel Flint’s massive cock press against her?


  “Ready,” she says, her voice sultry and low.


  I hit the pad my wife’s holding lightly, but it’s enough for her arm to go flying to the side.


  “You have to brace yourself,” Flint says, almost whispering it into my wife’s ear in that seductive, growly voice of his. “Like this.”


  He holds my wife’s small waist with both his hands, his tattoos knuckles resting on either side of her.


  “Hit her again, Terrance.”


  I hit the pad again, and this time, my wife can take blow.


  “Good! Again! And again! Don’t hold back, give it all you got, Ter!”


  I work myself into a rhythm, hitting the pads one after another, and every time I do so my wife is pushed back a bit, her ass nestling into Flint’s crotch. Every punch, every ripple that goes through her makes her barely-covered ass press against the ex-con’s massive cock.


  My wife’s smile grows broader and broader, and she licks her lips at me, whispering dirty things that Flint can’t see right at me. I try to read her lips.


  It sounds like she’s saying He’s so big. He’s so big baby. I can feel his cock. His hard cock is pressing against my ass. He’s going to fuck me, baby. I’m going to let him fuck me right here, right in front of you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d love to eat his cum right out of my sloppy, used pussy, don’t you baby? Then today is your lucky day, because I want that big, fat cock of his inside of me!


  And then she winks at me.


  What a fucking wife do I have!


  I keep the rhythm up, afraid to glance down for even a second to see if my cock is hanging out my shorts. I’m harder than a fucking rock right now, and I’m afraid my pre-cum is leaking right through my thin shorts.


  Flint has got a tight hold of my wife’s waist. I can see his fingers dig into her soft skin. He’s moving along with my movements, almost as if he’s not only helping her absorb the impact, but also pressing her nearly naked ass firmer against his crotch every time I strike.


  In order words, my trainer is dry humping my wife’s nearly naked body right in front of me, and she’s licking her lips as he does so.


  Could it be? Is this really the day my biggest fantasy come true?


  * * *


  Chapter 3 – Dakota


  



  I feel Flint’s cock nestle between the cheeks of my ass. He must be at least ten inches long, if not more, because I’ve never felt a cock like this. It throbs and pulses, each throb sending a jolt of electricity through my body, straight to my thumping clit.


  His hands are on my waist, his fingers digging into my skin. He’s got such a tight hold – there’s nowhere for me to go. Every time Terrance strikes the pads I’m holding, Flint pulls me back, grinding my ass against his massive cock.


  My body is burning up with lust. This is it, I feel it.


  This is going to be the day.


  Terrance looks at me with a mixture of surprise and arousal. I have no idea how I look – my mouth is hanging open, and my vision is blurred from sheer, unaltered arousal.


  I’d hoped something like this would happen, but I couldn’t have imagined Flint to be so hands-on. He didn’t waste time with pleasantries, small talk or seduction – he planted my ass straight into his crotch, and now he’s making me ride my ass up and down his shaft, masturbating him through his shorts.


  I was already wet when I slid into my sheer, spandex shorts, and I was positively dripping by the time that hunk of muscle shook my hand. I’ve never met anyone with such a dominating presence. He owns the room, he’s undoubtedly in charge. Even my husband, a successful lawyer, and a pretty alpha guy, easily submits to Flint Hunter’s pure strength.


  “Harder, Terrance! Harder! Give her all you got!” Flint shouts.


  My husband obeys: He hits the pads harder and harder, causing my arms to fly to the side. Flint grabs my wrists, holding them up, his cock nestled snuggly into the crack of my ass. The head of his cock has now slipped out his shorts and is resting on my naked, lower back. I can feel the heat rising from his shaft, I can feel the wetness forming on the head of his cock.


  As my husband pummels me, his trainer spreads his pre-cum all over my lower back while he’s got a firm grip on my entire body. I’m like a rag-doll: His to use, his to position. He maneuvers my body as he pleases, and his cock continues to grow. The entire length is now resting on my back, and I feel amazing.


  I hope my wetness isn’t showing right through my shorts, because I’m as wet as a goddamn fountain.


  I love how he’s dominating the both of us – and my husband doesn’t even realize it!


  Yet…


  * * *


  Chapter 4 - Terrance


   


   


  “Good hustle, take five.”


  Flint Hunter slaps my wife right on the ass as he tells us to take a break, the slap loud enough to echo around the room, causing my cock to nearly jump out of my pants. He’s given me and Philip an occasional pat on the butt, but this was a full-on spank. I can still see my wife’s thighs and ass jiggle seconds later.


  She turns and stares open-mouthed at the big stud, her mouth hanging wide-open, her cheeks as red as a tomato. From the corner of my eye I see Flint reach down and adjust himself, and I’m shocked to see the size of the fucking bulge in his shorts.


  It almost reaches his damn knee, and it’s as thick as a can of beer. That’s not a cock, that’s a damn weapon! My stomach flips, and I feel like I can’t breathe. You know that feeling when you dunk your head underwater, and you can’t breathe, and you feel that twinge of pain in your chest, but you stay under just a few seconds later, pushing yourself to the limit?


  That’s how I feel the entire workout long – anxious and excited.


  My wife turns to grab her towel, and I see her back shimmer with something wet and shiny. How did that happen? After toweling her neck, she walks over to me and flashes me her a gorgeous, playful smile.


  “You okay, baby?” She whispers.


  I nod, my mouth dry. “Yes,” I say, my voice cracking. I’m horny, excited, afraid – all of it at the same time, but I do know thing for sure: I don’t want this moment to end quite yet.


  She pats the bulge in my shorts with a mischievous smile, squeezing it quickly. I can’t help but groan, and to my dismay, a wet spot has formed in my shorts due to all the pre-cum I’m leaking. My wife dabs her finger in it and brings it to her lips.


  “Mmm,” she moans softly so only I can hear.


  My cock twitches once more. My wife is such a sexpot!


  “I want you two to stretch,” Flint says as he cracks his knuckles, looking calm and collected as ever. If I hadn’t seen my wife bounce on his lap a moment earlier with my own two eyes, I would never have guessed it from his calm demeanor. “Bend over at the waist while keeping your legs and back straight and try to reach your toes.”


  My wife and I both assumed the position, standing next to each other. I feel the stretch in my legs.


  “Try to bend even further, Terrance,” Flint says from behind me. “Dakota, you’re doing great. Excellent form.”


  I glance to the side to see Flint is standing right behind my wife, his hands resting on her naked lower-back, his massive bulge pressed against her ass. In a reflex I crane my neck to take a better look, but Flint admonishes me right away.


  “Keep looking down, Terrance,” he barks.


  I turn my head back to the floor, my heart thumping in my chest.


  I wonder what will happen if I keep playing along…


  * * *


  Chapter 6 – Dakota


  



  “Excellent form, Dakota. Just like that.”


  Flint’s strong, calloused hands are resting right on my ass. He squeezes my soft skin, his fingers digging into my flesh, with my husband right next to me! His thumbs hook into the waistband of my shorts, and I can’t believe what’s happening.


  I turn my head to look at my husband, but he’s got his eyes closed as he does his stretches. I glance up and look at Flint through the mirror that’s across the room.


  He’s standing right behind me, and I feel the hardness in his shorts press against me. There’s only a thin layer of material separating my dripping wet cunt and his thick, hard cock. I look so small and tiny compared to his huge, hulking frame. He’s wearing a sleeveless shirt, showing off his broad, wide shoulders, and his muscled, inked up arms.


