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  Preface


   


  What if a billionaire made you an offer you couldn’t possibly refuse?


   


  A night with your wife… in exchange for more money than you could count. Would you go for it? Even if that billionaire is Thane Bishop — the famous, cocky playboy, who your wife won’t be able to resist?


   


  Will you sit there and watch as this powerful, dominant man takes her in front of you?


   


  There is a free bonus short story — Taken at the Reunion — at the end of this book.


   


  Happy reading,


  Emilia.
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  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Chapter 1 – Sophia


  “Have fun with Thane today,” I tell my husband.


  Harvey sighs as he straightens his tie. “Don’t wait up for me. You know how these ultra-rich can get. Most of them have no limits.”


  “I wouldn’t tell him that,” I wink.


  My husband is about meet Thane Bishop. The Thane Bishop. The billionaire playboy that is on the front covers of the gossip-magazines more often than not. The one that commands attention wherever he goes. The one that makes entire countries change their laws and tax structures just to appease him.


  The most sought after man in the world – and today it’s my husband’s turn to appease him.


  My Harvey and Thane Bishop together! The thought alone makes me want to squeal. I don’t tell Harvey that though – he’s notoriously jealous and possessive. My crush for Thane is my little secret.


  “He’ll love you,” I say as I kiss my husband’s cheek. “Everyone always does. You’ll get that deal.”


  My husband grabs his clubs and checks his bag to make sure he has everything. He used to hate golf, but as a hedge fund manager it was pretty much mandatory he learned to play. The green is where most deals get made. Over the years the game has grown on him, to the point where he’s among the best players at our country club.


  “I hope so. The future of my firm depends on this deal. If Bishop backs out, others will follow, and the whole thing will come crumbling down like a house of cards.”


  “It’ll be fine,” I say, planting a kiss on the bridge of his nose. “Don’t worry so much. Just play some golf, relax, have fun. Let him see the real you, not just another salesperson. He probably has people begging for his money following him 24/7. If you’re you, it’ll be fine. You manage the biggest damn hedge fund in the word. You’ve got this. Trust me.”


  Harvey nods. “You’re right. I’m Harvey fucking West.”


  “That’s right, baby.”


  My husband plants his lips on top of mine, his hands finding my round ass instantly. He squeezes my ass hard, his bulge pressing into my stomach.


  “I’m going to get that deal, and then I’m coming home and fucking the shit out of you,” he growls into my mouth.


  “Don’t worry, I’ll be here, waiting, ready,” I tease my husband. I squeeze the bulge in his pants before pushing him out the door. “Go!”


  I step into the shower after my husband’s leaves, thoughts of him – and Thane Bishop – on my mind as my hand slides between my legs, finding my wetness. I part my wet lips, my fingers sliding into wet cunt easily.


  Fuck, what I wouldn’t give to be with Harvey today. I know Thane’s steely gaze, his chiseled jaw, his huge, fit chest like the back of my hand. I’ve seen it so often in the gossip magazines I could dream about it.


  I do dream about it.


  The only part of Bishop I haven’t seen is his huge cock. I’ve seen the outline, though. Paparazzi’s are lined up by the hundreds when the billionaire playboy visits the beach, and he’s always more than willing to give them all a show. He’s packing something fierce, and I’m drooling at the thought of taking the whole thing into my mouth…


  If I’m lucky, Harvey will take the billionaire home tonight…


  I can only hope.


  * * *


  Chapter 2 – Harvey


  “Fore!”


  Thane Bishop hits the ball perfectly, and it flies through the air, heading towards the putting green. Every muscle in his huge body is straining against the fabric, and for a moment I fear his biceps are going to burst out his chest. Fortunately for me, his Egyptian cotton holds.


  “I’m sorry, Mr. West, you were saying?”


  “Yes,” I say, trying to find my trail of thought again. I lost it for a moment staring at his immense frame. “I wanted to know if you were happy with our performance last year.”


  “I’m going to be honest with you, West. I haven’t really paid any attention to it. When you have as much money I do, it’s hard to keep track of it all. I pay people do that for me.”


