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      I’ve always been intrigued by frat parties. The sexual atmosphere, the feeling that everything goes, those unrestrained sexual impulses that lead to impromptu orgies and gang bangs…

      What would happen if you throw a married woman into that mix? One that’s happy in her marriage, but also curious about what she missed out. A married woman with a younger friend who knows the joy of sucking off three dudes in one night, one who tells her all her exploits, that awakens a deep, deep desire…

      That is the story you’re about to read.

      When you finished this tale, there’s a little extra story in the back for you to get lost in.

      Happy reading,

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

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

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

      “Isn’t she married?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      And would I be okay with it?

      That thought is both arousing and frightening.

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

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

      “What is the game?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “And what would be cheating?” I ask.

      My wife grabs my collars and whispers into my ear.

      “If she took her panties off.”

      Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Aroused?

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

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

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

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

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

      “Stay safe,” I whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      They all know my wife is a slut.

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

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

      “…Poker with the boys…”

      “…Grand prize…”

      “…Buy in is a cool 10k…”

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

      “It’ll be worth it, bro.”

      “Yeah, upstairs, in the game room.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      What’s the cock that will make her stray?

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

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

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

      The guy looks at me with a look of disapproval.

      “Buy-in?”

      “What?”

      “Get lost.”

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

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

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

      “10k? US Dollars?”

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

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

      Kimberly and Cindy.

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

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

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

      The bouncer gives me a pitying look.

      “That’s rough, dude.”

      “… So, let me in!”

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

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

      What if someone wins?

      What  exactly will their prize be?

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

      Kimberly. And Cindy. At the same time?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Not anymore.”

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

      I feel so bad I might just cry.

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

      “I do,” I say. “I do!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Without protection.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      This is turning into a free for all.

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

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

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

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

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

      Perhaps it is.

      “Oh fuck,” Eric moans.

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

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

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

      I still stand there. Frozen. Shocked.

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

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

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

      “Oh god,” she moans into my mouth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      I’ve never seen anything as slutty as this.

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

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

      I taste it.

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

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

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

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

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

      “Can you taste it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “You got it; usual bet?”

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

      “Is she an anal virgin?”

      All eyes turn to me.

      “Yes,” I say. “Yeah.”

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

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

      What a party this is turning out to be!

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

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

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

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

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

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

      What a fucking night.

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

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

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

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

      I turn to Cindy, and her face is perfect.

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

      The smell is overpowering.

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

      “I’m beautiful, aren’t I?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Finally going to take what’s mine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Damn…

      What a party!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Taken by the Bikers

        

      

    
    
      “Are you sure you want go in there?” I asked my wife Emma. “I’m sure we can find some other place down the road.”

      She flashed me her gorgeous smile. “Of course, silly, it’s just a bar!”

      We were standing in front of a rough-looking biker bar aptly named Big Jim’s Roadhouse. I wanted go anywhere but inside, but Emma had already walked in. There were countless Harley’s parked outside the door, and the sounds of laughter greeted us. Through the stained windows we could see that the place was filled to the brim with bikers.

      We didn’t have a lot of choice - we were lost and running low on fuel, without a gas station in sight. It had been Emma’s idea to go on a road-trip straight through the U.S. We veered off the beaten path and now we were lost, our phones were dead and we were running low on gas.

      This biker bar was, realistically, our only option.

      Still, I’d rather not go in. I didn’t like bikers at all, with their loud bikes and tattooed bodies. I preferred the quiet suburbs to the open road. Emma was not like me - her father rode a Harley as well. She had grown up with motorcycles all around her, so she didn’t fear bikers like I did.

      “Underneath that rough exterior they’re just regular folks, like you and me,” she’d say whenever the topic came up. “All that posturing is just because they’re insecure,” she’d laugh. “Trust me, I’ve met plenty of bikers, and once you get to know them, they’re the sweetest guys you’ll ever meet.”

      That may be so, but I never planned on getting to know any of them in the first place - but none the less I was about to get a crash course in motorcycle gangs.

      “I have to go to the bathroom, you go and talk to the barkeep, alright?” Emma had said as she ventured inside, not even bothering to wait for my answer. I took a deep breath, collected all my courage and followed her in.

      The first thing I noticed was the smell. The putrid stench hit me in the face like a baseball bat. It was an awful mixture of sweat, stale beer and nicotine. Classic rock blasted from the jukebox, the music almost drowned out by the rowdy bikers. The blue haze from cigarette smoke clouded the room.

      When we walked in the bar fell silent for a moment as everyone turned to us. Emma was wearing a baby-blue sun dress, while I was in khaki's and a button-up shirt. We sure as hell weren’t dressed the part.

      Emma skipped towards the ladies room as I cautiously approached the bar. Everyone turned back in their seat, eager to ignore us. The barkeep did not even glance at me as he polished some glasses. I patiently awaited my turn - but when some other guys ordered their drinks and were served right away, I realized he was straight-up ignoring me.