  He’s staring right back at me, the corner of his mouth pulling up into a cocky smirk. While staring directly into my eyes he pulls my shorts down ever so slowly, exposing my milky white ass to him. The alpha stud pulls them all the way down to my hips, so I’m standing there, in the middle of the gym, with only a soaked thong covered my cunt.


  Flint’s fingers dig into my ass, roughly kneading my flesh, and I have to bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning.


  “Do you feel that stretch, Dakota?” Flint asks as his fingers brush against my dripping wet lips.


  “Yes,” I say, trying to keep my cool, but it comes out as a wanton moan regardless.


  The tatted-up stud pulls my thong to the side. He’s now got a picture-perfect view of my asshole and my cunt. For the first time since I started dating Terrance, another man is looking at my goods.


  And Terrance is standing right next to me!


  He looks at me, a smile on his face. He raises his eyebrows. Are you okay?


  I nod, my cheeks flushed, my body heaving with every breath. Yes. Oh God yes.


  My husband turns his face back to the floor to continue stretching. I don’t know if he’s truly ignorant or just playing along – if he turned his head an inch more to the side, he’d see his personal trainer slide two fingers into his wife’s cunt!


  I feel Flint’s long fingers inside my now, spreading lips wide open, easily sliding in all the way to the hilt. He plows me with two fingers, and I can hear the wet, slapping sounds my cunt makes as he finger-bangs me in the middle of the gym.


  There’s no way my husband isn’t hearing this.


  A second later I feel the heavy weight of Flint’s cock on my naked ass. He’s pulled down his shorts and is slapping the head of his cock against my ass. He spreads his lube around, going as far as to press the head of his cock against my dripping wet lips.


  If he pushed ahead even a little bit, his cock would slide right into my cunt!


  I try to push him away with my hand, but he folds my arm behind my back, slapping the head of his cock against my clit. Every time he does so my knees buckle, and I have to bite my lip so hard I draw blood to keep myself from moaning.


  God, Flint Hunter just takes what he wants!


  Terrance stands up, stretching his arms above his head, keeping his head turned away. “Ahh, now that’s some good stretching,” he says.


  Flint gives my ass a final pat before he slips his massive member back into his shorts and pulls my shorts back up.


  “Yeah,” I tell my husband, my cheeks burning as bright as a volcano. “You could say that again.”


  * * *


  Chapter 6 - Terrance


  



   


  I’m not an idiot.


   


  Of course I noticed Flint took advantage of the situation by fondling my wife’s ass. I don’t blame him — she looks spectacular in her pink shorts. However, I didn’t think he’d be so bold to pull her shorts down and finger her wet cunt with me standing right there like some bozo!


   


  It took all the self-control in the world to stop myself from whipping out my cock and jacking off right there. Another man just fingered my wife right in front of me, and I let it happen. This is my biggest fantasy come to life, right here, at right this moment.


   


  And we’re only just getting started.


   


  Flint smirks at me as he smells his fingers, just to rub it in a moment longer.


   


  “Great work you two,” he says. “Now, it’s time to start sparring. Terrance, let’s show your wife how its done.”


   


  I’m still tired from the stretching, but Flint raises his tattooed fists. Before I get a moment to catch my breath he pounces on me, jabbing in the ribs with his fist. I double over, hopping backwards, doing my best to avoid his bare-knuckle blows.


   


  I’ve never sparred with Flint before — he’s an ex-heavyweight champion for Christ’s sakes, I’m no match for him!


   


  “See how I’m shepherding him into the corner?” Flint says, his voice a low growl.


   


  “Yes, I see it perfectly,” my wife says.


   


  I glance to the side to see her eyes glued on my personal trainer, drinking in his massive frame.


   


  “I could see it even better if you weren’t wearing a shirt.”


   


  Flint cracks a smile, and a moment later he takes off his sleeveless shirts and throws it at my wife. She catches it and inhales his scent, while I’m distracted by his broad, inked chest. There’s not an inch of naked skin — he’s fully tatted up.


   


  “With your body movements, you can create space for yourself, like this!”


   


  Flint’s fist flies to the left of me. I raise my fists in defense, and less than a second later, his right-fist connects with my exposed side. I groan in pain, trying not to show my wife how hurt I really am.


   


  Don’t get me wrong — I’m all for a little pain, it’s a fighting sport after all, but Flint hits like a damn truck!


   


  “Now you try,” he says.


   


  He helps my wife strap into some gloves and pats her on the ass as she enters the ring. We spar for a while. I go easy on her of course, letting her get some good hits in. She dances around me, and I see Flint’s eyes are locked onto my wife’s ass.


   


  He lewdly rubs the bulge in his shorts as he watches my wife’s ass jiggle, causing my heartbeat to rise even further. I’m so distracted I don’t even see the punch coming — my wife hits me right on the chin, and I go down, the world going dark for a second.


   


  “Oh my god honey, are you alright?”


   


  I hear my wife’s voice in the distance. I see through the slits of my eyes that my wife is kneeling over me, while Flint is standing besides her, his hand resting on her back.


   


  “He’s fine,” he says, his voice a low growl, as his arm slips around my wife’s waist. “He’s just taking a little nap.”


   


  Then, his large hand cups my wife’s breast, squeezing her tit hard. She moans — a mixture of pain and pleasure — and tries to pry his hand away, but Flint is much too strong. He grabs the top and tears it roughly, her round, naked breasts spilling forth.


   


  “P-please,” she pleads.


   


  “Please fuck you?” He snarls, as he yanks her pink shorts down with his other hand with one tug. “My pleasure.” One tug later and her thong snaps, which he throws away over his head.


   


  His right hand mauls my wife’s tits, pulling at her nipples and squeezing her flesh, while his left hand slides between her legs. He slaps the tips of his finger against my wife’s pussy, and she moans wantonly. I can hear how wet she is from the sound alone.


   


  Flint Hunter, my personal trainer for the past few months, is taking my wife while she’s kneeling over me. I’m looking straight at her through my half-open eyes, and I see her mouth is hanging open, her eyes closed. He’s being rough, but she’s doing nothing to stop him.


   


  “You’ve been teasing me all this time, you little slut,” he growls. “I know you want this cock.”


   


  He yams two fingers into my wife’s cunt, which he then holds in front of my wife’s face. I can see, even through the slits of my eyes, that they’re dripping with her juices. “See how wet you are?!”


   


  Some of the wetness dribbles down his fingers and lands right on my upper lip. My wife opens her mouth and he pushes his fingers in, and the wanton moan she makes when she tastes herself is not something I’ll ever forgive.


   


  “Beg for it, you little slut,” Flint growls. He yanks his shorts down and smacks the head of his cock against her lips. “Beg for my cock!”


   


  “Please,” my wife begs. “Please… fuck me.”


   


  * * *


   


   


  Chapter 7 - Dakota


   


  Flint places the purple head of his cock against my entrance. One of his hands grabs my ass, while the other is wrapped around my neck. He chokes me with only one hand as his cock enters me, inch-by-inch, filling me up.


   


  He’s totally in control of me. I’ve never met a man who has his aura, his sense of purpose, of control. From the moment he laid eyes on me I knew I was going to let him fuck me — and so did he. He didn’t hesitate, he didn’t ask. He rips my clothes off and fucks me, right in front of my husband even.


   


  Where has he been all my life?


   


  His cock spreads my cunt wide-open. I feel my lips clinging to his girth as he slides into me, spreading me, stretching me. I’ve never felt this full, this used. He’s fucking me right above my husband’s passed out body, whether I like it or not.


   


  And I love it.


   


  “Ah! Oh! Ah!” is all I can moan as he slides himself in further. He hits places I didn’t know existed.


   


  “Am I bigger than your husband?”


