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  Preface


   


  Ever dated a lifeguard?


   


  Can you imagine your wife or girlfriend wearing nothing but a skin-tight bathing suit all day long? Her body will hold no secrets from every man she works with, who are all as fit and toned as she is…


   


  I imagine all the lifeguards get real cozy together, and when they party, things can get a little wild…


   


  Happy reading,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  Taken at the Pool Party


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Chapter 1


   


  “I’m so glad you could make it!”


   


  Alex greets my girlfriend with three kisses on her cheeks and gives me a firm handshake. He’s shirtless, only a pair of swim trunks adorning his bronzed, muscled frame.


   


  “We would never miss your birthday party,” Leah answers.


   


  Alex’s pool party is a crowded affair. I count over thirty people, in various states of (un)dress, though they all have one thing in common: Beach ready bodies. The men are broad-shouldered and tan, while the girls are slim and fit. As a med student I spend more time studying in the library than hitting the beach, so I’m not quite as buff. Scrawny and pale is a more fitting description.


   


  Leah grabs my hand and leads me in. “Come, let me introduce you,” she smiles.


   


  This is her crowd. Most of them are her colleagues (she works as a lifeguard down at the beach) or their friends. She introduces me to a whole slew of people, and I struggle to remember all of their names. There’s Clint, Vincent, Sam, Max, Penny and Haley. I put on my friendliest face and shake their hands.


   


  “How about getting me a drink?” I ask my girlfriend. I’m in desperate need of libations if I’m going to socialize with a bunch of jocks all day.


   


  “Sure thing, babe,” she answers, handing me her purse. “Hold on to this, please, I’m hitting the pool right after!”


   


  She lifts her flowery sundress over her head and hands it to me, revealing her bikini-clad body. I pick my jaw up from the floor. She looks absolutely stunning, the bright pink piece of cloth hugging her full tits and round ass tightly. Practically nothing is left to the imagination.


   


  This doesn’t go unnoticed. All the guys howl like wolves, joking about her perfect hourglass figure. Leah pretends to blush, but I see from her wide smile she loves the attention.


   


  In my ignorance I thought she’d wear a bathing suit, like she does at work. I knew that there’d be swimming – it’s a pool party after all – but I never expected all of my girlfriend’s assets to be on display. I feel a pang of jealousy, like a strong knot in the pit of my stomach. It’s not the first time, either. It comes with the territory of having a smoking hot girlfriend.


   


  I stuff her dress into her purse, feeling like a right buffoon as I stand there.


   


  Leah wanders into the house, and every male eye at the party follows her bouncing bubble butt. I feel a little proud of that fact, and it helps to still my jealousy. Yes, she’s an absolute stunner – but she’s with me. Every guy here wishes they could hit that, but I’m the only guy who is.


   


  I’m quite used to guys checking her out, though they rarely do it so brazenly in front of me. Leah’s got an Instagram account filled with selfies, most of them in her bathing suit, and she’s got thousands of admirers. Some of my friends have given me some shtick for it, but it’s her body. She’s free to do what she wants with it. That’s the way I see it.


   


  In fact, I fell for her because she’s got such a free spirit. She’s majoring in art, and her care free attitude is what draws me to her. As a med student I’m always under pressure. I always have deadlines, internships to apply for, textbooks to memorize, tests to study for. It’s a never-ending hamster-wheel. I have to perform every single day.


   


  Leah is the exact opposite. She lives from day-to-day, like a ship that goes wherever the wind may take it. It may sound like a strange combination, but it works for us. She helps me unwind and cut loose, while I help her focus and think about the future.


   


  “Here, babe,” Leah says as she hands me an ice-cold beer. It goes down smooth.


   


  “Are you joining me in the water?”


   


  “Nah, go ahead,” I answer. “I’m just going to hang back a bit.”


   


  “Your loss,” she says.


   


  She cannonballs into the water, creating a big splash that washes over Alex. When she comes up out of the water her top is skewed, and the side of her boob is showing. My heart leaps into my throat. Fortunately, she adjusts it before anyone notices – I think.


   


  Alex jumps in the water after her. He grabs her head and dunks it under water in revenge. They play-fight, and my stomach feels funny as I watch this stud manhandle my girl in the water. I can’t tell what their hands are doing underwater, but based on Leah’s constant giggling, he’s certainly doing something.


   


  I walk over to Vincent and Max, eager to get my mind off Alex and his tanned, buff body. They’re talking about muscle cars, and I nod along.


   


  “Harvey, right?” Vincent asks, trying to include me in the conversation. “Tell me, what’s a smart guy like you doing with a girl like Leah?”


   


  I’m not sure if he’s calling me a nerd or Leah a ditz, but I chose to ignore the implied insult. I shrug, putting on a goofy smile. “Leah’s great, I say.”


   


  The two guys look over my shoulder, and I follow their eyes. To my surprise my girlfriend is now sitting on Alex’s shoulders in the water while she’s splashing Penny, who is sitting on Sam’s shoulder, with water. They’re obviously quite comfortable with each other, and I feel that same knot in my stomach again.


   


  “Leah’s certainly something,” Max says with a cocky smirk.


   


  I excuse myself and head inside to get another beer. The two guys five me a strange vibe, as if they know something I don’t. I blame it on my own jitters – I’m not great at parties.


   


  I am in no way prepared for what I encounter in Alex’s living room.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 2


   


  I grab myself a beer and stroll around for a bit, trying to get my mind off Alex manhandling my girl. I stumble upon a group of girls, wearing nothing but bikinis, playing Twister in the living room. Clint is controlling the board, and rather than spin the wheel, he just names the colors that puts the girls in the most compromising position possible.


   


  I recognize Manu and Haley among the girls. They’re both bent over the waist, their arms and legs spread wide. Manu, who is dark-skinned, is facing away from me, her yellow-bikini bottom pulled all the way inside the cheeks of her ass.


   


  I can clearly see the bump of her camel-toe inside her shorts, and I feel the blood rising to my cheeks. Rather than be embarrassed about her predicament, Manu seems to enjoy the attention. She shifts her weight from one foot to the other, making her curvy thighs and ass bounce to the beat of the music.


   


  Blood rushes to my cock as I watch Manu’s ass jiggle from only a few feet away. I’ve met her before as she’s one of Leah’s colleagues, and I thought she was a classy girl. Now, as I watch her shake her ass for a room full of guys who are cheering her on, I realize I don’t know anything about Leah’s work place.


   


  Are all her work-parties this raunchy? Is this normal?


   


  I’ve certainly never seen anything like this in med-school. We’re all too swamped with our course-loads to party it up – at least I am.


   


  Haley is in the same pose as her friend, only she is facing me. Gravity is doing its work, and her full, double D breasts are spilling out of her top. I have a clear view of her pink areolas and puffy, stiff nipples. Rather than cover up she throws her long, blonde hair back so all the men can get a better view of her chest. She catches me staring and flashes me a naughty smile, and my face flushes red with embarrassment.


   


  I’m conflicted. I can’t tear my eyes away, but I also feel quite jealous. Is this what Leah gets up to when I’m not around?


   


  Clint hands me the game-board. “Take this, I’m hopping in,” he says as he gets up. He grabs Manu’s sides and lewdly starts to gyrate his hips against her ass. The large bulge in his swim trunks is painfully obvious, and he presses it against her behind. Instead of being mad about this, Manu bursts out laughing and pushes back, rubbing her caramel-colored ass against his hard cock.


   


  I can’t believe what I’m watching. In my world that’s borderline sexual harassment, but for this crowd it’s business as usual.


   


  I hand the game-board to a random face in the crowd as I make my way outside. I have to find Leah. I’m in way over my head here. My heart leaps into my throat as I scan around for her. I don’t see her. Every second that passes my anxiety ramps up, until I feel the sweat gushing down my back.


   


  “Hi you.”


   


  I turn and bump right into my girlfriend. She looks up at me with a quizzical grin.


   


  “Are you alright?” Leah asks.