      “Excuse me, we're looking for the nearest gas station,” I tried to say, but the barkeep didn't even look at me. He just kept on serving the other patrons whilst ignoring me. I'm usually a very patient man, but I was starting to lose my cool. I looked over to my shoulder to see what was keeping Emma so long when I saw her chatting to a few bikers.

      Three bikers had crowded around her as they talked to her. They were standing a bit too close for my liking, and it seemed like one of them had his hand around her waist! My blood ran cold as I saw Emma laugh at their jokes, flashing them her gorgeous smile. Did she even realize she was the only woman in this bar, and that her niceness could be construed as flirting?! She was always a bit too trusting and talkative for her own good. She never realized when men were flirting with her - she just thought everyone was very friendly.

      It's her best and worst quality at the same time. I loved how outgoing she was, and how easy it was for her to make friends - but at the same time, it could annoy me to no end.

      She was talking to a tall and rugged biker wearing a leather vest. He was objectively the most attractive guy in the room, with his nonchalant black hair and broad shoulders. Emma laughed and touched his chest as she did so, making my stomach churn. I knew I had to nip this in the bud as soon as possible.

      Taking a deep breath I strode over there, doing my best to seem confident, even though all these men were quite a bit taller than me. As I got close, I heard the last few tidbits of their conversation.

      “...we ended up all taking turns with her in their camper as her man slept outside, none the wiser,” the dark and mysterious stranger said with a sly grin.

      “You're so bad,” my wife said as she grinned at him, fluttering her eyelashes.

      I tried to stand next to Emma, but she was sandwiched between two tough bikers.

      “What are you talking about?”

      Emma looked at me, and a flash of regret seemed to flash across her face... but it disappeared as fast as it appeared. Maybe I had imagined it?

      “Hi honey, this is Hammer, and that's Dirtbag and Gunner. They were just telling me about the street race they were heading off to!”

      ‘Hammer’, the tall and attractive man, shook my hand, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip. I tried to play it off like he didn't hurt me, but it was obvious he did.

      I wrinkled my nose. An illegal street race is the last thing I wanted to see at this point.

      “We should get going,” I said, trying to sound firm.

      Emma waved me away. “Non-sense! We just got here! This is why we came out here remember, to see something out of the ordinary. Have you ever seen a street race honey? Our friends are not going to believe this!”

      “They sure as hell won't”, Hammer grunted as he smacked my wife right on the ass. She yelped, her cheeks turning red as she swatted at his hand playfully, but she had a big grin on her face. It was clear she liked it.

      My mouth went dry as I stood there, flaccid, unable to stop this brute from groping my wife right in front of me. I was surrounded by tough and dangerous men on all sides. We made a huge mistake coming here.

      Hammer scraped his throat before assembling his crew.

      “Vipers, roll out!” He barked.

      All the bikers got up from their seats instantly and poured outside, climbing on their bikes and revving their engines, creating a wall of sound. The leader of the pack grabbed my wife's hand and led her outside. She followed him willingly, not even looking back to see my reaction. I was left frozen in place, not believing what had just happened. Suddenly I realized I was all alone in this bar, and with a car without any gas. If they were heading off, I'd be stranded here all alone while they did god knows what to my wife.

      I sprinted outside just to see Emma ride off on the back of Hammer's bike, her arms wrapped tightly around his waist. Her sun dress blew up as they drove off, exposing her white, round ass to all the bikers, causing them to cheer and roar with laughter. She was wearing a tiny red thong, so the cheeks of her ass were clearly visible.

      My own cheeks burned bright with humiliation as dozens of bikers saw my wife's ass. I ran up to 'Dirtbag', an overweight, bearded fellow, who was having trouble getting his motorcycle to start.

      “Please let met ride with you,” I asked him, but he paid me no mind, focusing his attention on his bike.

      “Come on man, let me on,” I pleaded.

      “Quit yer bitching,” he barked at me. He looked up at me and saw the discomfort written all over my face.

      “For godsakes, look at you, you sad piece of shit. Fine, hop on, but no holding on to me, you got that?!” He grunted, a threat clearly lingering beneath the surface.

      I thanked him profusely and hopped on back, holding on to the frame with all my strength. He got the motor to start, and we drove off, ten minuted behind the main group.

      My heart was pounding in my throat as we drove, and I held onto the frame for my dear life as Dirtbag sped down the winding country roads. I was wondering what Hammer was doing to my wife - why did she ditch me all of a sudden like that? I knew she was more adventurous than me and that she had a thing for bad boys - her ex-boyfriend had been a biker as well, but still... I didn’t see this coming.

      “Where are we going?” I asked Dirtbag.

      “You'll see,” was his cryptic response. We were driving down meandering roads, deep into the sticks. My anxiety was ramping up with every passing minute. Was Dirtbag even going in the right direction? Maybe he was driving me somewhere secluded where he could dump me, get me out of the picture... no one knew we were even here... we could vanish off the face of the earth and it would take ages for anyone to realize it...