   


  “Oh yes,” I groan, almost laughing. It’s not even a question. “So much bigger!”


   


  I push back, sliding my ass down on his cock until every last inch of his monster-cock is inside me. My eyes roll to the back of my head, and my mouth hangs open. I lose all control — not that I ever had any to begin with — as Flint pounds into me. He smacks my ass red and raw, until my ass is bruised and burning, and every flash of pain heightens my senses.


   


  The sound of his balls slapping against my clit reverberates of the walls of the gym. I’m sorry my husband isn’t conscious to see this — I know that this is as much his fantasy as it is mine. However, the fact that he’s not given his explicit permission only makes it more forbidden…


   


  “I love your tight cunt,” Flint growls.


   


  “It’s yours,” I moan. “My cunt is all yours.”


   


  Instinctively I reach for my husband’s crotch, and I find his cock hard and throbbing. I look down at him but he still has his eyes closed — although the corners of his mouth are pulled into a grin. Perhaps he’s not as knocked-out as he’s appears to be!


   


  I yank down his shorts and engulf my husband’s hard cock in my mouth. I can deep throat him easily.


   


  I thought this was wicked, but what Flint has in mind next, is even crazier…


   


  * * *


   


   


  Chapter 8 - Terrance


   


  I can’t believe it.


   


  Flint Hunter is fucking my wife, right above me. I’m watching him pummel her round, white ass, I’m listening to her moaning, his grunting, to his balls slap against her clit.


   


  The only regret I have is that I’m not an active participant — but that’s about to change.


   


  Flint stands up, his dick sliding out of my wife with an audible pop. He lifts her waist with only hand and turns her body around — so that her dripping, naked pussy is now right above my face.


   


  I no longer pretend to have my eyes closed. I stare at her red, puffy pussy, at her opened, well-used lips. Her cunt is gaping open — that’s what a real cock does to a tight pussy like hers.


   


  “How’s the view down there, T?” Flint asks. He knees behind my wife, his balls hanging right above my face as he rubs the head of his cock against my wife’s slit. Some of their mixed juices dribble down, right onto my face.


   


  I couldn’t have imagined a better view.


   


  “Lick your wife’s cunt while I fuck her,” he commands.


   


  And when a man like Flint tells you to do something, you do it.


   


  I grab my wife’s ass with two hands, lifting my head up to tongue her clit. At that moment Flint pushes forward, splitting her cunt open, his big cock entering her. He fucks her hard, pounding his massive, ten-inch cock into her with all his might, his balls slapping against me with every stroke, but I don’t care.


   


  My wife leans forward and engulfs my cock into her mouth. I can feel her moaning, I can sense the vibrations around my cock as I match my tongue to Flint’s strokes.


   


  I can’t even remember how we got here. An hour ago we were just having a regular work-out, and now I’m 69ing with my wife while this tattooed stud fucks her from behind in the middle of the boxing ring!


   


  I don’t have time to think about that, though. All I can do is lick and suck my wife’s pretty, used pussy, as the biggest cock I’ve ever seen fucks the shit out of her.


   


  “Tell me you love my cock,” he growls, slapping my wife’s ass hard.


   


  “I love it,” she screams. “I fucking love your cock, Flint.”


   


  “Are you my slut now?”


   


  “Yes!” She moans. “Yes, I’ll do whatever you want me to!”


   


  “I’ll share you with my mates,” he says. “I know plenty of guys who’d love to have a crack at your married, slutty cunt.”


   


  Dakota starts trembling, her body growing even warmer, if such a thing was possible. I latch onto her cunt, my tongue stroking the swollen nub rhythmically.


   


  “Ah yes! Ah fuck, use me, use me baby, oh I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m going to, I’m — oh oh oh!!”


   


  My wife trembles hard, grinding her cunt down on my face, cutting off my air supply. A second later I feel Flint’s balls pulsing on my forehead, and he unleashes the biggest load I’ve seen in my life — inside my wife’s unprotected pussy.


   


  He fires rope after rope of his pearly, white seed directly into her womb, coating her inside with his virile juices. When he pulls out her pussy is left gaping wide-open, a torrent of cum gushing out. She grinds her cunt down on my face, smearing Flint’s juices all over me. My nose is inside her pussy, my tongue tasting their mixed juices, and it’s too much.


   


  I cum. I cum harder than I thought possible. I see stars as I shoot my load all over my wife’s face, while her lover’s cum clings to mine.


   


  Dakota turns around. “You look so fucking hot right now,” she says as he leans down to kiss me. She pushes her tongue into my mouth and I kiss her back, and we swap the two loads, making a dirty, hot mess of things. She licks me clean, dragging her tongue across my cheeks, hungry to lap up all the cum. I’ve never seen her so hot, so bothered, so utterly possessed.


   


  This is the hottest moment of my life.


   


  This won’t be the last time Flint Hunter fucks my wife.


   


  * * *


   


  Epilogue - Terrance


   


  “Wow, look at that ring girl!” Philip says.


   


  Flint Hunter is fighting tonight, and he gave me and Philip two free seats for the boxing match. They’re in the VIP sections, and we’re close enough to see the sweat on his brow.


   


  Sitting around us are the famous actors, musicians, politicians, and a fair share of what I assume are criminals. They’re tattoos and mean mugs seem to imply as much.


   


  “She’s barely wearing a thing! Wait, here she comes!”


   


  He’s not wrong. The ring girl — a hot, nimble young thing — is only wearing tight, pink shorts and an equally skimpy pink top. She parades around the ring, giving everyone in the audience a good show.


   


  When she gets out she walks by our section, flashing me a wide smile. As she passes me, one dude with a face tattoo slaps her right on the ass. The girl turns around and wags her finger at him, but her smile tells a different story.


   


  Of course, that guy may very well win her for the night. Flint Hunter has put her up as a wager, and if he loses, her pretty pink pussy belongs to the highest bidder.


   


  How do I know?


   


  Because that girl is my wife, of course!


   


  “Did you see that?” Philip asks. “She just let those guys grope her! What a slut!”


   


  “Yeah,” I say, loosening my tie. “She’s a real slut, alright!”


   


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading!


   


  If you want to continue reading, I’ve included an extra short story that starts on the next page. This time it is Taken by my Roommates.


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Taken by my Roommates


   


  I knew my roommates were going to be a pain in the ass the moment I met them - but I had no clue they were going to steal my girlfriend from right under my nose!


   


  * * *


   


  “Don’t worry, my roommates aren’t home,” I told my lovely girlfriend Julie as I opened the door for her and let her in. I was stoked they were out, because those two jocks never gave me a moments peace. There was Tony, the captain of the university’s rowing club, and Blake, one of the better rugby player on our uni’s squad. They were best mates, and they subletted a small room - barely more than a closet - to me. I had to take it, for there were simply no other available rooms in the area that I could afford.


   


  Julie wandered through the grand apartment, wide-eyed. “Wow, Eric, this is great!” She brushed a strand of her blonde hair out of her face as she smiled at me. “How can you afford such a place?”


   


  I grimaced. “Wait till you see my room, babe.” All the stuff she was gawking at - the fine dining room table, the luxurious chesterfield couch, the lavish carpet - belonged to the two mates. They both came from wealthy families, and they weren’t shy about it either. I had asked them why they were renting out a room to me, because they obviously didn’t need the money. Tony sheepishly admitted his father owned the place, and long story short, forced him to take a roommate after they argued about financial matters.