   


  She’s nursing a drink, standing in front of me like nothing is amiss. I suppose nothing truly is amiss. What am I supposed to say? We have to go, people are playing Twister!


   


  “I’m… fine,” I say. “Where were you?”


   


  “I’ve been right here all along,” she says. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


   


  “I’m fine,” I repeat. “It must be the heat or something.”


   


  “Stay hydrated,” Leah says. “You’re at a party full of lifeguards, you’ll be fine.”


   


  That’s the part that worries me.


   


  “Are all the parties like this?” I ask.


   


  Leah shrugs. “I guess. What do you mean?”


   


  “Inside, Manu and Haley are playing Twister, and…” I say, my voice trailing off.


   


  Leah bursts out laughing. “Let me guess, those two are slutting it up in there?”


   


  My cheeks burn red, and I feel like a prude. “You could say that,” I say, scratching the back of my neck.


   


  “They never change,” she answers, shaking her head.


   


  Aren’t those two you best friends though…?


   


  “Wait, are you worried now that I’m like those two?”


   


  “Maybe,” I answer reluctantly. You got me.


   


  Leah puts her hands on her hip, a frown on her beautiful face. “Baby,” she chastises me. “You know I’d never do anything like that. I’m your girlfriend. What kind of girl do you think I am?”


   


  “Well, you were getting quite cozy with Alex in the pool.”


   


  It slips out before I can stop myself, and instantly I realize I fucked up. Leah’s frown turns into a furious scowl, her eyes shooting fire.


   


  “Alex’s is my friend, who I’ve known longer than you,” she snaps. “If you want me to choose, then, then… you know what, I’m done,” she says. “I’m here to have fun, and all you’ve done so far is mope. Come find me when you’re done acting like a jealous child.”


   


  She storms off, leaving me standing there alone, confused and embarrassed. Everyone overheard her outburst, and all around me people are snickering and staring at me. This day can’t get any worse… or could it?


   


  I flee into the kitchen to grab myself another drink. Lord knows I need it. I find Vincent and Max there, messing around with a beer bong.


   


  “Hey Harvey, come hit this shit!” Vincent bellows.


   


  Fuck. Might as well. I grab the end of the tube and place it at my lips. The two jocks cheer me on as they pour a copious amount of beer into the funnel. It cannonballs straight down my throat. I chug as much of the stuff I can before I gag, the tube slipping out of my mouth, a whole load of beer spilling all over me. My throat burns.


   


  “Rookie,” Max laughs.


   


  “Don’t listen to him, you did great,” Vincent says, smacking me on the shoulder.


   


  I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, staring in disgust at my soaked clothes. How the hell did I get myself here? This was supposed to be a relaxing party for the two of us, and I managed to piss Leah off, and now I got myself covered in beer like a freshmen.


   


  The alcohol does its work, and within seconds I feel comfortably numb – with a side dish of nausea. Burping and stumbling I make my way outside, ignoring the snickering laughs of Vincent and Max. My mind is cloudy, but I have one goal.


   


  Find Leah.


   


  I don’t see her anywhere in the crowd, but luckily, I bump into Manu. I grab her by the shoulders. “Where’s Leah?” I slur.


   


  I think I detect a look of pity in her hazelnut brown eyes, but I can’t be too sure, as everything is a little blurry all of a sudden.


   


  “Are you alright, hun?” She asks. “You’re looking a little pale.”


   


  “I’m f-fine,” I answer, accidentally burping halfway through my sentence. My stomach violently disagrees with the liters of alcohol it suddenly has to deal with. “Have you seen Leah?”


   


  “She’s outside,” she answers, pointing me in the right direction. “Maybe you ought to sit down for a bit, though?”


   


  “Thanks.” I push my way outside. Manu tries to grab my arm, but I yank myself free. There’s a whole throng of people obscuring my view, and I boorishly force my way through.


   


  Once I see what they’re all staring at I come to a dead stop.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 3


   


  A large slip and slide adorns the yard. Clint and Sam hold bottles of baby-oil that they spray all over the plastic sheet. Alex speaks to the gathered crowd like a ring master, his arms spread wide.


   


  “Put your hands together for LE-AH!” He says, and all around me, everyone puts their hands up and cheers. I feel a little sick.


   


  Leah waves at the crowd, a big, happy grin on her face. She’s still wearing nothing but her tiny pink bikini. The slim piece of cloth barely contains her full breasts and round ass. The discomfort in the pit of my stomach gets kicked up another notch, but I can’t look away.


   


  She runs – her breasts jiggling furiously – and dives forward, onto the plastic sheet. She slides across, her momentum carrying her forward, while the crowd cheers her on. Clint and Sam spray her nearly-nude body with baby oil as she passes.


   


  Her bottoms are wedged up all the way inside the crack of her ass, her round, firm cheeks completely exposed to the entire party, as if she was wearing nothing but a thong. To my horror her top is skewed as well, her perky tits hanging out for everyone to see. She doesn’t realize this for a good thirty seconds, much to everyone’s amusement but my own.


   


  I feel so jealous and humiliated my entire body trembles. Everyone – all of my girlfriend’s colleagues and friends have seen her as good as naked.


   


  All because I got jealous and drove her away. My skin prickles with heat, sweat gushing out of every pore of my body. I want to do nothing more than sink into the ground.


   


  With a wide grin Leah adjusts her top, hiding her boobs once again. Her entire body is lathered with baby oil now, glimmering in the afternoon sun. It’s one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen, and despite my anger and humiliation, I realize my cock is as hard as a rock. With my cheeks burning bright red I quickly adjust myself before anyone notices, but no one is paying attention to me. They’re too busy clapping for Leah, who bows before the crowd like a performer. To my shock Alex slaps her right on her ass when she bows, and this gets another rounds of laughs from the crowd.


   


  My girlfriend just wags her finger at him while grinning, and my fear is anything but alleviated. I know they’re close friends, but I’d like her to enforce some boundaries.


   


  One-by-one the other girls follow Leah’s example, gliding around on the slip and slide, lathering their slim bodies up with oil. Haley, Manu, Penny and a bunch of other girls, they all take their turns.


   


  I see more tits and ass in fifteen minutes than I’ve seen in my entire life before, and the knot in my stomach grows ever tighter.


   


  Clint and Sam go as far as to spray the girl’s bodies with baby oil before they even get on the slide, being so ‘helpful’ as to massage it into their skin, openly and brazenly groping them. Manu laughs it off, while Haley shamelessly juts out her chest and ass. The two guys run their hands over her body, squeezing her flesh, pulling her clothes to the side. I even get a quick flash of her trimmed pussy as Clint pulls her bottom to the side, lewdly cupping her naked cunt in his hand.


   


  My cock throbs, but my heart quivers with fear. What the hell kind of party is this?


  


  When I see Leah join the line of girls for a second go, it feels like a vice grips my chest. She can’t really willingly subject herself to this?! I have to put an end to this. I can’t – I won’t – sit idly by and watch my girlfriend get molested in front of me like some idiot.


   


  I take a step forward, and stumble to the ground. My legs are like linguine. They won’t cooperate. They refuse to listen to my incessant demands. Vincent catches me before I hit the pavement, hoisting me up.


   


  “You okay there, bud? I think you had a bit too much to drink,” he smirks.


   


  “I h-have to g-go,” I slur. “S-stop.”


   


  “Nah, everything is fine here. Why don’t you go sober up in the bathroom?”


   


  “N-no,” I say with a thick tongue, but it’s no use. He leads me away from the action, guiding me to the bathroom. I try to turn my head, but he’s too quick. I hear the crowd jeer, and fear squeezes my chest. In my mind I picture Leah stark naked, Clint’s and Sam’s fingers probing her every orifice while she parades herself in front of everyone.


   


  “Here we are,” Vincent says as he pushes me into the bathroom. “Splash some water on your face, man. You look like shit.”


   


  He slams the door in my face. I hold on to the wall for support, my chest heaving with every breath as I feel the gall in my stomach rising. I stand there for a good minute, gathering my bearings. I pour some cold water on my face, and slowly my mind clears up a bit.