      Right when I had convinced myself Dirtbag was going to kill me, we suddenly arrived at an abandoned airport. The other motorcycles were all there as well, all parked at the beginning of the strip. I breathed a sigh of relief, though I sure as hell wasn't safe yet. I hopped off the bike as soon as I could, marching towards the leather-clad group. I still had seen no sign of my wife anywhere. As I got close I could hear them cat-calling and hooting - not a great sign.

      The men had formed a circle, and I couldn't see what they had formed around. I tried to worm my way through the group, but there was no getting in - the men were way too strong for me.

      “Where's my wife?!” I shouted, my face burning bright red as I punched one of the men in the sides out of sheer frustration. He turned around, looking down at me, his eyes filled with disdain.

      “You want to see your bitch? She's right there,” he said as he grabbed me by the back of my neck. He lifted me from the ground effortlessly and threw me forwards. The group split open and I hit the asphalt with a big smack, knocking the wind out of me.

      I opened my eyes to see a pair of dainty feet standing right in front of me. The toes were painted a fiery red - the same color Emma loved. I looked up, my eyes traveling up the unclothed, feminine figure in front of me. Ankles led up to naked, unexposed, creamy thighs. A small, partially see-through, red thong was the only thing covering the pussy that was only inches from my face. The curves of her lips were clearly visible, the thin fabric clinging to her body.

      I looked up further and saw Emma's big brown eyes staring down at me, her eyes filled with desire. She had stripped down to her bra and thong, standing between two parked motorcycles, surrounded on all sides by rowdy bikers, leering at her nearly naked figure.

      “You’ve got to be careful honey, you tripped,” Emma said to me, her voice sweet and angelic. Did she not realize they did this to me?! Her eyes were glazed over with lust. It was as clear as day she loved the attention and danger she had gotten us into. She looked around the crowd, fully engrossed in the wanton game she was playing.

      I scrambled back to my feet, wiping my bloody nose with the back of my hand.

      “What are you doing?!” I stammered. “Have you lost your mind?!”

      “They asked me to be the flag girl,” she said, her voice a whisper, thick with passion. “We’re just having fun, baby,” she continued, ignoring my concerns.

      A strong hand pulled me back into the fold, away from my nearly naked wife.

      “Let's get this race started!” A low voice behind me yelled.

      I was pulled away as the men all took a few steps back. Hammer and another fellow I didn't know climbed on the two motorcycles, revving the engines. The bikers cheered them all on as Emma paraded in front of the two bikes, showing off her womanly curves. Her round, full breasts jiggled with every step, threatening to break free from their confinement.

      My mouth went dry as I watched how all of the bikers leered at her, watching her body like a hawk. I knew deep down in the pit of my stomach this was not going to end well for us.

      In lieu of a checkered flag, Emma decided to use her sun dress as a flag, playfully waving it around. “Are you rrrrrrrrrready?!” She yelled at the top of her lungs. “Go!”

      The bikes both left at the same time, tires screeching. Hammer grabbed Emma’s dress as he drove past her, yanking it out of her hands. It filled me with dread. There was no way we were ever getting that back. Emma just giggled like a schoolgirl, like these were just boys she was joshing around with, rather than a group of dangerous outlaws.

      This scene played out several times. There were ten or fifteen drag races, and Emma was the flag girl for every one of them, parading in front of all these men in just her undies. Hammer had hid her dress, so she had to use her hands to signal the start of the races. I actually feared she was going to take off her bra and use that as a flag, but luckily she didn’t take it that far.

      I wasn’t paying any attention to the races at all, I was just thinking about a way out. The bikers had driven us out to the middle of nowhere... we had to stay on their good side, and hope that they would take us back to the bar and the safety of our car. I’d just drive off as soon as possible, lack of gas be damned! We’d find some other bar down the road - Big Jim's Roadhouse couldn't possibly be the only place around.

      I was so lost in thought, I didn’t even realize Emma was no longer playing flag girl, and instead was sitting on Hammer’s lap. His arms were wrapped around her, his strong fingers digging into the naked skin of her sensitive thighs. The view made my blood run cold. He was whispering into her ear, his scruffy face buried in her neck. She had her eyes closed, a look of bliss on her face as she licked her lips. I had no idea what he was telling her, but he couldn’t be up to any good!

      I strode over to them, but the pair ignored me. I cleared my throat, and Emma lazily opened her eyes. She smiled up at me, though I felt like she was looking straight through me. Her mouth was hanging wide open, her breathing heavy. Her chest rose and down with every breath.

      “I think it’s time we went on our way,” I said as authoritatively as I could.

      Emma got up from Hammer’s lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She looked me deep in the eyes, a fire burning in her bright, brown eyes. Before I could speak she kissed me on the lips, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, surprised by her sudden passion. She grabbed my cock through my pants, squeezing my throbbing erection.