   


  That also explained why the two jocks weren’t keen on having me around. I was an unwilling intruder in their lives - a constant reminder that their fathers had all the real power. Or they were just utter dicks. Either way, they made life hard for me, calling me names, stealing my food, blasting music at night. I kept up with it in order to keep the peace, while I desperately searched for a new apartment. Without much luck.


   


  “Here, this is my room.”


   


  I opened the door to the small room - it was barely big enough to fit my bed and a chair. Julie’s brow furrowed.


   


  “It’s not much, but, it’s home..”


   


  “Don’t worry, it’s fine,” Julie said, but I could tell she was disappointed. “At least you have a big living room, right?”


   


  “Sure,” I answered. I hadn’t told her I avoided the common areas as much as possible, and I wasn’t about to either. “Come here,” I said as I patted the spot on the bed next to me.


   


  Julie hesitated. “We could watch a movie? I saw you have a big TV.”


   


  The corner of my mouth twitched. That was Tony’s flatscreen - he explicitly told me not to use it.. But he was not due back for another two hours. I decided to risk it.


   


  “Sure thing, babe!”


   


  We cuddled up on the couch as we watched some romantic comedy. Julie laid her head down on my chest, snuggling up close to me. Her hair smelled like banana and honey. I kissed the top of her head, drinking in her scent.


   


  For a moment, everything was perfect. And then I heard the key turn in the lock.


   


  Julie popped her head up. “I think your roommates are home.”


   


  “I know,” I said, shifting uncomfortably. They had no idea I had a girlfriend. I didn’t tell them shit. I hoped with all my heart they would be on their best behavior. Normally they were never home before 10 pm. Just my luck!


   


  “Hey dickless! Why the fuck is the TV on, how many times do I have to — oh hello there! Blake, come here mate!” Tony switched from cussing me out to flirting with my girlfriend in the blink of an eye. Blake stormed in the room, and he was as surprised as Tony as to see me with an attractive girl. They had both headed home straight from practice, and they were still sweaty and gross.


   


  The two jocks shook my girl’s hand, while they both checked her out. Behind her back they were giving me the thumbs up - along with some more vulgar gestures. “Eric never said he was dating!” Blake said.


   


  “Oh, you! What, are you ashamed of me or something?” Julie laughed as she playfully slapped my arm. I couldn’t help but notice Julie was grinning like an idiot as her eyes shifted towards the two muscular, sweaty men.


   


  “Sorry about that,” Tony said when he caught her looking. “We both came home straight from practice. I must smell like a dog.”


  “You smell fine,” Julie said softly. I was annoyed - did I hear that right?


   


  He took off his shirt, revealing his impeccable six-pack, as he strutted towards the shower. Julie blushed and she tried to look away, but I could see she was glancing at him from the corner of her eyes.


   


  “We’ll leave you two lovebirds alone,” Blake winked as he went to his room.


   


  The moment they both left Julie couldn’t stop gushing about them.


   


  “You never told me your roommates were so.. fit!” She blabbed. “Are you guys friends? Do you hang out?”


   


  I shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes,” I lied. “We go our separate ways, most of the time.” I was beyond annoyed that my Julie was so obviously smitten with my roommates - couldn’t she see they were jerks? - but I was glad they didn’t tease me in front of her. I took her back to my room before they came back, and we spent the night sleeping in each other’s arms.


   


  The next morning, after she had left, Tony and Brad were shooting questions at me.


   


  “Where’d a guy like you score such a hottie? Damn bro!” Tony hooted. I ate my cereal in silence, trying my best to ignore him, even though I secretly enjoyed their approval.


   


  Blake laughed. “There’s hope for you after all! Cheer up, dickless!”


   


  “I’d never have thought.. You’ve been holding out on us, man! Congrats!”


   


  Tony punched me on the arm, causing me to spill cereal all over my shirt.


   


  “My bad,” he laughed.


   


  “This is my only clean shirt,” I whined, trying desperately to wipe the milk off.


   


  “Stop whining, you big pussy. Is your girl coming back next weekend?”


   


  “Maybe,” I said. She was, but I didn’t want these two around to ruin it for me.


   


  “That’s a yes!” Blake chimed in. “Our man is getting some pussy!”


   


  “She’s a freak, isn’t she? How often does she want it? I can tell when girls have crazy eyes, and I’m telling you, Julie has got some crazy fucking eyes man! Never thought I’d say this, but I’m jealous of you, dickless.”


   


  “I don’t know,” I murmured under my breath. I wanted nothing more than to leave, I was growing tired of this conversation.


   


  “What do you mean, you don’t know?!” Tony said, raising his voice.


   


  “We haven’t.. You know.. Forget it,” I mumbled. I saw their eyes grow wide and I instantly regretted ever opening my mouth.


   


  “Don’t tell me you haven’t.. He hasn’t! He fucking hasn’t! Can you believe this guy?” Tony was laughing in my face as he said this.


   


  Blake couldn’t keep a straight face either. “You have to be fucking with us. You’re telling me you haven’t given it to her? But she spent the night?! Are you two virgins?”


   


  I put my bowl in the sink and slinked back to my room, avoiding any eye contact, but my red cheeks gave me away. The two jocks knew our secret - we were both virgins, even though we were dating for over a year. Julie said she wasn’t ready, and I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, so I hadn’t made a move yet.


   


  I could hear them laughing all the way from my room. “If you don’t have what it takes, sent her to my room, dickless! I’ll show her what she’s missing out on,” Tony needled.


   


  I avoided them as much as I could all week, and I tried to change my plans with Julie, but she wouldn’t bulge. She was going to spend the night at my place and that was final. Begrudgingly I agreed.


   


  Julie wore a floral dress that Saturday - several inches shorter than she usually does. It accentuated her baby blue eyes perfectly. I hoped she wore it for my benefit. I took her out for dinner and a movie, minimizing the time we’d spend at my place, but of course, there was no avoiding it.


   


  I guided her straight to my room, saying a cursory ‘hello’ to Tony and Blake as we walked past them. Their eyes followed her hips, which seemed to have just a bit more swing in them than usual, but I could have been mistaken.


   


  I kissed her passionately once we got to my room. All the teasing had gotten me worked up.


  “What’s gotten into you?” Julie laughed as I kissed her neck.


   


  “I want you,” I breathed heavily.


   


  “I know that, silly, but we can take our time.”


   


  “I don’t want to take our time, I want you now!” I pleaded.


   


  Rather than give in to my desire, Julie frowned. “I know this is hard, but this is not the time. Your roommates are right there, you know.”


   


  “What does it matter?”


   


  “What do you think I am?” She hissed. “Some hussy?”


   


  “I’m sorry,” I apologized. I’d fucked up. “You just look amazing tonight.”


   


  “Hmpfh,” she snooted. “..go on.”


   


  I laid the compliments on thick, telling her how beautiful her hair was, how lovely her eyes were, and how kissable her lips were. She slowly thawed, letting me run my fingers through her hair as I praised her beauty.


   


  She kissed me on the lips, cheekily darting her tongue into my mouth. “You’re an amazing boyfriend, Eric.. But it’s getting late. We should go to bed.”


   


  I raised my eyebrows, and she hit me with a pillow.


   


  “To sleep, you horndog!”


   


  “Just keeping our options open,” I grinned.


   


  She took off her dress to reveal the beautiful, see-through, black, lacy underwear she was wearing underneath. She had never worn something so sexy before.


   


  “Wow,” I mouthed.


   


  She smiled at me, crinkling her nose. “You like?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” I nodded dumbfounded.


   


  “Thought so.”


   


  She removed the bra, letting her full breasts hang free, before she put on one of my shirts she uses to sleep in. I was already laying in bed, waiting for her to join me.


   


  Julie climbed into bed with me, but suddenly sprang up.