   


  The incessant pounding in my ears dies down, and I overhear the conversation on the other side of the door.


   


  “Harvey’s in there,” I hear Vincent say.


   


  “Oh shit? How’s he holding up?” A man responds. I think it’s Max, but I can’t be sure.


   


  “He’s totally fucked up,” Vincent laughs. “I don’t think that beta has any clue we mixed in all that vodka with the beer he chugged. Loser probably never drank any beer before, because he sure as shit doesn’t know what it is supposed to taste like.”


   


  I hear a clap, as if they high-fived each other.


   


  “Nice,” the other guy responds.


   


  “Yeah, he’s totally fucked up now. Can barely walk. Which is good, now he’ll stay out of Alex’s hair. I think today is the night he’ll add Leah to the wall.”


   


  “For real? With her boyfriend here?”


   


  “Hell yeah,” Vincent laughs. “Could you imagine anything sluttier than that? If Alex pulls that off, he’s a true legend.”


   


  “I don’t see it happening though. He’s been after Leah for years, with no luck so far.”


   


  “Yeah, but tonight she’s going wild. My guess is that she got into a fight with shitbrains over here,” he says as he pounds on the door, making me jump, “and now she’s looking for trouble. Bastard has no idea what he’s gotten himself into. You saw her on the slide, didn’t you? Only a matter of time, my man.”


   


  “Fuck, I hope so. I’ve wanted to bust my nut all over her for years.”


   


  “Hold onto it, and before the night’s over, you just might.”


   


  I listen to their conversation with bated breath, not believing what I’m hearing. Busting a nut? On Leah? What the fuck were they talking about? Also, there was vodka in that funnel? No wonder I’m fucking wasted.


   


  I stand up and look at myself in the mirror, doing my best to get my focus back. I need to man up and get Leah out of here. These guys are up to no good. I take a few deep breaths, in through my mouth and out through my nose. I swallow a mouthful of cold water, and regain some clarity of mind.


   


  I see something strange reflected in the mirror behind me, and I turn on my heels. I can’t fucking believe what I’m looking at.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 4


   


  My heart skips a beat. This is the wall.


   


  The entire bathroom wall is covered in photos of naked girls. They’re smiling at the camera, drunk and horny grins on their faces – that are absolutely dripping with cum. There are more pictures than I can count, each one of them featuring one of Alex’s conquests – which he, judging by the amount of seed all over their bodies, is more than willing to share with all of his mates.


   


  I instantly recognize familiar faces. Manu is on there – her dark skin covered with globs of pearly white cum, her mouth open wide, big fat drops of it sliding out the sides of her mouth. Haley is there – how could she not – her hands cupping her large breasts, every inch of her double D’s glazed like a donut. I see Penny as well, her red lips wrapped around the purple head of massive cock, semen glistening on her forehead.


   


  In fact, just about every damn girl at the party is featured on this wall…


   


  Except for my Leah.


   


  And if Alex, Vincent or Max have anything to do with it, that will change real soon. Terror grips my heart, and I have to brace myself against the wall to stop myself from being sick. All those knowing stares, the whispering behind my back… everyone here must know the kind of fucked-up shit that goes on here, except for me.


   


  I feel like a goddamned idiot. Does Leah know about this? She must. All her friends are on here, each one of them taking multiple loads on their faces. That’s not something that can stay a secret in such a tight-knit group. She could be out there right now, down on her knees, surrounded by all the guys, their hard, throbbing cocks all pointing at her face, her tongue outstretched and waiting to be doused in cum…


   


  I burst through the door, swinging it right into Vincent.


   


  “Woah, calm down there, buddy,” he says, seeing the bewildered look in my eyes, but I can’t be stopped. I push him away and make my way back to the party. The music is blasting so loud I feel the bass reverberate inside my chest. The jeers of the crowd makes my blood run cold, as I can already picture what they’re cheering on…


   


  My heart does a jump of joy when I see Leah dancing on a table, grinding her ass against Manu. She’s still wearing her bikini, her skin glistening with oil, but at least it’s not cum her body is dripping with. I make my way through the crowd and pull her down.


   


  “What’s wrong? Let me go, you’re hurting me,” she says as I drag her outside. I’m not in a sensible state of mind, so I grip her a tad too tight. “What the fuck, Harvey?!”


   


  “We have to go,” I tell her, staring into her eyes.


   


  “Are you drunk?” She says, waving her hand in front of her face. “Your breath stinks.”


   


  “We have to go,” I repeat. “Do you know what’s in the bathroom?”


   


  The corners of Leah’s mouth curl up. “Is that what this is about? You saw Alex’s ‘wall’ I guess?”


   


  “Yes,” I answer, surprised. “You don’t care?”


   


  Leah shrugs. “That’s all in the past. Sometimes things get a bit wild. So what?”


   


  “So what? So what? What the fuck, Leah?” I bristle. “How can you say that? What is wrong with you?”


   


  “With me? What’s wrong with you,” she answers, her cheeks now flushed with anger. “Who put a stick up your ass? When did you turn into such a prude? I thought you were cool.”


   


  “How am I the bad guy? You’re the one who flashed the entire fucking party,” I answer.


   


  “It’s my goddamn life, Harvey,” Leah answers, jutting her finger into my chest. “I’ll do whatever the fuck I want! If you want to stay together, you better loosen up. I’m not your pet that you get to chain up, you got that?”


   


  Leah’s azure-blue eyes burn with rage, and I realize she’s dead serious. My anger dissipates and is replaced with regret. My mind is clouded by liquor, and I don’t know who is the bad guy anymore. All I know is I love Leah with every fiber of my being, and I want to stop fighting. I’d do anything to keep her.


   


  “I-I’m sorry,” I say. “Can we just please go?”


   


  Leah shakes her head. “I’m having a good time. If you want to leave then go ahead.”


   


  Leave Leah in Alex’s perverted hands? Never.


   


  “I’ll stay,” I say, swallowing my pride.


   


  Leah leans in and kisses me, and I grab her sides tightly, kissing her back. My body is flooded with warmth. I love this girl so goddamned much. She strokes the back of my head, her eyes searching for mine.


   


  “I love you, Harvey.”


   


  “I love you, too!”


   


  “Then trust me,” she says.


   


  “I do,” I answer.”


   


  “Will you love me no matter what?”


   


  I nod. “Yes.”


   


  “I’m not like other girls,” Leah says. “You knew that from the start. I like to party. I like to go wild. Yes, sometimes I dance, sometimes I might even flash someone. If you can’t deal with that, then maybe we shouldn’t be together.”


   


  “I can deal,” I say, afraid to lose the best damn thing in my life. “I’m just a little… out of my element here.”


   


  “Is that a promise?”


   


  “Yes,” I answer instantly, not fully understanding what I’m committing to. “I promise.”


   


  “Good,” Leah answers, showing me that brilliant smile I fell in love with. “Good. I’m going to go dance again. Promise me you won’t cause another scene?”


   


  “I promise.”


   


  “Alright.” She stands on the tips of her toes and kisses my bottom lip. “Try to have fun, okay?”


   


  My girlfriend saunters back into the crowd. I watch her hips sway as she walks away, her bubble butt bouncing along. The next moment she’s swallowed by the dancing crowd, all of their bodies moving together in unison.


   


  * * *


  Chapter 5


   


  I sit down on a couch in the backyard, taking a few deep breaths, when Manu plops down next to me.


   


  “You alright?” She asks me. “You look like you saw a ghost.”


   


  “I’m fine,” I lie.


   


  I can’t stop thinking about the picture I saw of her. Every time I look at her Manu, I see it again, bright as day. Big white globs of pearly white cum dripping out of the corners of her mouth, a hot load resting on the tip of her tongue, her mouth pulled into a wide smile…


   


  “Here, take a sip of my drink,” she says as she hands me her Mojito. I know I need to remain sober, but at the same time my throat is parched. I gladly accept.