  He pushes his designer sunglasses back. “My people haven’t warned me about you, so you must be doing okay. Your turn, by the way.”


  Bishop has over $300 million invested in my firm – and my rate of return doesn’t even interest him. As a hedge fund manager I’m more than well off, but there’s always a bigger fish.


  I take my shot, fumbling it on purpose. One thing I learned quickly is that clients don’t like it when you wipe the floor with them. It’s better for business if you let them win. It’s not easy for me – I’m competitive as fuck – but I love a good deal more than a good game of golf.


  The rush a hundred-million-dollar-deal gets me – it’s indescribable. It’s like a cocaine-fueled hour-long orgasm. Nothing compares.


  That’s one thing Bishop and I have in common. We may inhabit different words, but we both know the thrill of money. And that’s going to be my downfall.


  “Oh, rooky mistake,” Thane says when I bungle my shot. “Don’t worry, you’ll get there. Let me show you how it’s done.”


  He doesn’t seem to be interested in talking business, but I now I need to my shot in – as soon as possible. “I wanted to ask you if you were interested in expanding your investment with us.”


  “Ah, so now we get to the crux of the matter. Tell me how much you want.”


  I lick my dry lips. “Two hundred mill,” I say, trying to keep my voice from shaking.


  Thane looks at me from over his designer glasses. “You don’t fuck around, do you, West?”


  “I’m not known to, no.”


  “Let me think about it. Do you have a card or something?”


  “Of course.” I pull out my wallet and reach for my card, but the billionaire snatches my wallet from my hand before I even get a chance to.


  “Holy shit, who’s this?” he says as he starts at a photograph of my wife. It’s my favorite of hers – she’s wearing a turquoise bikini that hugs her curves in all the right places. She doesn’t know I show it off to my clients all the time – most are horny old buggers, and it helps break the ice.


  Thane Bishop, however, is not like my regular clients. He wields far greater power.


  “That’s Sophia,” I say. “My wife.”


  “No shit? I didn’t know you were fucking a model.”


  “She’s not a model,” I answer. “but thank you.”


  I’m conflicted. On one hand I’m flattered he, a playboy that can drown in pussy considers with my wife a catch, but on the other hand, there’s not a lot of respect in his voice.


  “Look at those tits man, goddamn. I’m keeping this,” he grins as he slides the photo in his back-pocket. “You should have brought her along. She could’ve serves us some beers wearing that thing. Maybe this game wouldn’t be so fucking boring.”


  “Come on, give that back.”


  “Hell no.”


  I’m perplexed. I knew Bishop had a reputation as a bad boy that always takes what he wants, but still.


  “I’ll play you for it.”


  You’ve got to be kidding me. If he thinks I’m going to play a game over my own wife’s photo, he’s got another thing coming…


  The shit-eating grin on Bishop’s face spreads. “I’ll play you for her.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You heard me. You, me, 18 rounds. If you win, I’ll give you another 200 mill. Hell, I’ll throw in another 500 as well, so you’re managing a cool billion dollars. How does that sound to you?”


  My heart is pounding like a drum, the dollar amounts making my cock throb. Thane Bishop is offering to double my portfolio with one stroke of his pen – but there’s a catch.


  There’s always a catch.


  “And if I lose?”


  “If you lose, she’s mine,” he says, waving the photograph of my bikini-clad wife in front of my face. “For 48 hours.”


  I swallow the lump in my throat. “My wife is not a whore,” I say, choking back my anger. “She doesn’t fuck people on my command.”


  Bishop puts his palms up in the air. “I’m not talking about making her do anything. If she’s with me, I won’t have to make her do shit. She’ll do everything willingly, trust me.” He lewdly grabs his crotch to make his point. “But hey, if you trust her fidelity, then you’ve got nothing to lose, right? So, ready to play?”


  “What if I don’t want to play your game at all?”


  “That’s no fun. If you don’t want to play, I’ll pull all my investments from you firm. I don’t want someone without any balls to manage my money.”


  I grit my teeth. Thane Bishop has got me by the fucking balls. His share is 50% of my fund, and if he pulls out, others will follow. He’s got so much fucking clout. It’ll be the death of me. And once I lose such a high-profile client, no one will want to work with me anymore. It’ll be like a corporate death sentence.