      “Do you love me?” She whispered into my ear as she nibbled on my earlobe. She pushed her pussy against my leg, and I could feel the intense heat radiating off her body. She was on fire.

      “Of course,” I said breathlessly. She was rubbing my cock through my pants, and I was close to orgasm. The intense humiliation she had put me through had made my cock as hard as a rock - there was no denying it. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but seeing all these burly men covet my wife... it made me anxious beyond belief, but it was also an immense turn-on. That is why I loved Emma so much - she always got me out of my comfort zone, pushing my buttons, and taking things beyond the limit.

      “Hammer wants to initiate me into their gang,” she whispered into my ear as her hand slipped into the front of my pants. She wrapped her fingers around my cock and squeezed it hard, causing an involuntary moan to escape my lips.

      “What does that entail?” I asked, my voice shaking with fear and excitement. I looked over her shoulder to Hammer - he was sitting lazily on his bike, staring at my wife’s round butt, a thick bulge clearly visible in his jeans. I realized Emma was grinding her barely-naked ass against that thick cock only moments before. That thought made my palms sweaty - but my cock throb even harder. Was Emma really asking for my permission to hand her over to a motorcycle gang?! It was ludicrous... and at the same time, strangely arousing...

      “You'll just have to find out,” my wife breathed into my neck as she softly bit me. I couldn't believe she was even considering something to lewd! I had no idea what Hammer had in store for her, but I could guess...

      I couldn’t believe her. She wanted to go with this, this… complete stranger? This tattooed, hard-bodied outlaw? Had she completely lost her mind?!

      I searched her eyes for answers, for some clue, but I found none. All I saw in her eyes was unbridled, uninhibited lust. Hammer had kindled an unquenchable fire inside of her.

      “Are you sure?” I stammered, searching for the right words. “We don’t have to.. We could..” My voice trailed off. I searched for the right words to sway her, to take her off this illicit path, but from the gleam in her brown eyes I could tell it was a senseless endeavor. She was under his spell, and she was going to surrender her body to him.

      She again pressed her lips against mine, her tongue darting into my mouth as she rubbed the growing bulge in my pants.

      “I want this baby,” she whispered into my neck. “I want to be initiated..”

      I could never say no to my Emma. I knew when we started dating she had an adventurous spirit, and the only way I could keep her was by letting her go sometimes. Maybe I had always known that a day like this could come, when her curiosity would got the best of her.. I just had no inkling it was going to be today!

      I glanced around the crowd and saw the men were all leering at my nearly naked wife, the hunger burning brightly in their dark eyes. What would they do to my wife, given the chance? I didn’t have to wait long to find out..

      “Alright lovebirds, time’s up,” Hammer yelled authoritatively. He grabbed Emma’s arm and yanked her away from me roughly, twisting her arm behind her back as he pulled her close. Emma squealed, but it was a sound of joy, not of fear.

      Hammer ran his hands up and down her body, staring me dead in the eyes as he roughly groped her firm, round ass. He was waiting for me to stop him, to put up a fight, but I just stood there. Limp. Flaccid. Unable to stop this biker from manhandling my woman. I knew when I was beaten, and I was outnumbered thirty to one.

      He grinned at me. He knew had me - he had us - right where he wanted us.

      “Time to ride, boys,” he shouted. “We’ve got ourselves a new initiate!” The men all headed back to their bikes, and a cacophony of sound enveloped the abandoned airport as thirty motorcycles rode off.

      Emma rode on the back of Hammer’s bike, still wearing nothing but her red lingerie. It was quite a sight.

      With a fearful lurch I realized I needed a ride back as well. I scanned the crowd for Dirtbag, panic settling in quick.

      Thankfully I spotted him after a fearful minute. Once again his bike refused to start. I again pleaded for him to take me along, and after promising I’d give him some money for gas he allowed to hop on.

      By the time we were finally underway the main group was already fifteen minutes away. My heart was going a million miles a minute - what where they doing to my wife? What did ‘initiate’ really mean, anyway? I heard stories, but… I didn’t want to think about anything too horrible, too obscene. They couldn’t really.. run a train on her, after all? That would be too much. That kinda thing only happened in movies, in stories, in backwater towns… with a sudden jolt of anxiety I realized we were in just that kind of backwater, run-down hick town that just might run a train on my prim and proper wife..

      I pleaded for Dirtbag to hurry up, but I was aghast to see him turn away from Big Jim’s Roadhouse and drive in the opposite direction.

      “What are you doing?!” I frantically yelled.

      “We’re going to get gas, remember,” he said with a smirk. He was playing me for a fool, getting me out of the way so my wife was at the mercy of the entire gang. And there was nothing I could do about it - except hop off a speeding motorcycle wearing khakis. Not an option.