   


  “Don’t let those guys rile you up,” she says. “Vincent, Alex. The rest of them. They’re just trying to rile you up. They’re jealous of you. You and Leah have got a good thing going.”


   


  I nod. “Thank you.”


   


  We sit there in silence for a moment, watching everyone inside dancing. We’re the only two out here now.


   


  “I’m not used to parties like this,” I admit.


   


  “I didn’t think so,” Manu said with a kind smile. “Leah is like a butterfly. You can’t keep her too close, or you’ll crush her.”


   


  “I suppose you’re right.”


   


  “Want another drink?”


   


  I shouldn’t… but this is the first time I feel slightly welcome at this party.


   


  “Sure.”


   


  Manu comes back with two Mojitos. The drink is so sweet I hit it back in no time, forgetting all about the alcohol inside. Soon we’re lost in conversation, and already on our fourth drink. My mind feels like it’s swimming, but not in an unpleasant way. When she comes back with my fifth cocktail she slides into my lap, rather than sit down next to me.


   


  “Leah is not the only one who can make her partner jealous,” she whispers into my ear as she grabs my hand and firmly places it on her ebony ass. Instinctively my fingers dig into her soft skin, and my cock rises to attention, despite my intoxication. I can’t help myself – my hand slides into the back of her bikini bottom, cupping a good feel of her ass.


   


  She wiggles her bottom, pressing it against my throbbing erection. Her hand runs through my hair, and she sucks my earlobe into her mouth. “You know what would make her really jealous?” She whispers sultrily into my ear. Her hand squeezes my bulge, and I don’t have to guess what she means.


   


  I’d be liar if I said if I’m not goddamned tempted. A part of me is still reeling with anger from watching Leah flash everyone, and I know for a fact that Manu is a freak in the sheets. I always wanted to fuck a black chick…but I am still sober enough to control myself.


   


  I care too much about Leah to throw it all away for a one-off fantasy.


   


  Where is Leah anyway? Now that I think about it I haven’t seen her since I sat down…


   


  I stand up hastily, pushing Manu from my lap. “Thanks, but no thanks,” I say.


   


  “Your loss,” Manu says with a shrug. Her tongue wets her lips. “You know where to find me if you change your mind… and something tells me you will, real soon…”


   


  I swallow the lump in my throat, and I quickly walk inside. Any moment longer with that man-eater and my resolve might not be as strong as I want it to be.


   


  Inside the party is still in full swing. Even more people seem to have shown up, because I can barely move through the dense crowd. I push my way forward – and then I suddenly stumble into open space.


   


  There are four chairs set up in a circle in the middle of the living room. Sitting on them are Alex, Vincent, Max and Clint. Parading around them are Haley, Penny, Kim, Abby, and to my horror, Leah.


   


  Haley is topless, proudly parading her full chest, while the other girls are still in their bikinis. The music stops, and the girls scramble to sit down on one of the guy’s laps.


   


  I realize what this is, and the knot in my stomach tightens. They’re playing musical chairs – with the guys laps in place of chairs – and as I watch Penny untie her top, I also realize what the penalty for being the odd one out is.


   


  You lose a piece of clothing.


   


  That’s why the crowd is so dense. Everyone is watching the action.


   


  My eyes snap back to Leah – momentarily distracted by Penny losing her top and throwing it into the crowd – and my knees buckle when I see she’s on Alex’s lap. His firm hands are holding her waist as she gyrates on him, almost as if she’s masturbating his cock with her ass-cheeks. He’s only wearing swim-trunks, while my girlfriend is only in a bikini, so there’s not much cloth between them.


   


  She’s not alone. All the other girls are being groped, or rubbing themselves against their man. Vincent roughly squeezes Haley’s tits, pinching her nipples between the tips of his fingers, and all she does is throw her head back and moan like a slut.


   


  I can barely believe what I’m seeing.


   


  The crowd cheers them on, and I seem to be the only soul in the entire house who might think this is just a tad bit fucked up.


   


  I watch on, rooted to the spot as the girls are passed from lap to lap. Hands roam every inch of their bodies, and they are loving every second of it. I realize I can’t stop this anymore. It’s too late. I would have to throw a major scene and drag Leah out… and for what? I had just promised her I loved her no matter what, that I could embrace her wild side.


   


  I just didn’t think it would be this wild.


   


  Kim and Abby lose their tops next, and then it is finally Leah’s turn. She practically rips her top from her body, throwing it into the cheering crowd. She prances around the room, her cheeks as red as a strawberry. She so cool and collected – this can’t be the first time that she’s streaked like this. I knew she was a bit of an exhibitionist… but I didn’t think her capable of this.


   


  She sits back down on Alex’s lap, and his hands instantly fly up to her breasts. She wantonly leans back into him, rubbing her ass up and down his crotch as his firm hands maul her breasts. I stare slack-jawed as his left hands slides down her body and enters her bikini-bottom. Rather than move his hand away, Leah spreads her legs – providing him with better access.


   


  The movement of his hand tells me enough. He’s got two-fingers knuckle-deep inside my girlfriend’s wet cunt, in front an entire party.


   


  “Told you,” Manu whispers into my ear, her arm coiling around my body. Her hand rubs the bulge in my shorts, and I don’t have the fortitude to stop her.


   


  All pretenses of this ever being a game goes out the window as the couples start necking. Haley is the first to lose her bottom, sitting down naked on one of Clint’s knees, Penny sitting on the other. That lucky bastard goes from one chest to the other, motor boating both girls.


   


  Leah stands up and with one movement of her hips shimmies her bottoms down to her ankles. She’s now stark naked in front of dozens of people – more than I can count. She straddles Alex’s lap, his hands instantly grabbing her ass as their tongues intertwine.


   


  Watching my girlfriend stray so brazenly is the most erotic and gut-wrenching moment of my life. There’s not a soul here that doesn’t know we’re together. All around me I hear snickering, and I see glances from the corner of my eyes, but I dare not look. I can’t face anyone.


   


  All I can do is stare as Alex takes my girlfriend right in front of me.


   


  Manu reaches into my shorts and pulls my cock out. “Let me make it up to you,” she says, and the black girl drops to her knees in front of me. I don’t even look down as she engulfs my erection into her waiting mouth.


   


  Leah slides down to her knees in front of Alex. All this time she’s only had eyes for him, and she hasn’t as much as glanced in my direction. She yanks his shorts down, and his giant erection flops out, brushing against her face.


   


  He’s got the biggest dick I’ve ever seen in my life. The pictures in his bathroom don’t do it justice. It’s as thick as a baseball bat and as long as my underarm, and it throbs menacingly, the big, purple head glistening with pre-cum, the slit pointed straight at my girlfriend’s waiting mouth.


   


  I see her lick her lips in anticipation. This sends a jolt of anxiety through my body – straight to my hard, pulsing cock, which spews pre-cum directly into Manu’s mouth.


   


  Leah opens her mouth wide and wraps her hot, red lips around the bulbous head. Her cheeks bulge as his cock slides in. Alex grabs a fistful of her hair, forcing his member down her throat.


   


  “Fuck, I’ve waited so long for this,” he says as he pumps his cock into her mouth.


   


  Tears run down my girlfriend’s face as she struggles to breathe with that monster in her mouth. Her right hand is wrapped around the base of Alex’s cock, while her left hand slides between her legs, rubbing herself as this stud uses her mouth like a toy in front of an audience.


   


  “I always knew you’d make an excellent cocksucker,” Alex says. He pulls his cock out, and Leah gasps for breath. “Tell me you love my cock,” Alex says, slapping the purple head against her face.


   


  “I love your cock,” Leah replies instantly. “I love it.”


   


  “Is it the biggest cock you’ve ever seen?”


   


  “Oh yes,” she sighs blissfully.


   


  The crowd snickers. I notice Haley is now riding Clint’s cock, bouncing up and down his lap, while Max is balls deep inside Penny. Despite this live sex show, the people around me are talking amongst themselves, not in any way impressed with the wanton spectacle in front of them.