   


  “I almost forgot to brush my teeth!”


   


  “What does it matter?”


   


  She shrugged and walked towards the door. I sat up straight. “You can’t go out like that, my roommates are home!”


   


  Julie grinned wickedly at me. “Like you said.. What does it matter?”


   


  She left the door open behind her as she glided into the hall, leaving me alone with a dry mouth and a thumping heart. I couldn’t believe Julie, my Julie, would walk to the bathroom wearing only a pair of see-through panties and a shirt!


   


  I waited with bated breath, trying to pick up every sound, but the only thing I heard was my heart beating in my throat. A minute passed with no signs of my girl. Slowly I crept out of bed, and I peeked my head around the corner.


   


  To my dismay I saw Tony standing in the hall, lounging in front of the open bathroom door, chatting to Julie. He was wearing nothing but pajama pants - his chest was bare, and the light from the bathroom illuminated every muscle in his toned body.


   


  It was obvious they were checking each other out - even from my hidden vantage point I could read their body language clear as day. Julie was running her hands through her hair, twirling a strand around her index finger as she chatted with him. Tony’s eyes were running up and down her body, he wasn’t even trying to be coy about it.


   


  I ducked back into the room, not wanting to get caught peeping. My stomach was in knots - what should I do? Before I had a chance to act, Julie skipped into my room. She was radiating, her face fixed in a wide ear-to-ear-smile.


   


  I couldn’t help but notice her nipples had perked up as well - the two stiff diamond cutters were clearly visible through the thin fabric of her shirt. Tony had gotten an eyeful.


   


  She climbed into bed with me, uncharacteristically placing her hand on my crotch. To my surprise, my cock was hard and throbbing. In my turmoil, I hadn’t noticed my dick had gotten quite hard.


   


  “What do we have here?” She moaned into my neck as she grabbed my cock and roughly started to jerk me off. I gasped for air as she moved her hand up and down, the sensations quickly becoming to much to bear. I groped her body, digging my fingers into her soft skin as she beat me off.


   


  “I think your roommate saw me,” she whispered into my ear, and my cock swelled in size almost instantly. “Oh, did you like that?” She continued, using her other hand to softly knead my balls.


   


  I had no idea what had come over her - this was not like her at all! Her libido was in overdrive.


   


  “Cum for me,” she hissed, moving her face closer to my cock. “Do it!”


   


  She flicked her tongue against the head of my cock, and I came instantly. Julie squealed gleefully as I shot my load all over myself. She kept stroking my cock, making sure I deposited every last drop of cum I had on my own stomach.


   


  “Wow, there’s so much,” she said, mesmerized by my seed. She rubbed her fingers in it, massaging it into my skin. Her cheeks were flushed bright red, her breathing labored. I had never seen her so turned on before in my life, and in the back of my head, I knew it wasn’t because of me.


   


  I nodded off, the post-orgasmic sleepiness overwhelming me. I awoke a short while later because the bed was rocking slightly. I peeked through my eyelids and to my shock I noticed Julie was moving her hands under the covers. She was rubbing herself off, right next to me! In all of our time together, she had never played with herself in front of me, or even discussed such a matter.


   


  I contemplated offering to finish the job for her, but I was too eager to see what she did when she thought I wasn’t looking. I could see her pretty face from the corner of my eye. Her eyes were shut tight, a pleasurable grimace etched on her face as she rubbed the top of her fingers against her clit. Her mouth was shaped like an O, her breathing heavy as she got herself off. I could tell she was close.


   


  “Oh Tony,” she moaned as she came, her entire body trembling and shaking. Her legs moved against mine as pleasure overwhelmed her, her body curling up. She snuggled up against me, intertwining her legs with mine, and within a minute she was snoring.


   


  Had I heard that right?!


   


  I laid awake, thinking. Did she say my roommates name? She had, didn’t she? Or.. maybe I had just imagined it. The covers were rustling, her voice was barely audible.. She could have said anything, really. The more time passed, the surer I became I had imagined the whole bloody thing.


   


  But still, a speck of doubt lingered..


   


  * * *


   


  Tony’s and Blake’s demeanor changed significantly the next week. They called me by my actual name, and were no longer making fun of me. Tony apologized for his previous conduct, and invited me and Julie out for drinks coming Saturday to make up for his rude behavior. He would be buying.


   


  I didn’t want to go, but Julie insisted we’d take him up on his offer. She told me it would be rude to turn down such a generous offer, and I had to admit, I enjoyed this new Tony a whole lot more than the old one. After some hemming and hawing, I said yes. Looking back, the warning signs were obvious, but at the time, I was still clueless.


   


  Saturday rolled around and Tony and Blake took Julie and I to a local bar. My girlfriend was wearing a short, black leather dress that I had never seen before. She looked stunning. Her black eyeliner accentuated her sensuous, erotic look. Every guy in the whole damn bar was checking her out. It made me uncomfortable.


   


  Julie, however, was reveling in the attention. She was clearly enjoying the night out, and she conversed enthusiastically with Tony. I felt like a third feel as I downed my drinks. Bars weren’t really my scene - the music was too loud, and I wasn’t much of a drinker. Blake made the token effort of trying to strike up a conversation with me, but we really shared no similar interests.


   


  Tony kept buying, and we all kept drinking, one shot after another. My vision quickly turned woozy.


   


  “Are you okay?” Blake asked me as he saw my face turn white.


   


  “I’m fine,” I slurred, gripping the table tightly. The room started spinning, and I had to hold on to the table to prevent myself from sliding out of the booth.


   


  “We’ve got to get him home, dude’s a lightweight,” Blake told Tony.


   


  “Already? But we just got here,” I heard Julie protest.


   


  “We’ve got plenty of drinks back home, don’t worry,” Tony assured her.


   


  The last thing I remember was struggling to walk back home with my arm around Blake’s shoulder. Tony and Julie were walking in front of us, and I clearly remember being perplexed because Tony’s arm was around Julie’s shoulder, and she was leaning into him.


   


  * * *


   


  I awoke, alone and in the dark. My head was pounding, a throbbing dull pain filling my skull. I struggled to make sense of the world. Where the hell was I?


   


  Slowly but surely, the pieces fell into place. I remembered going out for drinks.. A lot of drinks. My stomach rumbled, and my mouth tasted like an ashtray. I needed water. I stumbled towards the bathroom, having to hold on the wall to prevent myself from throwing up. Oh god. I was never drinking again.


   


  I guzzled cold water straight from the faucet, and I sobered up enough to wonder where Julie was. She hadn’t been in bed next to me. What time was it? I shuffled into the hallway. Light was coming from the living room, and the sounds of laughter bounced off the walls. Curiosity got the best of me, and I peeked around the corner. What I saw there made me freeze dead in my tracks.


   


  Tony and Blake were sitting on the couch, next to each other - completely naked. Their large, thick cocks were standing straight up in the air, like a mast. Julie was kneeling in front of them, wearing nothing but black, lacy lingerie, admiring their engorged members. Compared to their large, muscled frames, Julie looked petite.


   


  “See, told you,” Tony gloated.


   


  “Wow,” Julie mouthed. “Are all cocks this big?”


   


  Blake and Tony exchanged smug looks - and they quickly fistbumbed.


   


  “All the good ones are,” Tony winked. “You’ve seen ours, now it’s time to show yours.”


   


  “I’m not done looking yet,” Julie said with a sly smile. She was examining every inch of their throbbing members, leaning in close to catch every last detail.