  Still, isn’t that better than gambling on my wife? What kind of man would do that?


  A man that can win his firm a $700 million investment.


  A man that trusts his wife.


  All we’re talking about is a date. A weekend-long date, a seven-hundred mill date, but just a date. So Sophia will eat some scallops and ride his jet, big deal. There’s no way she’s even interested in the guy, anyway. He’s not her type. He’s too fit, too buff.


  All in all, I’ve got nothing to lose. Either I make the biggest score of my life, or my wife has a fancy weekend.


  “Deal.”


  * * *


  Chapter 3 – Harvey


  I’ve played for high stakes before, but none as high as this.


  My palms are sweaty as I hold my club. Thane’s staring me down, a cocky smirk on that chiseled face of his. I’m on the biggest losing streak of my life. I’ve never missed so many shots in a row.


  Every time I ready my swing, images of my wife keep popping in my mind.


  I see her in her wedding dress, walking down the aisle. Her hair put in a bun, a few strands framing her picture-perfect face. I remember the way the light hit her face just right, illuminating several freckles on the bridge of her nose. I’ve never been happier than that day.


  Then, as I grip the club, I can’t help but imagine her with Thane.


  Riding his sculpted body in his hot-tub, bouncing her perky, round ass down on his huge cock while he leans back and sips champagne, spanking her ass every few bounces like she’s just another groupie. My breath falters when I think about I it, my body tenses, and I fumble my swing.


  This happens again, and again, and again.


  I picture them in his private jet. My wife is bent over at the waist, her skirt hiked up around her waist, while Thane’s giving it to her from behind. A stewardess walks in carrying prosecco and she doesn’t even flinch – fucking sluts is what Thane Bishop does best.


  Perhaps she even joins in.


  Perhaps the stewardesses on Bishop’s private jets are all buck-naked.


  Perhaps he pushes my wife’s face between the stewardesses legs and has a threesome – one of the things that is on my bucket lust that my wife and I have never done before.


  I screw up so many swings, I wonder is sub-consciously I’m doing it on purpose.


  Maybe I want this to happen, in some fucked-up kind of way. Maybe watching this alpha male take my wife from is something I desire. I can’t imagine it, consciously anyway, but my body is telling a different tale.


  Because my cock is hard as a rock.


  I read something about this in some psychology magazine once. Something about type-a personalities being submissive in the bedroom because it relieves tension. The idea is that they have so much stress at work that they enjoy ‘giving up the reins’, as it were, and just let everything happen, without having to make any choices.


  I have a lot of stress. I’m drowning in work. I didn’t understand that article at the time, but it’s ringing true now. Hell, they even interviewed one CEO who enjoyed being treated like a baby, so watching a jock like Thane take my wife isn’t even that fucked up, right?


  Ah, fuck. Who am I kidding.


  Losing this golf game on purpose just so Thane fucking Bishop will seduce my wife is the most fucked up thing imaginable.


  And yet I’m doing it.


  “What’s the matter, West? Lost your nerve?” the playboy says.


  “No chance in hell,” I growl.


  I steady my grip. This time, I’m going to knock that little fucking ball out of the park. I’m going to win this game, go home and jerk off, and live my happy, fulfilled life without any wife-sharing or watching alpha-jocks fuck my wife senseless with their big, hulking, fucking cocks or whatever.


  Definitely not going to watch my wife open her mouth and wrap her hot, red lips around the head of some oversized cock, and see the way her wedding ring glistens in the light, and jerk off while this man who is better than me in every way has his way with her.


  Fuck.


  I miss. I miss so hard, I’m not even close.


  My heart sinks into my chest. My wife, alone with Thane Bishop for a whole weekend… at first I didn’t think there was any way she’d ever cheat on me, but if her imagination is even half as powerful as mine, it’s not a matter of if he’s going to fuck her.


  The only question is: how many loads can he shoot in 48 hours?


  That’s, most likely, how many she’s going to have to take.


  “Oh, rookie mistake,” Thane says. “Hate to see it. Sorry, cowboy. You lost, fair and square.”