   


  No one even appears surprised when they see Manu kneeling on front of me, her head bobbing up and down my cock.


   


  Vincent walks up with a camera, his own hard cock casually hanging out of his fly. “I think it’s time to add Leah to the wall,” he says with a wide grin.


   


  “I agree,” Alex says. “What do you think, Leah?”


   


  Leah’s eyes travel between the two big cocks in front of her, her eyes as hungry as a kid in candy-store. “Yes,” she says, her fingers working her swollen clit. “Yes!”


   


  I have seen the pictures. I know what’s coming. Still, I can’t look away.


   


  Alex and Vincent pump their cocks, the angry, swollen, purple heads aimed straight at my girlfriend’s lovely face. Her eyes are drunk with lust, going from one cock to the other, her mouth hanging open as she furiously strokes her own clit.


   


  “I’ve waited so long to cover your slutty face,” Alex grunts as he strokes himself. “I’ve saved up the biggest load of my life for you!”


   


  “Give it to me,” Leah pants. “Give me your cum!”


   


  “Ah, fuck, here it comes!”


   


  To my horror, the people around me start a chant. “Cum! Cum! Cum!” They say, clapping their hands and stomping their feet on the ground rhythmically. It’s not their first rodeo – this public cum-bath must be a ritual of sorts in these parts. The knot in my stomach tightens when I see guys pull out their cocks all around me.


   


  This party won’t end until everyone here covered my girlfriend with their cum.


   


  Alex’s eyes snap up and the jock locks eyes with me. The corners of his mouth pull up into a cheeky grin – and then he lets loose, the first strand of his thick, white cum flying into Leah’s open mouth. And then another, and another.


   


  He fires rope after rope of his hot seed onto her face, covering her cheeks, her lips, her forehead. Every damn inch of her face he covers with his potent cum.


   


  He grunts like an animal – and Leah moans like a slut, obediently taking his load on her face. Her body trembles, and I realize she’s just fingered herself to an orgasm as Alex gave her a cum-facial.


   


  My knees tremble as I fire my load directly down Manu’s throat. I grab a fistful of her hair and hold her down, shooting every last drop of my seed down her gullet. Manu stands up, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. “Mmhm, yummy,” she says with a mischievous smile. “I love cum… though not as much as your girlfriend, it seems,” she says.


   


  I’ve never been more humiliated, or as turned on, as this moment. Alex spreads his white seed all over my girlfriend’s face with the head of his monstrous cock, while Leah greedily licks her lips, tasting as much cum as she can.


   


  And this is only the beginning.


   


  Vincent steps up, moaning and writhing, and he adds his load, shooting his first strand over her forehead, and the second down into her mouth. My cock springs back to life as I watch Leah rub the cum into her skin as if it were a cream, a wanton smile on her face.


   


  Vincent snaps one picture after another, immortalizing my girlfriend’s wanton ways on film.


   


  I watch breathlessly as one-by-one every guy at the party takes his turn to cum on my girlfriend’s body. Hard cocks surround her on all sides, each one dousing Leah with their cum. I try to keep count, but there’s simply too many. Cum drips down every inch of her naked body, and Leah rubs herself the entire time, constantly orgasming with every new drop hitting her body.


   


  I don’t realize Alex walked over until he fist-bumps my shoulder.


   


  “Welcome to our little group,” he says with a cocky smirk. “Consider this your initiation. I think it’s time you take your girlfriend upstairs; don’t you agree? You two have a lot to talk about.”


   


  I walk forwards with my knees trembling. All eyes turn to me, and all I hear is laughter. Leah looks up at me, though she can barely see me through the thick layers of cum coating her face. Her fingers are busy scooping up as much drops of the pearly white liquid as she can, and then shoveling it into her hungry mouth.


   


  I pick my girlfriend up, her body sticking to mine. The smell is so strong I almost gag, but I soldier on. I carry her up the stairs, away from the buzz, away from everyone. I lay her down on an empty bed, and take a second to drink in her amazing body.


   


  She’s naked as the day she was born, thick globs of cum covering every inch of her white skin. Her hair is matted, and her face is glazed.


   


  I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.


   


  I know I should be angry – and part of me is – but most of all, I’m incredibly aroused. My cock is so hard it could cut diamonds, and I want to do nothing more than reclaim my girlfriend.


   


  I strip naked and grab my girlfriend’s ankles. A second later I’m balls deep inside of her. My cock slides in easily. I’ve never felt her more wet.


   


  “Do you still love me?” Leah moans. It’s the first thing she’s said to me since the whole ordeal began.


   


  “I’ll always love you,” I grunt, my balls slapping against her ass as I fuck my girlfriend harder than I’ve ever done before.


   


  “Kiss me,” she says, licking her lips.


   


  I lean down and crush her mouth with mine. I can taste the mixture of cum everywhere. On her lips, on her tongue, in her mouth. I grab her tits, and my hands nearly slip, as they’re also doused in cum. My fingers sink into her flesh as I relentlessly pound her.


   


  Leah’s legs wrap around my waist, pulling me in deeper. “Cum inside me,” she groans. “Fill me, Harvey, fill me!”


   


  “You’re a dirty slut,” I groan as I feel my orgasming bubbling inside my balls. “You’re a filthy cum-slut!”


   


  “I’m a dirty whore,” Leah answers, closing her eyes. “I’m a dirty, dirty, dirty whore!”


   


  That sends me over the edge. My entire body trembles with bliss as I unload my balls inside Leah’s wet cunt, re-claiming her. I collapse on top of her and she strokes my back, not letting go of me.


  “I love you, baby,” she whispers into my ear.


   


  “I love you, too,” I say. I never realized I wanted a dirty cum-loving whore for a girlfriend… but now I know I’ll never be happy without one.


   


  * * *


  Afterword
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  Taken at the Pool Party 


  *** 


  ‘You’re wearing THAT?!’ I asked my wife Ashley as I saw her stashing a minuscule blue bikini into her purse.


  She sighed deeply. ‘Yes, Jim, I am. You’re not going to be a stick-in-the-mud are you? I told you, you don’t HAVE to go if you don’t want to.’


  ‘It’s your company’s annual party, of course I’m going! Do you not want me there?’


  ‘Of course I do honey, but I want to have fun as well. I’m going to be mingling with my colleagues, and I’m not going to spend all night hovering around you. Don’t get one of your grumpy moods.’


  ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ I asked dejected.


  She shrugged. ‘Sometimes when you drink you get grumpy. These people are all more… my age. I understand if you don’t want to come.’


  It’s true that my wife Ashley was quite a bit younger than me. While I was in my early forties, she was only in her mid-twenties. We met through work. I have a job in finance, and she works in marketing. When my company hired her firm we got in touch, and we hit off right away. This was only a year ago. I hadn’t met any of her colleagues, but I knew her work-place was quite a bit different than mine. The company I worked at was a very conservative, traditional one. Dress-code, the works. On the other hand, Ashley worked at a free-spirited marketing firm, with very different rules of conduct. I used to get very jealous when I saw the short skirts and low-cut tops she would wear to work, but eventually I realized she lived and worked in a different environment, and it was just something I would had to accept. And so I did. Every Friday she would go out for colleagues with drinks, and I had never been invited. No spouses allowed, she told me. This pool party was the first company outing that was open to spouses, so there was absolute no way I was not going. I wanted to see with my own eyes what Ashley was surrounded with every day.


  ‘Nonsense. I’m coming.’


  ‘Alright,’ she said, ‘but don’t say I didn’t warn you. These guys can party pretty hard.’


  ‘I’ve partied plenty in my day, I think I’ll survive,’ I said with a chuckle.


  She smiled. ‘If you say so dear.’


  The drive over we were both quiet. I could sense Ashley was not too pleased with our earlier conversation, but I figured she would get over it after a few drinks. I didn’t like how I was always cut out of her work-activities – it made me feel unappreciated, not to mention old. Of course I didn’t have to energy to party every weekend like she did, but from time to time I could still pull my weight.