   


  Jealousy gripped my heart like an icy glove. She had never marveled at my cock like that - she was absolutely mesmerized. How did this happen? One moment we were out drinking.. And now she’s in her underwear, my roommates are naked, and their thick cocks are throbbing only inches from her face! What the hell happened in the past couple of hours?!


   


  Tony grabbed her hand and placed it on his swollen cock. “Here, feel it,” he said.


   


  “I shouldn’t,” she said, but she made no attempt to stop him. She wrapped her fingers around his hard member. Without being ordered to, she slowly started to jerk her hand up and down, her fingers running up and down his length.


   


  “I can feel it pulse,” she grinned, enthralled by the monster cock in her hand. Seeing she was game, Blake grabbed her other hand and placed it on his pole. She stroked both cocks up and down, her eyes shifting from one throbbing, hard cock to the other. She was like a kid in a candy-store, admiring the two poles.


   


  Not in a million years would I have imagined that Julie, my virgin girlfriend, would jerk off my two jock roommates while I was supposedly asleep in the other room! I couldn’t look away as Tony grabbed the back of her head and pulled her head closer to his cock. I knew what was about to happen - but I couldn’t turn away.


   


  Julie obediently opened her mouth and wrapped her red lips around the purple, engorged head of Tony’s cock. She flicked out her tongue, running it up and down the length of his cock. Tony grabbed the base of his cock and slapped the head of it against my girlfriends outstretched tongue.


   


  Blake joined in, and the two toned studs smacked their cocks against my willing girlfriend’s cheeks. She giggled as the two big cocks vied for her attention.


   


  I couldn’t take it anymore. I sprinted back to the bathroom, my stomach bubbling. I threw up in the toilet. How could this be happening? As hard as I tried to forget what I had just seen, the image of my girlfriend willingly wrapping her hot little tongue around Tony’s giant cock was burned into my retina. Every time I closed my eyes I saw it right in front of me, as clear as day. I would never forget that moment.


   


  I drank as much water as my body could stand at the moment. After ten minutes had passed, I had regained enough strength that I could once again walk. I tip-toed back to my room, eager to pass out once again and hopefully awake from this nightmare.. But the sounds I heard drew me back to the living room.


   


  “Oh yes, oh god, oh-mmmphhf!”


   


  I had to see what was happening. I crept to living room and peeked around the corner. I wish I hadn’t.


   


  Tony had Julie bouncing on his lap, while Blake had his big cock stuffed into her mouth. My knees wobbled and I had to grip the wall tightly. My Julie was being fucked - by my bully!


   


  She was still wearing that black lingerie - but her panties were pulled to the side. She was bouncing up and down Tony’s lap, facing away from him - giving me a straight, clear view of the penetration. His massive, thick cock plowed into her tiny, wet pussy, over and over again. She had taken the whole length of it inside of her - a fact that shocked me. Her eyes were closed, a look of pure bliss on her pretty little face.


   


  Meanwhile Blake was standing on the couch next to Tony, offering his manmeat to Julie’s wanton mouth - and she was eagerly sucking on his cock, his manhood muffling her erotic moans. He had his hand on her hair as he fucked her face, slamming his cock down her throat.


   


  I watched helplessly as these two muscled studs thoroughly fucked my lovely girlfriend from both sides, using her body for their pleasure.


  I ducked back into my room before they caught me staring - this was humiliating enough as it was. I laid down in my bed, darkness enveloping me.


   


  * * *


   


  I awoke startled.


   


  “Ah!”


   


  “Mmm, what is it baby?” A sleepy Julie asked me as she wrapped her arm around my waist, pulling me back into bed.


   


  “I had this.. Crazy dream,” I said.


   


  “Dreams are dreams,” she mumbled. “It’s early.”


   


  I looked at my girlfriend. Her blonde hair was tussled, a sleepy smile on her pretty face. This angel would never betrayed me. It must have been some alcohol-fueled nightmare.


   


  “I guess,” I said, lying back down in bed. Julie wrapped her body around mine, and I kissed the top of her head. A voice in the back of my mind told me to check her pussy for cum, but I pushed that thought out of my mind. What kind of insecure boyfriend would do such a thing?


   


  That morning I paid special attention to Julie, Tony and Blake, but there was nothing suspicious about their behavior. When I asked what happened last night they said they put me to sleep, had a nightcap and then called it a night as well. I studied their expressions like a hawk, looking for minuscule clues, knowing looks, anything that would give them away.. But I saw nothing.


   


  They made fun of me for being such a lightweight, and Tony said we were welcome to join them again next week. Before I had a chance to decline, Julie had already accepted, smiling brazenly at me. I tried to protest, but she shot me down.


   


  “We should get out more, Eric! It’s fun. Try not to drink so much this time,” she added with a wink.


   


  It was settled, we were going.


   


  * * *


   


  All week I was in turmoil. What had I really seen, and what had I imagined? I was so sure at first, but with every passing day, my doubt started to grow. I couldn’t make sense of it anymore. The black-out, the dreams, what I thought I saw.. It all started to run together. I was sure about one thing though: That Saturday I was going to stay sober.


   


  Unfortunately, that was a promise I couldn’t keep. Tony brought us a round of drinks - there wasn’t a question involved. I decided to nurse my drink for as long as possible, opting not to drown myself in my sorrow.


   


  I was sitting next to Julie at our table at the bar, while Tony and Blake sat across from us. They were chatting about the sports they both played, and Julie was firing questions at them at a rapid rate. I feigned interest, but honestly, I couldn’t care less.


   


  After I came back from the bathroom I was surprised to see Tony had taken my place - he was now sitting shoulder-to-shoulder with my girlfriend, as they talked softly to another.


   


  “What the hell?” I said.


   


  “Oh, hey Eric, I was just explaining rowing to Julie, I’m sure you don’t mind,” the jock grinned at me. Julie didn’t even glance at me - she was too busy ogling his biceps.


   


  “What’s there to explain, you row a fucking boat,” I grumbled as I sat down next to Blake.


   


  “Nobody likes a sore loser,” Blake said as he took a sip of his beer.


   


  Begrudgingly I listened in to Tony explain the intricacies of professional rowing to my girlfriend - who to my dismay seemed to hang on every word. Tony bragged about how demanding the sport was, showing off his large muscles.


   


  “It’s incredibly demanding, only the strongest make it to the team,” he said smugly, looking me dead in the eyes.


   


  I’d had more than enough. “Can we go home?” I chirped. “I can’t stand this bar.”


   


  Julie pouted. “You’re such a killjoy, Eric,” she moaned.


   


  “Fuck it, I’m out,” I said, slamming my beer down.


   


  “Hold on, hold on, we’ll go,” Tony said. “There will be no lovers quarrel because of me. Besides, I know a fun game we can play.”


   


  Once we got to the house, Tony revealed the game he had in mind: Strip poker. Julie’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree


   


  “No way,” I said right away. “No way!”


   


  “Come on,” Julie whined. “It’s just a game! This is part of the college experience!”


   


  “You’re my girlfriend for Christ’s sakes!”


   


  “Don’t you trust me?” She said with wounded eyes. Blake shook his head at me.


   


  “I’m sorry for causing a fight,” Tony said. “It was a bad idea. We can go do something else.”


   


  “No, we’re playing!” Julie said fiercely, grabbing the deck of cards. “And Eric can stay and play, or he can go to his little room, I don’t care.”


  Her attitude caught me by surprise. This wasn’t like her usual self.


   


  “Okay, okay,” I said. “We’ll play I guess.”


   


  There was no way I would leave her alone with these two studs - and I couldn’t forbid her from playing without acting like a giant tool and jeopardizing my entire relationship.