  He holds out his big hand for me, and I shake it. His grip crushes mine.


  Is this the same hand he’s going to grope my wife’s ass with?


  Fuck, I’m so aroused I’m starting to see stars. What the hell is wrong with me?


  “You alright there, big fella?”


  “I’m fine,” I answer. “You’re right, you won. Fair and square.”


  “You’re not weaseling out now, are you?”


  “What kind of man do you take me as? A deal’s a deal.”


  “My man,” he says with a broad smile. “I underestimated you. No one’s ever honored this bet before.”


  “I’m a man of my word.”


  He slaps my on my shoulder. “I like you, Harvey. You’re alright. You know what, I’m going to give you those investments anyway. You earned them. And, I’ll be flying you and the misses out to my mansion in Los Angeles this weekend, sound good?”


  “That sounds perfect,” I answer, doing my best to keep my voice steady.


  “Great. My people will be in touch.”


  * * *


  Chapter 4 – Sophia


  “We are what?”


  “We’re going to Thane Bishop’s house this weekend,” my husband says for the third time. “How many times do you want me to tell you?”


  “Us? Bishop’s? House? This weekend?”


  “That’s the gist of what I just said, yes.”


  “Why? How?” I stammer. I know my husband’s good with people, but only in my heart of hearts did I dare imagine he’d actually hit it off with the billionaire. Bishop’s among the most famous and wealthy people on the whole damn planet – you don’t just become friends with these people. They have too many obligations, too many friends already.


  I’m sure people would kill to hang out with Thane, and we’re going to do it.


  “What do you mean?” Harvey says, raising his eyebrow. “What, do you think there’s some kind of catch or something? Don’t be ridiculous.”


  “No.” Well, now I do.


  “What do you want me to say? We shot the shit, played some golf, he enjoyed it, pledged his money to my funds and asked if I wanted to join him for another game coming weekend. What do you want me to say? No?”


  “Of course not,” I say. Oh my god, Thane Bishop. It’s really happening! “I have to prepare. What am I going to wear? I haven’t been to the gym in weeks!”


  Harvey gives me a look. “It’s several days away… and you don’t need to prepare anything… plus you look great.”


  “I look okay,” I say. “Thane’s used to supermodels, he probably thinks I’m an old cow!”


  “Au contraire.”


  “…what?”


  “On the contrary,” Harvey says. “I wasn’t going to mention this, but if you’re going to stress out over nothing I’ll have to. We got to talking, I said I was married and showed him your photo, and he said you were hot.”


  “Thane Bishop said I was hot?”


  “Smoking hot. Scalding. He was jealous as hell, baby. You’re the finest piece of ass he’s ever seen.”


  “He said that?”


  “Well, I’m paraphrasing, but yeah.”


  “I don’t believe you.”


  “You can ask him come Saturday.”


  “How will we go to LA anyway?”


  “He’s sending his private jet,” Harvey says, as if it isn’t a big deal.


  “His private jet?!”


  “Hey, you either hang with a billionaire, or you don’t.”


  I’m still having trouble wrapping my head around it all. Bishop is larger than life. He’s an icon. That kind of person doesn’t just waltz into your life and escort you to his mansion on his private jet.


  I’m living my very own fairy tale.


  “You alright there, honey? Look like you drifted off for a second.”


  “Oh, sorry,” I say, my cheeks flushed bright red.


  My husband just caught me fantasizing about a ménage a trois with my husband and Bishop. Hey, it’s my fairy tale, don’t judge.


  “I can’t wait.”


  * * *


  Chapter 5 – Harvey


  I’ve never been this nervous. I feel like I’m underwater and trying to hold my breath for as long as possible every time my wife looks at me.


  I haven’t told her a single word about my deal with Thane Bishop.


  The deal where he’s going to try and seduce her right in front of me and I’m going to pretend I’m none the wiser. I want to spill the beans, but something’s stopping me. I don’t know whether it’s my ‘honor’, or the fact that I want to see if Thane can really pull it off.