  We pulled up to a gigantic mansion perched on a hill-top, overlooking the city.


  ‘Whoa, this place is amazing,’ I blurted out.


  ‘It’s my bosses,’ Ashley said casually.


  ‘Seriously?’


  ‘Uh-huh.’


  I knew Ashley’s work was going well, but I hadn’t imagined it was going quite this well. The place was simply huge. Parked in front were dozens of luxurious cars. I suddenly felt quite poor as we arrived in our beat-up sedan.


  Standing by the front door was a young guy wearing nothing but shorts, from the looks of it he could not a day over twenty. He was broad-shouldered, with a dynamite jawline and a sixpack to die for. I hated him already.


  ‘Ashley, you made it!’ He said with a big smile. ‘And you… brought you husband,’ he said, sounding surprised.


  ‘Hi Chad.’ Ashley greeted him with three kisses. ‘This is my husband, Jim.’


  I shook his hand, and he nearly crushed mine in his vice-like grip.


  ‘Welcome. The party is out back. You can get dressed upstairs, just pick a room, there’s plenty to choose from. Drinks are in the kitchen. Have fun!’


  We thanked him and walked in. The mansion was as stunning on the inside as on the outside. The entire floor was made of marble, with tapestry lining the walls and Greek statues adorning the bottom of the enormous staircase.


  While I was staring at the luscious decorations, Ashley walked up the stairs as if she’d been here countless times before. ‘I’ll catch you out back,’ she said casually to me, and then she turned the corner and she was gone.


  I could see the party through glass doors. Everyone there seemed to be scarcely dressed, incredibly young and enormously fit. I felt horribly out of place. I thought my figure was quite good for my age, but it was nothing compared to these studs. But it was too late to back out now. Ashley had warned me about this, but and I had been too pigheaded to listen… so now I had to suck it up and deal with it. I owned it to Ashley.


  I walked up the stairs and found an empty room to change in. There were literally tens of rooms to choose from, each fully furnished with a bed and everything. I wondered why Ashley’s boss needed so many bedrooms. How many guests could a person have?


  I put my swim trunks on and looked in the mirror. I should work out more. I sucked in my gut, took a deep breath and descended down the stairs. I wish Ashley wouldn’t have left me alone – I knew none of her colleagues, and everyone would probably wonder who that weird old guy was, I thought to myself. I resigned myself to drinking alone for the rest of the day. I’d stay out of Ashley’s hair, let her have her fun, and hopefully I could get her to leave at a respectable time.


  I walked in the kitchen and fixed myself a scotch. As I took my first sip a big-breasted blonde walked into the kitchen.


  ‘Hi, you must be Jim! So nice to meet you, I’m Kelly. Ashley told me so much about you!’


  ‘Good things I hope!’ I said.


  ‘Of course,’ she laughed. She had an infectious smile. We made some small-talk, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her body. Ashley was gorgeous, but this woman oozed pure sex. Her tits were impossibly huge – they must have been fakes. But fake or not, they were definitely working. She wore a tiny yellow bikini, covering not much more than her areoles. Her body was tanned and curvy in all the right places.


  ‘I see you like my bikini,’ she said as she caught me looking.


  ‘Sorry,’ I answered, caught red handed.


  ‘Don’t be, that’s what I’m wearing for, isn’t it?’ She turned around, showing me her back. I hadn’t noticed earlier that her bikini-bottom was only a yellow thong! From the back she was almost completely naked except for a small piece of string.


  ‘How does it look?’ She asked.


  ‘Uhhhh great’, I stammered. Her ass looked so amazing I wanted to stuff my face in it, or at the very least give a nice hard smack.


  She wiggled her butt at me. ‘You don’t think my ass is too big?’


  ‘No, no, it’s just right,’ I mumbled like an idiot.


  Kelly laughed. She was obviously enjoying making me uncomfortable. ‘Good boy,’ she said as she turned back around. I was now pitching an obvious tent in my trunks, and she patted my cock through the fabric. I jumped at this sudden intimate touch.


  ‘There’s more where that came from, tiger,’ she said with a wink as she sauntered out the door.


  She left me dazed and confused. What the hell just happened? I fixed myself another scotch – a double this time – to calm my nerves and let my erection subside. Is this what Ashley meant when she said her colleagues could get quite rowdy? I hoped that my wife wasn’t as flirtatious as this Kelly had been with me, but I had a sinking feeling in my stomach and I feared for the worse.


  After I had once again gathered my courage I walked out back. I could barely believe my eyes. There was a large swimming pool and two different hot tubs, each one large enough to fit at least ten people. There must have been thirty people in total, some lounging by the pool, some relaxing in the tub. As I had feared I stuck out like a sore thumb, as Ashely’s colleagues were without exception young hardbodies.


  I saw Ashley talking to Kelly. Kelly was whispering something into her ear, and Ash burst out laughing, nearly spilling her drink. Kelly then motioned towards me, and Ash turned around, waving me over to her. Where they talking about me?


  I set my fears aside and strove over there.


  ‘Hi honey,’ Ashley said with a broad smile plastered on her face. I was glad to see her foul mood had been lifted. ‘I heard you just had the pleasure of meeting Kelly,’ she said with a glint in her eye.


  ‘I did,’ I said. How much did she know? ‘Are you having a good time?’ I asked her.


  ‘I most certainly am.’


  I chatted with Ashley and Kelly for a while, and slowly I started to feel more at peace. Even though Ashley’s colleagues might all be twenty years younger than me, that didn’t mean I still couldn’t have a good time.


  ‘You must be Jim,’ I heard a deep, dark voice say behind me. I turned around and was shocked to see a nearly seven foot tall black man extending his hand towards mine. He was shirtless and his chest was so broad, he was nearly twice as large as me!


  I shook his hand, but his hand dwarfed mine. I wondered if he registered my hand shake at all.


  ‘That’s right, I’m Jim. And you are..?’


  ‘My name is Marcellus. I am Ashley’s boss.’


  I stared back at him, shock probably registering on my face. Ashley had never told me her boss was a giant of a man, and black at that!


  ‘How do you like my place?’


  ‘It’s amazing,’ I stammered.


  Ashley touched my arm. ‘I’m going to go talk to Chad, alright honey?’ Before I had a chance to respond she had walked off. Marcellus asked me some questions about my line of work, and I got caught up in a conversation with him. I wanted to keep my eye on Ash, but she was gone from my view. Every time I tried to end the conversation Marcellus roped me back in with a new question, and I didn’t want to risk offending him so I politely answered all his enquiries. By the time he was sated at least forty-five minutes had passed, and still I had not seen a sign of my young wife.


  By now my heart was beating in my throat and my palms were sweat. Where the hell could she be?


  I walked into the house, scanning my view for a glimpse of my wife. Kelly saw me looking around, distressed.


  ‘You lookin’ for Ash, darling?’ She asked me, clearly drunk by this point.


  ‘Yes, have you seen her?’


  ‘Oh don’t worry about her, why don’t you join me outsi-’


  ‘Where IS she, Kelly?!’ I insisted. By now my stomach was in knots, and it felt like everyone was looking at me, snickering to themselves.


  ‘She and Chad are just discussing… business, that’s all.’


  I could have sworn I heard a few muted laughs at Kelly’s comment.


  ‘Oh look, there she is!’


  I turned around and Ashley was walking down the stairs. Her hair was tussled and I noticed a very visible blush on her cheeks. She was reapplying her lipstick that looked a bit smudged. If it wasn’t my wife I would have sworn she had that post-sex glow. But Ashley certainly never would…


  ‘Hi honey,’ Ashley said, slurring her words.


  ‘How much have you had to drink? And where were you, for that matter?’ I asked, annoyed.


  Ashley leaned forward and planted her lips firmly against mine, slipping her tongue into my mouth. ‘Oh calm down babybuns, I’m just partyin’. And I was discussing a project with Chad. He’s my partner at the office. Chill honey.’


  Her kiss tasted a bit…funny. I couldn’t quite place it but it was an oddly familiar, yet weird, taste.