   


  Tony dealt us our cards and the game was on. Tony was the first to lose a hand - and he opted to take off his shirt, exposing his muscled frame to us. Blake followed his lead, showing off his washboard abs. Julie was next in line. I hoped that she would go for something cheeky like an earring, or a sock - but she was having none of that.


   


  She got up from her chair, doing a spin in front of us while she smiled devilishly. She offered her back to me.


   


  “Unzip me,” she said.


   


  “W-what,” I stammered.


   


  “Unzip me,” she said forcefully. It wasn’t a question.


   


  I realized I was fighting a losing battle. I thought that, if I was there, I could keep Julie from acting out, but now I saw how foolish I was. She was completely under my roommates spell, and my presence didn’t chance that.


   


  Obediently I unzipped my girlfriends dress, revealing her lingerie-clad body to my two jock roommates. She let the dress shimmer off her shoulders and drop to the floor. Underneath she was wearing pristine white lingerie - another set I had never seen before. I realized she bought it for tonight. Perhaps this had been the plan all along.


   


  She sat back down and dealt the next hand. A few hands later it started to dawn on me that all three of them were doing their best to lose as quickly as possible. Tony and Blake had stripped down to their boxers, meanwhile, I was still fully dressed. Julie was down to her bra and panties when she lost another hand.


   


  “What should I take of now?” She grinned.


   


  “Lose the bra,” Tony quickly said.


   


  I tried to intervene. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, guys,” I said weakly.


   


  “Okay, how about a lap dance instead?”


   


  Julie’s eyes lit up. She got up and strutted towards Tony, swaying her hips as she walked around the table. The small panties she was wearing had crept up her butt cheeks, exposing her luscious, round butt to my roommates. I swallowed, my mouth dry, as Tony slid his chair back and made room for my lovely girlfriend.


   


  “I don’t think..” I stammered, trying to stand up for myself, but no one was listening to me.


   


  Julie climbed on Tony’s lap, grabbing his hands and placing them firmly on her butt-cheeks. He squeezed her ass, his fingers digging into her soft skin. She started gyrating on his lap, grinding her crotch against his. I was painfully aware that only two thin layers of fabric separated Tony’s big cock from my girlfriends pussy.


   


  The bulge in his boxers was huge - and the head of his cock was poking out the top. The jock ran his hands up and down my girlfriend’s back, touching her soft skin, groping her many curves. In one quick movement he unhooked her bra, and Julie let it slide off her shoulders. His hands immediately went for her large, round breasts, squeezing them roughly. Julie threw her head back, moaning in ecstasy as Tony squeezed her tits right in front of me.


   


  “She’s really getting into it, huh,” Blake said as he nudged me. He was right. I watched breathlessly as my girlfriend gave Tony the lap dance of a lifetime. Blake was absentmindedly rubbing his own bulge - I had no doubt he was next in line.


   


  Tony moved his hands down to her ass, roughly yanking her panties to the side. Her pussy was dripping wet and slick with juices, and his fingers found his way inside of her cunt easily.


   


  “Damn, look how wet your girl is,” Blake said as we both watched Tony finger my girlfriend. They were both going to fuck her, like they did last week, only this time, they were not even bothering to be coy about it.


   


  My stomach was in knots as I saw Tony pull his boxers down to his ankles, his naked cock now rubbing against Julie’s wet folds. She slid her pussy up and down the length of his cock, making his pole slick and shiny. I couldn’t believe she would act so brazen, right in front of me.


   


  The unavoidable happened. Tony moved his hips, and suddenly, his thick cock slid all the way inside of her wet cunt.


   


  “Oh god!” She cried out, the pleasure tangible in her quivering voice. All pretense of a dance had now gone as Tony started jack-hammering his thick cock into my girlfriends wet cunt. He held her by her waist as he pounded all eight inches of his pole into her.


   


  “Yeah, fuck that slut, Tony,” Blake said lewdly as he rubbed his own cock.


   


  I was mesmerized. Tony, the guy who I hated more than anything, who had made my life miserable, had in the span of a few short weeks transformed Julie from my prim and proper virgin girlfriend into a nymphomaniac slut that was riding his cock in front of me. I was utterly defeated and humiliated, and all I could do was reach into my pants and jerk off as this stronger, better man fucked my girlfriend in ways I never had, or even could.


   


  “Oh, oh oh,” Julie moaned, her orgasm getting nearer. “Fuck me, Tony! Fuck me like you did last week!”


   


  I was stunned to hear those words. It hadn’t been a dream at all - it was the nasty reality. Blake wasn’t content to wait for his turn - he kicked off his boxers and took his place behind Julie. He grabbed her ass, spreading it wide open as he rubbed the head of his cock against her asshole.


  “Yes! Use me in all my holes!” Julie cried.


   


  Flabbergasted, I watched Blake push his thick cock into my girlfriends - virgin? - asshole. Julie moaned, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain, as the thick pole entered her tight ass. The two mates fucked her rhythmically, both cocks sliding in and out of her, like a well-oiled fuck machine.


   


  They used her body for their pleasure, driving both cocks into her, filling her up beyond her limits. She threw her head back in euphoria as the two studs fucked her to new heights, showing no signs of fatigue as they kept their insane pace.


   


  Julie’s body went limp as pleasure overwhelmed her, her body trembling and shaking as her orgasm wrecked her body, as the two thick cocks inside of her brought her indescribable pleasure. I had an obscene, downright vulgar view of the illicit fucking - I had a clear view of her two holes as the thick, veiny cocks slammed into her pussy and ass. I was angry, hurt, jealous - and surprisingly turned on. In a peculiar way I was happy see Julie getting pleasured so - I knew damn well I could never please a woman like these guys could.


   


  In unison, my two roommates came inside my girlfriend. Tony filled her used pussy with his cum, while Blake shot his load straight into her slick asshole. Julie moaned lewdly that she could feel their cocks throbbing and exploding inside of her, filling her up to the brim. They fired load after load of their sticky white cum into her.


   


  When Blake pulled out, her asshole was gaping and dripping with cum. She got off Tony’s lap, her pussy dripping as well, and she hobbled to the bathroom. I quickly went after her.


   


  “Are you okay?” I asked. A dumb question, but I didn’t know what to say.


   


  She held one of my shirts between her legs to soak up all the cum that was dripping out of her used holes. She moved it aside to show me her pussy. It was red and swollen, beaten up by Tony’s large cock. Cum was dripping out, sliding down her thighs. She smiled wickedly at me. “I’m more than fine, baby. Did you enjoy the show?”


   


  I swallowed, my mouth dry. I had no idea what so say.


   


  “Go to bed, I’ll be right there,” she said.


   


  I followed her command. I didn’t want to face my roommates, not after they just double teamed my girlfriend right in front of me, that’s for sure! I laid down in my bed and waited for her, quickly dozing off.


   


  * * *


   


  I awoke the next morning. Alone. As I ate my cereal, Blake joined me in the kitchen.


   


  “Morning,” he said. “Get a good nights sleep?”


   


  I murmured an evasive response.


   


  “I sure didn’t, Tony kept me up all night,” he yawned. “Some night though, huh?”


   


  I avoided making eye-contact, my eyes glued to my phone as I read the news. The peace was disturbed by the sounds of rhythmic thumping and bedsprings creaking. My palms got sweaty as I recognized what that was - Tony and Julie had just woken up, and they were having morning sex.


   


  I tried to ignore it, my face getting red, as Blake grinned at me from across the table.


   


  “They’re at it again. They’ve been at it all night, I couldn’t get a word in,” he gloated.