  My wife’s notoriously monogamous. She was very clear when we started dating that she had zero tolerance for cheaters. All the hopes I had about being swingers and having threesomes with her girlfriends went right out the window – but it was all worth it. She’s funny, smart, loyal. Sophia makes me incredibly happy – I couldn’t wish for a better partner.


  So why am I going through with this?


  Why am I delivering her into the hands of the world’s most notorious playboy?


  I might as well just deliver her panties upon a silver platter.


  I couldn’t even enjoy the trip, the private airplane, the free champagne, the garish limousine-with-built-in-hot-tub. My mind was focused on one thing and one thing only: My wife’s curvy frame wrapped around Thane’s hard body.


  “What’s wrong?” Sophia asks, squeezing my hand.


  We’re standing in front of Bishop’s million-dollar home, and my hand is up in the air, ready to knock… but something is stopping me.


  Doubt. Fear.


  Arousal.


  “Nothing,” I say, and I knock on the giant, mahogany door. It opens with a creak and a young twenty-something girl wearing nothing but booty-shorts welcomes us in. Her tits are oiled up and bounce readily, and I’m struggling to tear my eyes away from their perfect form. Sophia’s eyes grow so big I fear they’ll fall right out of her head.


  “Welcome,” Thane’s booming voice says as he comes walking towards us, his arms spread wide. His barely-clad body is oiled up as well, every single muscle perfectly defined. All he’s wearing is briefs so small they leave absolutely nothing to the imagination.


  The outline of his thick, hard cock is clearly visible in his spandex briefs.


  He shakes my hand, nearly crushing it in his vice-like grip. “How was your flight, friend? I trust everything’s well?


  Oh right, I have to pretend we’re friends. “It went well,” I say. “Perfect.”


  “Good, good. Ah, you must be Sophia! Harvey told me so much about you!”


  My wife is speechless. She stares at Thane like he’s a ghost, her eyes drinking in his naked body. Her eyes gleam like a master painter memorizing her subject. Her picture-perfect subject, with the body of a Greek God.


  “We’re having a small party, I hope you don’t mind.”


  I look over Thane’s muscled shoulder to see the absolutely massive party happening in his back-yard. There’s a slip-and-slide, and college-aged girls are lined up, all topless, as they slide down the track, showing off their nubile, slender bodies.


  Fuck. So this is how the rich and famous live.


  Why does he want my wife then? He’s got at least thirty naked girls who are willing, begging, to jump on his dick, but his steely gazed is fixed on my Sophia.


  I’m at once flattered and terrified.


  Sophia’s face turns as red as a tomato when she sees all the girls. Her hands cross over her chest.


  “Are they making you uncomfortable?”


  “N-no,” Sophia stammers. “It-it’s fine.”


  “I’m sorry,” Thane says. “I should have been more considerate.”


  He turns around and walks off, showing off his sculpted ass. He turns the music off and tells everyone to ‘get the fuck out’. The girls smiles all drop. I hear a few complaints as they head out the door, not even bothering to put their tops back on. I do my best to stop from staring, but it’s hard when there’s sixty bare-naked, supple young breasts on view.


  “Sorry about that,” Thane says. “I’m going to hop into the shower and rinse off. Please, make yourself at home.”


  He wanders off and Sophia turns to me. “Can you believe that?!” she says. “Oh my god!”


  “I know,” I say. “Terrible, right?”


  She hates promiscuity with a fiery passion, so this little stunt has just cost Bishop his shot.


  Or so I thought.


  My wife turns crimson, and I notices her breathing is rather heavy as well. “I don’t know,” she says. “I never thought… all those girls!”


  “I guess this is how he lives,” I say. “It’s shallow.”


  Sophia gives me a look. “I saw you glance at those girls, you’d kill for this life.”


  “Never,” I lie. “Let’s get us a drink.”


  Instead of rattled and angry, my wife seems more turned on than anything.


  Off to a bad start. Or good.


  Depending on whether or not I’m looking forward to watching the alpha billionaire have his way with my wife.


  * * *


  Chapter 6 – Sophia


  Hot damn.