  ‘Whatever,’ I shrugged.


  ‘Let’s just get some burgers, you’ll feel better,’ Ash said as she took my arm and led me outside. I saw Chad as we walked past, and he winked at me with a smug smile. Jerk.


  Marcellus had several large barbeques lined up outside, and was busy flipping burgers. We both ate some, and I did start feeling better. All that hard liquor on my empty stomach had made me a bit paranoid and jealous, and I probably overreacted, I thought to myself.


  Suddenly I heard a loud yelp coming from the pool. One of Ash’s co-workers had yanked a girl’s top off, and was holding it up high in the air. She was laughing and jumping up and down, trying to get her top back, without success. She made no attempt to cover her large breasts.


  I couldn’t help but stare, and Ashley elbowed me gently in the ribs.


  ‘Not so bad party after all, huh?’ She joked.


  I wasn’t sure how to react. Was I supposed to look? Was it rude? Would it be rude not to? While it turned me on, I was also quite uncomfortable. Everybody acted like it was no big deal at all. Was this considered normal behavior at Ashley’s company?


  Marcellus noticed my awkward stance.


  ‘You feeling alright, Jim? I hope you don’t mind. The party is just getting started. You’re free to leave, I wouldn’t hold it against you.’


  ‘Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,’ I lied. ‘Do you want to go?’ I asked Ashley, hopeful.


  ‘What? It’s just getting started. I told you it could get quite rowdy,’ Ashley said unapologetically. ‘You can go if you want.’


  ‘No, that’s okay,’ I said. I did not like where this was going. I finished my drink in silence.


  Marcellus was right – it had only been the beginning of the festivities. The girl in the pool quickly halted her attempts to retrieve her top and resigned to remaining topless – though she didn’t seem to mind, judging from her big smile. Other women soon followed suit, and ten minutes later, almost all the women were topless, playing around in the pool.


  Ashley was still standing next to me. I could sense she wanted to join them, but felt awkward in my presence. Suddenly someone hugged me from behind – and I felt two pair of naked tits press into my back.


  ‘Hey you two, why don’t you join the party?’


  It was Kelly. She stood next to me and my eyes nearly popped out of my head. She had two large double D’s bolted onto her chest, glistening with water.


  ‘I, uhh,’ I stammered.


  ‘What, never seen a pair of these before?’ Kelly asked teasingly as she squeezed her luscious tits. My cheeks turned bright red as I took a large sip of my drink.


  ‘Come on you party poopers, get in the pool,’ she said.


  ‘I’m, uhm, not feeling well,’ I lied through my teeth.


  ‘Well, why don’t you take a seat then?’


  ‘I, uh, alright.’


  ‘Good, then I’ll take Ashley.’


  Damn it, I had walked right into her trap. I sat down on a lounge chair by the pool as Kelly in one quick motion ripped Ashley’s top off. Her big natural breasts spilled out. Her tits weren’t as large as Kelly’s, but Ashley was all natural.


  The entire party cheered as her tits came into view. I hadn’t noticed everyone was staring at us – and that Ashley was the last woman still fully dressed. I saw Ashley blush, but from her bright smile she enjoyed the attention. I had never known she was an exhibitionist – it was something we had never explored. I wondered why. Was it because of my jealousy?


  She joined the party in the pool, and I watched from my chair, the sinking feeling in my stomach intensifying. While the play was harmless, I felt incredibly jealous. The men seemed to swarm around Ashley, she was very popular. With so many people in the pool I couldn’t quite see what was going on – and I had no idea what was going on under water. For all I knew all the guys could be feeling her up under water.


  Marcellus handed me another scotch.


  ‘Here, you’ll need this.’


  I thanked him, not knowing whether that was meant friendly or as a threat. I took a deep sip and looked back to the pool.


   


  Ashley had climbed out and was walking to the hot tub, hand in hand with Chad. She was laughing and obviously enjoying his company very much. As they got in the water they scooted very close to each other in the tub – to close to my liking. Chad was whispering something into her ear, and from the looks of it she was listening very intensely. Her brow was slightly furrowed, like she was having trouble thinking straight.


  I noticed Chad’s hand was moving rhythmically under the surface. He must be really be trying to prove a point, from the way his arm kept making the same circular motions. Ashley’s mouth was now wide open – what was Chad telling her that was so shocking? Suddenly her whole body shook, and she threw her head back and closed her eyes blissfully. After resting for a few moments, Chad leaned back and closed his eyes as Ashley’s arm was now moving up and down in the water. I stared bewildered. What in earth could those two be up to?


  Ashley stood up, her large breasts shimmering with drops of water, and I hoped she was coming to look for me. However, Chad grabbed her by her waist and pulled her onto his lap. She laughed as if it was no big deal. We’re going to have a proper conversation about boundaries, I thought to myself.


  I kept my eyes on those two. Ashley made no intention of getting up, and to my shock, she even started grinding on his lap! I was shocked to see my prim and proper wife behave like such a wanton slut. Going topless okay, while I did not like it, perhaps it was different for the youth. But grinding on her co-workers lap? That was seriously crossing the line.


  Chad wrapped his large hands around her waist and started bouncing her up and down. Her breasts jiggled lewdly with each bounce, and a few people looked over and snickered at their predicament. Ashley's mouth was hanging wide open, her cheeks flushed a bright pink. If she wasn’t wearing her bikini-bottoms I would have sworn she was having sex right there and then. Surely that wasn’t the case, and she was just having a thrill by teasing her co-worker… right?


  A few eyes wandered my way, but I avoided all eye-contact. I felt jealous and humiliated. How could Ashley do this to me? I was her husband, I provided for her, and now she was dry-humping a guy she worked with daily while her entire company could see – and could also see I was doing nothing to stop it. Was this what she was doing every Friday night? I thought to myself, horrified at the possibility that his could have been going on underneath my nose the entire time we’ve been together.


  No, that’s impossible. Ashley would never do that. She’s just had too much to drink, and Chad was taking advantage of her.


  But why wasn’t I interfering? Isn’t that my duty as a husband? What kind of guy just lets this happen? Was it my fault for not stepping in? Was Ashley doing this to make me jealous, and to pay me back for being so protective of her?


  These thoughts were swimming through my mind while my stomach was doing summersaults. My palms were sweaty and my mouth dry. Just as I was taking myself into going over and there and putting a stop to this, Chad seemed to give a few final, hard thrusts with his pelvis against Ashley’s bottom. He then laid down, resting his head on the edge of the tub, a smug smile on his face.


  Thank god that was over.


  Ashley stood up and – my heart skipped a beat as my world came crumbling down. Her bikini bottoms were around her ankles. She was standing in the hot tub, completely naked. A few guys cheered and hollered as they got a glimpse of her pussy. She blushed and pulled her bottoms up.


  My blood ran cold. Did she just fuck him? Did Chad just fucking fuck my wife in front of everyone while I sat there and watched?! This was turning into the worst day of my life. I had never felt so humiliated and out of place than at that very moment.


  Ashley walked into the house as if nothing out of the ordinary had just transpired. Some other jock heads joined Chad in the ‘tub, and every single one high fived him. I felt sick to my stomach. And for some twisted reason, my own dick was as hard as a rock and throbbing like crazy. Was I getting off on this? This had gone too far. I was putting a stop to this, right now.


  I readied myself and tried to stand up – I had been hitting the sauce pretty hard and I was drunk as hell – but as soon I stood up, I was pulled back into the chair.


  ‘What the -,’ I struggled as I fell back down.


  ‘Relax, cowboy,’ a sultry voice whispered into my ear from behind.


  Kelly.


  She climbed onto my lap. She too had discarded her bikini bottom and was as naked as the day she was born. I had been so focused on Ashley I hadn’t noticed what the other partygoers were up to. A quick scan around the pool showed that everyone was now hooking up with everyone – and half of the party had retreated into the house. Which is where Ashley went.


  ‘I have to get Ashley,’ I said resolutely, my words slurred.