   


  Julie’s load moans bounced off the walls. “Oh, yes, oh Tony, fuck me, fuck my pussy!” She screamed at the top of her lungs. The sounds continued for over twenty minutes, until they finally stopped.


   


  My girlfriend - or was she Tony’s girlfriend now? - walked into the kitchen wearing only one of Tony’s shirt. She wasn’t even wearing panties - her naked ass and pussy were clearly visible.


   


  “Hi baby,” she told me as she kissed my cheek. I recoiled, the scent of sex all over her.


   


  “What’s wrong?” She said, her big blue eyes looking questioningly at me.


   


  “What’s wrong? What do you think!” I sputtered. “Y-you, you fucked Tony!”


   


  “Isn’t that what you wanted?”


   


  I was stunned. “Why would I want that?!”


   


  “I saw the way you looked at me last night. You didn’t say word, if I recall correctly. You loved watching me get fucked, didn’t you? Didn’t you?”


   


  My face turned as red as a beet as Julie questioned me. She grabbed my crotch, squeezing it roughly - and finding my cock hard and throbbing. Once again my penis had given me away.


   


  “Tony told me you were the type of guy who wanted to see his girlfriend get fucked by a big, manly stud,” she whispered into my ear as she gripped my cock. “I didn’t believe him at first, but every time he flirted with me, you got as hard as a rock.. And didn’t say a thing. So I let him fuck me, baby. I let him slide that big, hard cock into my untouched, unprotected little pussy, and he filled me upgood. I was doing it for you.. At first. But now, I can’t get enough. I’m addicted to his big cock, baby. I’m sure you understand, don’t you?”


   


  She had pulled my cock out my pants and was wanking me off as she told me this. I didn’t want to admit it - but my cock was throbbing, achingly close to orgasm.


   


  “I’m going to keep fucking him, every time that I can, and if you’re a good boy, you might get to watch. He promised me that he’ll share me with all his friends, and I don’t care, as long as he keeps fucking me. I’ll fuck anyone he wants me to. I’m his slut-girlfriend now.”


   


  I came. I came harder than I had ever done in my life, shooting my own cum all over my own stomach. Julie smiled wickedly, licking my cum off of her hands.


   


  That was the start of our new life. Every week Julie comes to visit, but she spends most of her time in Tony’s room. I can hear every moan, every creak of the bed. I cook dinner and do all the little jobs around the house, and if I did well enough, Julie shows me her freshly filled cunt sometimes. She promises me that if I’m nice enough, she might even let me eat Tony’s cum out of her sloppy pussy.


   


  I tried looking for a new apartment, but honestly, I never put much effort into it. I’m still deeply in love with Julie, and I live for the times I get to hear her get properly fucked..


   


  * * *


  Did you love The Boxer? Then you should check out My Wife, His Toy!
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  “She's your wife... but she's my toy.”


   


  Donald wants nothing more than to start a family with his hot young wife Mary, but when a test reveals he's infertile, his world comes crumbling down. Luckily, his fertile best friend Tony can solve all his problems - by knocking up his wife.


   


  Tony has lusted after Mary for years, but out of respect for his best friend, he has never made a move on her. But when Donald offers his wife to him, he can't resist turning the prim and proper housewife into his personal toy...


   


  Excerpt


   


  “Follow me,” she whispered as she led her husband upstairs.


   


  He threw her down on their marital bed, roughly yanking both of their clothes off. Donald was eager to re-claim his wife, prove his masculinity by fucking the everliving shit out of her. She wiggled her naked bottom at him, teasing him, daring him to roughly take her. He smacked her ass hard, the sound reverberating in the room, before he flipped her over, pushed her knees up to her chest and sunk his cock into her.


   


  Fueled by pure animalistic passion Donald slammed his cock into his wife, his mouth latching onto hers as her nails clawed at his back.


   


  “Fuck me baby, use me,” she moaned between strokes.


   


  Mary reached for the nightstand with one hand, and Donald knew exactly what this meant. She was reaching for her toy, for ‘Tony’, for the big, white cock that she loved teasing her husband with. The mere act of reaching for the stand made Donald’s blood run hot - he knew her hot moans, her teasing words about his best friend’s big cock were only moments away, and his cock swelled. He was close to cumming already.


   


  Suddenly, in a flash, everything became clear for him. Of course! It was all so simple.


   


  Their roleplaying, their sex life, their childlessness… all those problems could be solved by one simple solution.


   


  Ask Tony to impregnate Mary.


   


  That thought was so illicit, so naughty it made Donald’s head swim with emotions. Could he really him ask such a thing? Would he be on board?


   


  Mary slid the purple head of the toy into her waiting mouth, wrapping her thick lips around the engorged head. She stared her husband dead in the face, knowing damn well what kind of effect her teasing had on him. She saw a strange look on his face, like he just had an amazing idea.


   


  “What is it baby?”


   


  “I just had an idea,” Donald muttered, his cock still buried deep inside his wife’s wet cunt. As he looked down at the vision of beauty underneath him, he realized Tony could never say no. Mary was a blonde goddess, every man would be more than eager to fill her up with cum. If he vocalized his thought… he might never get the genie back into the bottle. His cock twitched with anticipation, eager to release its sweet juices.


   


  “Tell me baby,” Mary moaned, her voice raspy.


   


  Donald licked his lips. This was it. Jesus Christ.


   


  “We can get Tony to knock you up.”


   


  Mary’s eyes widened as her husband revealed his plan. He pushed forward as he talked, filling the young wife with his thick cock.


   


  “Oh God,” she moaned, lost for words. “You really want me to fuck his big tool?”


   


  “I want you to fuck him and his big cock, without protection. I want him to put a baby inside of you!”


   


  Mary wrapped her legs around her husbands torso, pulling him in closer. She fisted his hair, planting a firm, fiery kiss on his lips. Her body burned with desire, and every word that left Donald’s lips brought her closer to orgasm.


   


  “Will you do it for me, baby? For us?”


   


  “Uh-huh,” Mary nodded, a wicked smile on her lips.


   


  “I’ll fuck him baby. I’ll fuck your best friend. Bareback! For us! I’ll let him fill me up with that big, fat cock of his, I’ll make him cum deep inside of me, right in my pussy, until I’m pregnant with his baby!”


   


  Donald gasped for air as the sensations overwhelmed him. His wife embraced his dirty thoughts completely, and he was on the brink of unleashing an earth-shattering orgasm inside of her.


   


  “Do it baby, cum inside of me! Fill me up, just like your friend will!”


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


  Donald came hard, blasting his wife’s cunt full with his sperm. He collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily. Holy shit. Did that really just happen?


   


  The horny couple kissed passionately, getting lost in a sea of limbs and sweat as they cooled down. Mary stroked her husbands hair as she felt his cock slowly go softer inside of her.


   


  “Did you mean what you said, about Tony?” She asked. Instantly her husbands cock surged, giving her an answer.


   


  Maybe? I don’t know? Yes? Yes, I want my best friend to knock you up. Who says that? The whole proposition was insane, more than insane… but it was the only thing that made any sense to Donald. He was infertile, adoption was a long and expensive process, as was finding a donor and going the clinical route… while Tony was only a phone call away.


   


  “I want to raise a family with you, no matter how. And this makes sense, doesn’t it?”


   


  Mary’s heart fluttered as her husband basically gave her permission to sleep, nay, be impregnated by another man. Exploring this fantasy over the past few weeks had made her hornier than ever. Secretly she had always been curious about Donald’s best friend, but had pushed those thoughts far away. Now, with her husbands permission, they had been rekindled… with a passion.


   


  “I think you should give him a call.”


   


   


  Continue reading!
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