  I can’t believe Thane. He’s every bit as bad as I thought he’d be. What other guy would let a topless slut open the door? And have 29 other bimbo’s in his backyard, all naked and lathered up, while he parades around in nothing but skimpy shorts that leave nothing to the imagination?


  My god.


  If I were a few years younger, would have I been among those girls? Would I have flashed my tits, just because a rich and powerful man asked me to?


  I want to say no, but after seeing Thane’s body, I’m not so sure anymore. He was dripping wet, as if he walked right out of my dreams. He started a fire in my loins, and the only cure is more Bishop.


  “I’m happy to see you found the scotch.”


  His smooth, dark voice pulls me back into reality – or am I still dreaming? Thane is standing in front of me with nothing but a small, white towel wrapped around his frame, big drops of water sliding down his huge, fit chest.


  I think I won the cosmic lottery.


  “I was thinking – do you want to go dancing tonight? We could go to Club V, if you like.”


  “Club V? But that’s the most exclusive club,” I mutter. I’ve never been, but everyone has heard about that place. It’s featured in nearly every pop, R&B or hip-hop song on the radio. Only the biggest actors, rock-stars and artists can get in.


  “I know,” Thane says. “I own it.”


  “I haven’t brought my dancing clothes,” I stammer.


  Thane’s brooding eyes scour my body. “I have something in just your size.”


  He turns and walks away, dropping his towel a second before he turns the corner, providing me with a wonderful of his sculpted behind.


  If I didn’t know any better I’d say he was making a move on me. That’s ridiculous, of course. I’ve seen the women that surround him first hand. They’re all pretty enough to be models – and besides, my husband is right here.


  He’d never allow anything to happen.


  Half an hour later Thane walks into the living room looking as majestic as ever. He put on a fine, form-fitting Italian hand-made suit, and it only makes him look even hotter. The fact that his bulging muscles are now hidden from view only makes me want to see them more.


  “Sophia, I laid out a dress for you on my bed. Take a look. You don’t mind, do you Harvey?”


  My husband shakes his head. “No, of course not.”


  Thane grabs my hand and leads me down a long hallway. I can smell his musk, and it makes my knees weak. We enter his bedroom and he closes the door behind me, and I suddenly feel small. He towers over me, and if he wish, he could have his way with me right here, right now, and there’s nothing I could do stop him.


  I’d be powerless to resist.


  “Here,” he growls as he holds a little black dress up to my body. “It’s perfect.”


  I can’t believe what’s he offering me. The thing is so tiny it’ll barely go past my hips, and it’s so low-cut I’ll need tape to stop my boobs from falling out!


  “I can’t wear this,” I say.


  “Why not?” Thane says, raising his eyebrow. “It’ll fit you like a glove.”


  “I can’t pull this look off! I’m not…”


  “You’re not what?”


  “I’m not an actress or something.”


  “You’re right,” Thane says. “You’re much better looking than that.”


  I glance up at him, not believing what I’m hearing.


  “You’re real,” the alpha playboy growls. “You’re not fake or plastic. You’re a real woman, with curves. Men like that. I like that. And you’re going to wear this, and look fucking amazing, and we’re going to dance, and everything is going to wonder where I got such a hot wife as yourself.”


  He presses the garment into my hands. It’s not a question, it’s a statement. A fact.


  And I can’t say no to him.


  He slams the door shut behind him, leaving me alone with the tiny garment.


  I must be crazy to seriously consider it…


  * * *


  Chapter 7 – Harvey


  Holy smoke.


  “What do you think?” Sophia asks.


  She does a twirl in front of me on her high heels, and the hem of her skirt flies up, showing me the curvature of her round, spankable ass. “Is it too short?”


  My cock is instantly hard. I’ve never seen her look any hotter, or dressed so risqué before.


  I’ve been trying for years to get my wife to dress sexier, and Thane Bishop gets her in a tiny dress within an hour of meeting her. The balls on that fucking guy.


  My wife runs her hands down her sides, trying to pull the dress down – but it’s simply that short. Her tits are nearly falling out as well – only her nipples are covered by the thin, black fabric. Every time she moves they threaten to spill out in all their white, round glory.