      Dirtbag drove us to a gas station no more than ten minutes down the road. If only me and Emma had taken the right turn, if we had only been a little more patient, we would have ended up there as well. All of this could have been avoided… but it was too late for that now. Dirtbag took his sweet time filling up his bike before driving me back to Big Jim’s Roadhouse. By now Emma had been in there for half an hour, if not more, without me. My blood ran cold as I imagined what I’d find in there. Maybe, just maybe, she’d just get a tattoo or something… a little Viper on her shoulder. I could live with that.

      I hopped off Dirtbag’s bike and stormed into the biker bar. I expected to find it full of life - but it was completely deserted. Only the barkeep was there, dusting off some of his glasses.

      “Where is she?!” I barked frantically.

      He looked up, surprised to see me. When he recognized me I saw a glint of joy in his eyes - at my expense.

      “I don’t know what yer talking ‘bout,” he yapped.

      “My wife,” I yelled. “My wife! Where is she?”

      “I haven’t seen yer wife, sir,” he said with a shit-eating grin.

      I balled my fists in frustration. I wanted to pull this asshole over the bar and beat him to a bloody pulp for pulling my leg like this, but I knew I needed his help to find my Emma. I swallowed my pride and bit my tongue.

      “Have you seen a brown-haired woman with a group of bikers?”

      “Hm, now, I do remember a fine brunette… refresh my memory, what would she be wearing, this mystery girl?”

      He was milking this moment for all its worth, not content until I was completely humiliated.

      “Red lingerie,” I muttered, forcing the words out.

      “I’m sorry? I couldn’t hear ye.”

      “Red lingerie!” I yelled. “She was wearing red underwear, alright?!”

      “Hmmm,” the barkeep said as he twiddled his thumbs. “Can’t say I remember a brunette in red undies, no sir.”

      I threw my hands in the air out of desperation. Right when I was about to sink into a corner and wallow in my own misfortune, the barkeep spoke up… and only made things worse.

      “There was one other woman that came in here, ‘bout half an hour ago though,” he said slowly, knowing damn well the effects his words had on me.

      “She wasn’t wearing red though. No sir, that whore was as naked as the day she was born!”

      I could feel my heart sink into the pit of my stomach - a dark, black pit of anxiety and fear, growing larger with each passing second. It couldn’t be. My Emma, my love, my beautiful wife… naked, in a biker bar…

      “Where is she?!” I sputtered.

      “Oh, she’s in the basement, along with the other fella’s, getting worked over like a proper whore. But I don’t think-”

      I didn’t wait for him to finish. I ran towards the back, where I had seen a hatch that must lead to the basement. The barkeep tried to block my path but I pushed him aside, hopped up on adrenaline.

      I opened the hatch in the floor, and a winding, dark staircase greeted me… along with the disorderly, rowdy sounds of a gang initiation I was about to crash.

      Slowly, I descended down the dark staircase. My heart was beating in my throat as the boisterous sounds greeted me. Down the hall a small light escaped from a room, illuminating the dark and damp cellar. The air was moist and thick with anticipation. Sweat crept down my back as I walked down, each step giving off a loud creak, telegraphing my arrival… if anyone cared to listen.

      However, I was afraid no one was paying any attention to me at all, judging by the sounds that reached my ears. Besides the harsh sounds of men laughing and grunting, I heard the unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and a rhythmic thumping.

      That sound made my stomach churn. I knew deep-down what I was going to find there, but I had to see. I simply had to. I couldn’t leave my Emma alone, after all.

      I crept closer and closer, and the sounds got more clear with every passing step.

      “Look at her, she’s taking it all!” A deep voice grunted.

      “I knew she was a proper whore the moment I laid eyes on her,” a different voice muttered in response.

      “Hurry up, it’s my turn,” yet another voice barked.

      I rested against the wall, right besides the door opening. I wanted to look, but I needed to gather my courage first. I was so close I could smell them. The stale odor of beer, mixed with sweat and leather. And, the unmistakable scent of sex.

      I now heard a female voice grunting in unison with the group of men, her frail voice nearly drowned out. Her voice sounded muffled, like she was being smothered by something large. I had heard that labored breathing before - I could recognize it everywhere.

      That was the sound of my wife, my lovely Emma, as she approached orgasm. She would bite down on her bottom lip and suck in air between her teeth right before her orgasm hit her. I loved that sound, it was our thing.

      And now I was hearing it, only she wasn’t with me. She was in the other room with god-knows how many outlaws.

      I balled my fists and turned the corner, ready to fight for my woman if need be. Nothing could have prepared me for what I found there. Nothing.

      It was worse than I had imagined it would be. I had thought there maybe would have been three, maybe four bikers, orderly taking their turn with my bride. Surely this was not what I was hoping to find, but, maybe we would have kept some semblance of self-respect.

      Instead, Emma looked like a total whore. She was drenched with cum from head to toe.

      Her red lingerie was gone, ripped from her body. She was stark naked, lying down on a dirty mattress in the center of the room. She was surrounded on all sides by men, as naked as she was. Their bodies were nearly entirely covered by tattoos.