  Kelly pushed her naked ass down on me, and she could no doubt feel my hard erection straining against the thin fabric of my trunks.


  ‘Mmm, what do we have here,’ she cooed as her hands ran down my chest.


  ‘No, stop,’ I protested, albeit weakly.


  ‘You have to relax, Jim,’ she whispered into my ear as her hands slid into my briefs. She wrapped her manicured fingers around my throbbing erection, and I couldn’t help but let out a low guttural moan.


  ‘That’s it baby, let it out. Unwind. Give in to me.’


  ‘Oh god,’ I groaned. I couldn’t believe this sex goddess was jacking me off. If you had told my yesterday I would have let a big-titted bimbo jerk me off after watching my wife get creampied by a beach blonde stud, I would have called you crazy. And now, it was actually happening.


  I gasped for air as she kissed my neck roughly, biting into it as she jacked my cock up and down. My hands found their way to her large breasts. I squeezed them roughly.


  ‘Oh yeah baby, you love my tits, don’t you?’


  ‘They’re so fucking huge,’ I heard myself say.


  She pushed my face into her chest, smothering me with her large tits. ‘Suck my tits baby, that’s it, suck my tits!’


  I obeyed her commands as I went to town on her bosom, roughly sucking on both of her nipples.


  With one quick jerk she pulled my trunks down. I looked down at her wet pussy, her pubes trimmed perfectly into a straight line leading right to her honey pot. She grabbed the base of my cock and lined it up with her pussy.


  ‘Holy shit,’ I muttered.


  Kelly sat down hard on my lap, my dick sliding easily inside of her. My cock was buried to the hilt in her wet cunt. ‘Oh YES,’ she cried out loudly.


  She started bouncing up and down my lap, and I held on to her tits as she rode my cock. All thoughts of Ashley had left my mind – all I could think of was unleashing my cum into this beautiful bronzed whore.


  ‘Oh yes, oh yes, Oh – OH – OH – YES – FUCK ME JIM – YES,’ Kelly cried on the top of her lungs, her voice filling the night’s sky.


  ‘I’m going to fill you with my cum, you bitch,’ I grunted lewdly in reply.


  Kelly grabbed the back of my neck roughly. ‘Yeah, cum in me! Cum in me! Am I your little bitch?!’


  ‘You’re a little bitch whore!’ I moaned. ‘You’re a good for nothing bitch, I’m gonna fill you up. That’s all you are, a cum guzzling little whore.’


  I was surprised by the filth that was coming from my own mouth. I had never said anything like that, but then again, I had never hate-fucked someone before.


  ‘Ohhh Jim, who knew you were such a dom?’ Kelly teased me. She roughly twisted my nipples, and I screamed in pain. In response I slapped her ass hard, before roughly jamming my thumb up her ass.


  Kelly let out a pleasurable howl in response. ‘YES, YES, YES,’ she moaned. ‘YES I’M COMING! YES!’


  She rode me hard as her orgasm washed over. She bucked up and down, her face scrunched into a mix of pleasure of pain. Her groans sent me over the edge, and I unleashed my cum inside of her.


  ‘Oh yes, I can feel you cumming! Cum in me big boy, give me that cum! Oh yessss,’ she moaned as I shot load after load of my seed deep inside her cunt. All the frustration, the anger and the jealously flowed out of me.


  I collapse, exhausted. Kelly planted several kisses on my neck and chest.


  ‘Thank you, lover,’ she said with a wicked smile as she got off my lap. My cum leaked from her pussy, running down her thigh. She dipped her finger in and tasted my seed. ‘Mmm,’ she moaned erotically.


  I had met such a wicked woman.


  No wonder Ashley had gotten so out of control, my inner voice said, if this was her example.


  Suddenly I regained my senses. Ashley!


  Where the bloody hell was she? How much time had passed?


  I got up quickly, stuffing my softening erection back into my trunks. I speed walked into the house. I saw several couples fucking by the pool. One blonde girl was getting double penetrated on a lounge chair – one guy was drilling her asshole while another cock was filling her pussy. Right next to them, two girls were 69-ing. I couldn’t believe my eyes – I had never seen such a depraved orgy. I always thought orgies were for old people, bored with their sex lives with a desire to spice things up. Yet everyone here was in the prime of their life. Young and drop dead gorgeous.


  I feared the worse for Ashley. I walked into the house – and the moans and sounds of flesh slapping against flesh became louder and louder.


  As I turned the corner and walked into the living room all my worst fears were realized.


  Sprawled out on the leather couch was unmistakably the love of my life. She was naked, her legs spread wide – and Marcellus was between them. His big black frame was moving up and down, and from behind I could see how his thick cock was sliding in and out of her most sacred hole – without protection. Her cunt was stretched to limits I had never reached. Marcellus’ cock was large and thick.


  I walked up close and saw Chad was kneeling by her head, his own large cock stuffed into her mouth. Ashley was sucking on it greedily, coaxing the cum out of his balls. A bunch of jocks were lined up behind him, all awaiting their turn.


  ‘Come on man,’ one of them complained. ‘You’ve had your turn Chad, you’ve creamed that pussy twice already.’


  Twice? I knew now he had fucked her in the tub, but… suddenly, it clicked. When I was talking to Marcellus outside, and Ash was discussing ‘business’ with Chad upstairs, they must have been having sex instead! No wonder her hair was tussled, her cheeks were flushed, and everybody was snickering at me.


  Was everyone in on this? Was the conversation with Marcellus just a stall tactic by him to allow my wife to fuck around?


  My anger started rising to the surface again – and with it, my erection. I couldn’t help but grab my dick as Chad unleashed his cum on my pretty wife’s face, dousing her with his cum. She licked it up, hungry for more.


  Chad was quickly replaced by one of his mates, and the show repeated itself. All the while Marcellus kept pounding his large black cock into her. I watched as man after man added his cum to Chad’s, covering my young bride in seed from head to toe. She sucked eagerly on every cock, crazy for their cum. I had never seen anything like it, and I could not look away.


  I found myself getting in the line, and soon, I was standing in front of my wife, my cock hard, as I watched Marcellus slam his cock into her. I grabbed her by her hair and pushed my cock into her mouth.


  I made eye-contact with her. She smiled mischievously at me.


  ‘I’m glad you decided to join the party,’ she moaned with my cock in her mouth.


  ‘Shut up and suck my dick,’ I said brashly, and with one hard thrust I pushed my cock down her throat. I fucked her face hard. This was not tender, it was not loving: it was raw and hard.


  My eyes stayed glued to her tiny cunt being split apart by Marcellus’s big black cock. He fucked her tirelessly, and I knew her pussy would never feel the same again as I blew my load down her throat. Ashley gaggled and struggled, but I held her head tight and forced her to swallow every last drop of my seed.


  After my orgasm I was pushed to the side by another guy eager to take my place. I crashed down in one of the chairs and watched the gangbang play out. Marcellus finally added his load into her dripping wet snatch after pounding her for a solid hour. Her pussy was now so stretched out that the next guy opted to fuck her in the ass – and Ashley didn’t hesitate for a hot second. I couldn’t believe it, but over the course of the next few hours I watched at least ten different guys fuck her in the mouth, pussy, and ass.


  When the orgy was winding down, I lifted Ashley up and carried her to our car. She was passed out, no doubt overwhelmed by the sex marathon she had just endured. She was still leaking cum from every orifice. I drove home – by now I had sobered up. I laid her down in our marital bed and crashed down beside her.


  The next morning I woke up with her body wrapped tightly around mine.


  ‘Hi baby,’ she said, her voice hoarse.


  I gave her a hard kiss. ‘Hi.’


  ‘So… you’re not mad at me?’


  ‘I… don’t know,’ I said truthfully. ‘I do know I love you. But I wasn’t expecting… that.’


  ‘I told you it would be a wild party’, Ash joked.


  ‘Yeah, no shit!’ We both laughed.


  We were both quiet for a minute.


  ‘So… when’s the next one?’ I broke the silence.


  Her eyes twinkled. ‘Soon.’
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