  “What do you think, Harvey?” Thane says, his voice a low growl. He raises his eyebrows, reminding me of our deal together.


  I shall not interfere with the seduction of my wife.


  “You look amazing,” I say, clenching my fist behind my back to control myself. I want nothing more than to drop down to my knees and sink my head between her legs, drink up that lovely, sweet pussy of hers – but it belongs to Thane now. Or it will, in a few hours. “It’s perfect.”


  “Thanks,” my wife says, her cheeks flushed bright red. Her blue eyes are gleaming with arousal. What is about Thane that makes him have this instant hold over woman? My throat is instantly dry when I realize my wife isn’t immume to his charm.


  “Excellent,” Thane Bishop says in that rich, dark voice of his. He grabs my wife’s hand and pulls her towards him. He spins her around, the hem of her dress flying up, exposing her panty-clad ass to me. She’s wearing black, see-through panties, and they leave nothing to the imagination.


  Soon we’ll be in a busy nightclub and everyone will have this view of her. My head spins at the thought alone – let alone the reality.


  “Come, let’s dance.”


  Thane leads us into his garage. The damn thing is bigger than my house!


  “What do you feel like driving, Harvey? The Bugatti or the Mercedes?”


  I’m driving? “Th-the Bugatti is fine,” I say.


  “After you.”


  He holds the door open for my wife, and when she sits down, I see her dress rides up all the way to her waist, exposing her panties to both me and Thane. He raises his eyebrows at me and flashes me a cocky smirk as he gets in next to her.


  Taking a deep breath I get in the driver’s seat. It seems I’m chauffeuring my wife and her date tonight…


  I drive through the busy roads of LA, trying to find Club V, but I’m hopelessly lost. In the back, Thane and Sophia are chatting away, and my blood runs cold when I see his hand is on her exposed knee.


  Thane catches me staring, and his dark eyes warn me of our deal.


  I can’t do it anymore though. Watching this alpha male, this billionaire jack rub his hands all over my wife? It’s more than I can handle. I clear my throat to assert my presence… and Thane raises the partition with a shit-eating grin on his face.


  I’m left dumbfounded as the small window goes up, cutting me off from the back. My wife even laughs when she sees the surprised look on my face. Meanwhile, my mind is going a million miles a minute. What the hell is going on in the back? Sophia wouldn’t do anything with me right there… would she?


  I never thought she would, but I never expected her to be so nice to Thane to begin with. She is wearing a dress so skimpy she might as well be naked, for Christ sakes. In a frenzy I look up the address of Club V on my phone and drive us there as fast as I can, my heart beating in my throat the entire time.


  “We’re here,” I say as loudly as I can as I park the car up front. I hurry outside and try to open their door, only to find it locked. The windows are tinted, so I can’t see shit.


  Is this real? Is Thane fucking Bishop going to fucking cuckold me right in this parking lot?


  Just when I’m about to lose my cool and start bashing the window in with my elbow, the door opens, and Sophia steps out. Her cheeks are flushed bright red, and her hair is slightly tussled, but her dress is still on, so that’s a plus.


  “What?” she asks me. “You look like you saw a ghost.”


  “You locked me out,” I whisper. “That’s not nice.”


  “Aw, poor baby,” Sophia says as she kisses my cheeks. “Relax, we were just talking.”


  Her eyes glisten. Is she telling me the truth or just gas lighting me? And her breath, is that just the drink… or something more… I’m smelling?


  “Come,” Thane says as he grabs my wife’s hand and leads her in. Her hips sway with every step, her ass peeking out from underneath the black dress.


  Fuck. Despite everything, I’m as hard as a fucking rock.


  There’s a huge line outside the club that spans the block, but Thane cuts right through. The bouncer opens the line just for him. I stop day-dreaming and break out into a sprint – if I don’t catch up, they’ll be inside without me! “I know Thane Bishop,” no bouncer is going to believe that.


  They are just passing through the large, red doors when I run up to them. I reach out my hand to grab my wife’s attention when a bouncer stops me dead in my tracks, planting his palm on my chest. It’s like running into a brick wall.


  “Not so fast, amigo,” he says. “Where are you going?”