      Emma was drenched in seed. Her make-up was smeared, big goblets of seed dripping down her cheeks and onto her chest. Her full, round breasts were red and bruised. What surprised me most was the big smile on her face as she looked down at the biker between her legs, her eyes fixed on the giant pole sliding into her. I had expected to find her crying, overwhelmed with regret and despair, but it couldn’t be further from the truth: She was loving every debased second of this gangbang.

      I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t move a single muscle in my body. I wanted to fight, to rescue her, but my body simply refused. I was too gobsmacked. Limply I stood there, watching Hammer slide the entire length of his massive cock into my wife’s well-fucked pussy. Her lips stretched to accommodate his size easily, revealing that he wasn’t the first biker-cock she had taken down there.

      Emma closed her eyes and let out a low, guttural moan, confirming once again that Hammer was giving her innumerable pleasure.

      I couldn’t look away. My eyes were glued to his thick pole, to the veins on his throbbing hard cock as it filled my wife in ways I never could, giving her wave after wave of pleasure.

      He pulled his cock out all the way, so only the big purple head remained inside of her wet cunt. He looked over his shoulder at me, a grin on his face as he suddenly slid forward - burying that large cock of his in my wife all the way to the hilt. I’ll never forget the sound she made: a moan of pure pleasure, animalistic and raw. It was a sound I had never heard before. I was faced with the realization I had never truly pleased my wife, I hadn’t fucked her the way these studs could. I couldn’t measure up - literally.

      “Move over whiteboy,” a deep voice said behind me.

      Before I had chance to react I was brushed aside by the biggest and blackest man I had ever seen. I nearly tripped as I stumbled to the side. I glanced up at the ebony rock that had just brushed me aside like I was as light as a feather.

      The ebony stud was almost 7 feet tall, and pure muscle. I had never seen a man so big and strong before. And, to make my day even worse, he was completely naked. His thick cock swung between his legs, the head almost reaching down to his knees.

      “Move,” he grunted to Hammer.

      Hammer quickly pulled out and moved away. I thought Hammer had been the leader of the pack, but it turned out this giant of a man was the real alpha male.

      Emma stared at the man’s oversized cock, her eyes as big as saucers. The black man grabbed her hands and wrapped them around his black pole. He was so thick her hands barely fit around his cock.

      “You’ve ever seen a cock this big?” He said to her. She shook her head no, the shock registering all over her face.

      The man reached down and violently squeezed her breasts, tugging at her nipples. Emma moaned lewdly in response like a bitch in heat.

      “Bitch, I asked you a question,” he barked.

      “No, I have not,” she said. “I’ve never seen a cock so big.”

      “Bigger than your husband?” He said, motioning to me.

      Emma turned and looked at me. She had been so absorbed by cock she had not seen me yet. At first she just looked surprised, like she didn’t expect me around, before her expression turned into a loving smile.

      “Much bigger,” she said finally, her eyes shifting back to the black man’s monstrous cock.

      “Do you want it inside of you?” The stranger continued.

      She nodded her head. “I do.”

      “Spread your legs, slut.”

      Without hesitation Emma pulled her knees up to her waist, holding them with her hands, so her well-fucked pussy was spread open for the black bull.

      I could see how her lips were red and swollen, eager for more cock.

      The man lined up the purple head of his cock with her wet cunt, sliding it up and down her folds, getting the head slick with juices.

      Emma moaned with each touch, the pleasure building up inside of her. Being taken so rough, being used as an sexual object for all these men was nothing short of a wish come true for my slutty wife - I had never known she had such a naughty, kinky streak.

      Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the black man slid the head of his cock into my wife’s waiting pussy. She moaned and writhed as her pussy stretched to accommodate his large size. I thought there was no way her pussy could take such a large cock - but once again, I was wrong.

      The black stud took his time, letting her adjust, spreading the walls of her pussy with his thick girth, and slowly but surely, worked inch after inch of his big black cock into her.

      I was amazed to see he had slid into her entirely - that massive, black cock was now completely inside my wife!

      “Oh god,” Emma grunted, as she was overwhelmed by the large black cock filling her in ways she had never thought possible.

      The black man smiled from ear to ear, bearing his white teeth. He looked over his shoulder at me. I was still frozen in the same spot, unable to speak, unable to move away as this black stranger dominated my wife. When he saw I was not a threat, he turned his attention back to my wife. He leaned down real close, until his face was only inches from hers.

      “Are you property of Big Jim?” He grunted into her ear, right as he delivered a powerful thrust with his strong hips.

      “YES,” Emma screamed at the top of her lungs - making my blood run cold. Apparently this giant of a man was the Big Jim, of Big Jim’s Roadhouse, the very bar we were in.

      “Again!” He demanded as he pounded her with his massive cock.

      “I - oh! - am - ah! - your - ugh! - property!” Emma exclaimed, lost in the throes of passion.

      Big Jim wrapped one of his hands around her neck, holding her tightly and cutting off her air supply as he fucked her relentlessly. Emma moaned like a whore as this giant ravaged her body, taking her for his own, claiming my wife’s body.

      It was hard to believe how easily she gave herself to him, how quickly she surrendered her body - which belonged to me - to this rabble, these outlaws. I knew things were never going to stay the same again..

      “I’m about to blow inside ya, bitch,” Big Jim groaned as he slammed his cock all the way inside of her.

      I was horrified to see Emma wrap her legs around his waist and pull him in closer.

      “Do it,” she panted. “Cum inside me! Fill me up, Big Jim! Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked!”

      She needn’t tell him that twice. He held her down with his powerful arms as he pounded her relentlessly, slamming his body into hers with full force. His large frame dwarfed hers - his black skin contrasted with her pale, white beauty. I had never seen anything like it.

      “Here it comes!” He grunted. “Yes, yes, YES!”

      “Oh god, yes, do it, oh god!”

      “YES!”

      Big Jim gave one hard, final thrust before he unleashed a massive orgasm inside of my unprotected wife. He shot load after load of his virile, white seed into her fertile womb. His body trembled and his giant tennis-sized balls contracted as they fired wave after wave of cum into my young bride.

      I had been absentmindedly fondling my own, much smaller, cock through my jeans as I watched this brute fuck my wife blind. The image of him orgasming inside of her, the way she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him, coaxing every last drop of his cum out of him, sent me over the edge. I came on the spot, right there in my jeans, as this giant black stranger filled Emma to the brim with his cum.

      Big Jim pulled out, satisfied with using my wife’s body for his own pleasure. When he did, his cock left my wife’s cunt with a big plop. Cum started dripping out, running down her thighs and pooling between her legs. He must have shot a fire hose off inside of her - cum was positively running out of her.

      Emma looked down at the mess between her legs with wild, open eyes, as if she herself couldn’t believe the large load she had just received. To my shock she reached down, dipped her fingers in - and tasted it.

      “Get my tools,” Big Jim said with an authoritative grunt. Immediately some goons scrambled away. I was puzzled - they had done their worst, couldn’t they let us leave in peace? But the fun had only just started..

      A few seconds later, one of the goons handed Big Jim a metallic, gun-shaped object. It took a second for me to realize what it was, but then it clicked: it was a tattoo machine!

      Big Jim was standing there, naked, his body glistening with sweat, illuminating every muscle in his giant body, holding that tool in his hand.

      Emma looked up at him with a sense of adoration in her eyes, like this man was some kind of god. She bit her bottom lip as she stared at his massive cock, hanging limply between his legs. Even flaccid his cock was bigger than mine ever was! It was clear her hunger for cock hadn’t been stilled..

      “You’re property of Big Jim now,” the black man said to her - and me as well. “I’m going to give you the mark to prove it. Spread your legs.”

      Emma glanced at me, unsure. I shook my head no. Seeing my wife being fucked, filled with cum, and used like a common whore was bad enough - I didn’t want a tattoo to remind me of it the rest of my life!

      Emma turned her head back to Big Jim, and his massive cock… and she nodded her head, spreading her legs for him.

      “No!” I yelled, and I charged forwards, my vision turning red. I hadn’t even taken a single step before a blow to my stomach made me kneel over, and crumple into a heap on the floor. I looked up to see Hammer standing over me - naked still as well, my wife’s juices still glistening on his manhood. He shot me a threatening look, and I curled up, realizing my defeat. I was no match for these men.

      I heard the unmistakable, instantly recognizable sound of a tattoo needle being turned on. I will never forget that sound, the sound of my wife being marked for life.

      “This will sting a bit,” Big Jim chuckled as he lowered the needle. The next moment the silence was broken by my wife’s piercing scream as the needle broke her skin.

      I glanced up to see what was happening, but I couldn’t see past Big Jim’s lumbering frame. He was working somewhere between her legs.

      “Shut her up, will ya,” he grunted towards Hammer with a chuckle.

      “Sure thing,” Hammer said as he walked up to my wife. Without missing a beat he stuffed his dirty cock into her mouth, muffling her screams. To my surprise it even worked - her cheeks turned hollow as she sucked on the biker’s cock with all her strength, focusing her attention on the cock that, moments earlier, had been inside her cunt, rather than the needle painting her skin.

      This continued for ten or twenty minutes - I couldn’t keep track of time, I wasn’t in a right state of mind - until Big Jim shut the machine off.

      “There, thing of beauty, that is,” he laughed. He turned around to face me. “Want to admire my handy-work? You’re going to look at it for the rest of your life, might as well, huh, ya poor bastard.”

      He took a step to the side, and what I saw blew my mind.

      He had tattooed “BIG JIMS CUNT” right above her labia in big, Gothic, gang-style letters. Her pussy was forever ruined - every time I saw it, I would now be reminded of his giant black cock penetrating her tight, wet cunt.

      He saw the shock on my face, and laughed heartily.

      “Don’t be so worried, ya big stiff. You’ll learn to love it. Now, how about a big send-off?”

      All the men stepped forwards and formed a semi-circle around her, like they had rehearsed this countless times before. I was dragged forwards and forced to my knees, my face only a few inches away from my wife’s red and swollen pussy.

      “Watch this, bastard,” Big Jim told me as he gave a few tugs on his massive, black cock. As if on command, it suddenly exploded once more, shooting rope after rope of pearly white strands of cum. He shot his load right over the fresh tattoo, covering her wet labia with his seed. I was so close I could smell the pungent, bitter smell, and a few drops even splashed on me.

      One by one all the other men in the room followed his lead, jacking themselves off on my wife’s helpless body. They came on her pussy, on her tits, on her face - every inch of her body was drenched with cum. I was forced to watch every ejaculation, to watch every inch of skin being doused with seed, to see it roll of her tits and drop onto her stomach in big glops, to see the cum slide into her gaping open pussy, and pool inside of her cunt.

      Emma had her eyes closed, a blissful smile on her lips as she let the men cum on her, one after another. She was loving every second of this.

      When the last men had shot his load on her, the tattoo wasn’t even visible anymore. It was covered by load after load of cum. Right when I thought the ordeal was over, Big Jim grabbed me by the back of my neck.

      “Give your lovely wife a kiss, white boy.”

      He pushed my head forward, right into her sloppy, messy pussy. I tried to struggle, but it was no use - Big Jim was at least ten times as strong as I was. He pushed me in deep, burying my face in her wet cunt. As soon as my lips touched her wet pussy, a strange lust overtook me. This was still my wife, and I still loved her with all my heart - nothing had changed, as far as I was concerned. Not to mention this extreme humiliation had given me one of the strangest erections of my life. This caused me to go to town on her sloppy cunt: I licked and sucked with abandon, worshiping her used pussy, licking it all over and pushing my tongue as far into her as possible. Emma moaned, and grabbed the back of my head, pushing me in further.

      “That’s it baby,” she moaned. I was glad I could still pleasure her - I could never measure up to Big Jim.

      She smothered me with her cream-filled pussy as I licked her to orgasm. Her entire body trembled as she came, waves of pleasure extending from her core to every inch of her body.

      I stumbled backwards, gasping for air and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I looked around, and was surprised to see we were all alone in the dank basement. The men had ventured out as I was orally pleasuring my wife.

      Finally, Emma seemed to return back to earth, leaving the sexual high she had been on behind. She looked at me differently, a look of sorrow in her beautiful face.

      “I’m so sorry,” were the first words out of her mouth. I shut her up by kissing her deeply. She tried to push me away to finish apologizing.

      “I don’t know what happened, what came over me… one moment we were just talking, and then I was just dancing, and suddenly I was on my knees, and… I don’t know what to say…”

      “It’s okay,” I comforted her. “Let’s just get out of here.”

      I tried to find her clothes, but they were nowhere in sight. We had to leave the bar stark naked and dripping with cum.

      I helped her up the stairs - her knees were weak. Luckily the bar was empty, except for the smirking barkeep. Our car was right where we left it - and to my surprise, there was a can of gas standing next to it. The bikers where nowhere in sight, they had already ridden off.

      I filled up the tank and we drove away as fast as we could. Emma and I were silent for an hour as we drove, each of us processing the events in our own way.

      Emma was still naked, and she made no attempt to cover up. On the highway, a few trucks honked at her, glad to see her showing it all. Emma laughed, and I was happy to see her smile.

      “Look at me,” she said. “Naked on the highway, covered from head to toe in cum… do you think anyone will believe us back home?”

      “No, never,” I laughed. “Never!”

      I saw her hand had slid between her legs, and she was rubbing her slit up and down.

      “I can’t believe that really happened…”

      My own cock was achingly hard as I watched her re-live the events, the brazing horniness once again taking hold of her.

      She looked at me, a fire burning in her eyes. She spread her legs, and my eyes were drawn to her hot, tattooed cunt.

      “Do you want me to show off Big Jim’s Cunt?” She said, her voice low and animalistic.

      I grabbed her hand and put it on my crotch, to let her feel my hard erection. She didn’t need to be told twice.

      She pulled my cock out and got on her knees, taking my cock deep into her mouth. She wiggled her naked, wet cunt in front of the passenger door window - every one who drove by would see her spread out, naked, hot, wet, dirty, tattooed and cum covered cunt!

      I fucked her face hard as I saw a trucker pull up next to us. He honked appreciatively, and I saw him signal to me to pull over at the next stop - no doubt because he wanted to deposit a load inside my wife’s used cunt.

      “How about it, baby? Ready for a truck-stop gangbang?”

      The affirmative moan Emma made was enough to send me over the edge and fill her mouth with cum - and then signal back to the truck that we were game… this was turning out to be one hell of a vacation!
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      Thank you for reading! I hope you had a blast.

      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? Just click the following link:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you for supporting an independent author.

      Much love,

      Emilia.
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