  “I’m with them,” I say, out-of-breath.


  “Who?”


  “Thane! Thane Bishop! And…”


  “And?” The tattooed guy is staring me down, his eyes narrowed. If I don’t convince him fast, he’ll kick me to the back of the line.


  “And my wife,” I say softly.


  “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that.”


  “My wife,” I say a little louder.


  The man breaks into a smile. “That’s your wifey? The hotty in the black dress?”


  “Yes,” I say through gritted teeth.


  “I see.” He’s barely containing his laughter at this point, and the other bouncers are snickering as well. It’s the most humiliating moment of my life – and still, my damn cock is as hard as fucking rock.


  “Just ask them,” I say. “Please.”


  “Do you think mister Bishop will want you there when he shows your wifey a good time?”


  I swallow the lump in my throat. “I do.”


  The bouncer nods and steps inside. A few humiliating minutes later, he comes back in.


  “Mister Bishop says you’re welcome. Enjoy your night.”


  I hear their laughter behind me when I rush in. I don’t care. All I want to see is my wife.


  * * *


  Chapter 8 – Sophia


  Thane is all over me.


  His left hand is running down my back, while his right one is edging up my skirt. His fingers are digging into my soft flesh, running across the curve of my ass, and I don’t even care.


  I don’t mind that this alpha billionaire, this playboy is feeling me up right inside the most lavish nightclub in the world. I like it.


  His breath is on my neck, and it smells of whiskey and desire. I press my body against his, my hands wrapped around his neck, grabbing hold of the back of his thick, dark hair. I open my eyes for a brief moment, and the flashing lights create spots on my eyes. There’s a crowd of moving bodies all around is, but I’ve only got eyes for the Bishop.


  From the corners of my eye I see we’ve drawn a crowd. I instantly recognize the supermodels, popstars and actresses. They’re all staring at me – with jealousy etched in their faces.


  They all want to be me. They all wish they had a man as powerful, as sexy as Thane Bishop. But he – he wants only me. I’ve never felt more desired, more alive than in this moment.


  He squeezes my ass and growls into my ear, and a wanton moan escapes my lips. His bulge presses against my stomach. His hard, throbbing fucking cock. Fuck. A niggling voice in the back of my head reminds me I’m a married woman. That I shouldn’t be fantasizing about dropping to my knees and orally worshipping this god right in the middle of the dance floor.


  Where is my husband anyway?


  I open my eyes to see him nursing a drink at the far end of the room. His eyes are locked onto me, and shame washes over me instantly. I let go of Thane and try to walk over to him, but I don’t get very far. Thane wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me back in, planting my barely covers ass right in his thick bulge.


  Another moan leaves my lips. I can’t help it.


  Every few seconds my husband’s face is lit up by the flashing disco-lights, but to my surprise, he doesn’t seem angry. He’s not steaming with rage. Instead, he looks amused. Interested.


  Even aroused.


  Thane’s got a powerful grip on my waist – he’s not letting me get away. With one hand he lifts the back of my dress, so it’s only my panty-covered ass that’s grinding on his lap. Through the thin fabric I feel every inch of his hardness, and I’m instantly wet. I knew he was a bad boy, I knew he had balls, but he’s practically rubbing his cock all over my ass in public, and in front of my husband!


  “You’re bad,” I whisper.


  “You love it,” he says. His cock throbs, and I have to bite my lip to stop from moaning.


  “Harvey is right there.”


  “I know,” he answers coolly.


  “He’ll be mad.”


  “I think you’ll find he understand,” Thane whispers into my ear. His hands fly up to my breasts, covering them entirely. “Look at your husband,” he says as he roughly squeezes my tits right there on the dance-floor. He’s cupping my entire breasts, his fingers digging into my skin, using my body like a toy and I love it.


  My body is burning with desire, my core’s thumping like a jack-hammer. If he bent me over and fucked me right there, I don’t think I’d have the willpower to stop him.


  “Is he looking at you?”


  “Yesss,” I hiss.


  “How does he look?”


  “Happy,” I say.


  “He wants this as much as you,” Thane whispers as he runs his hand down my body. He slides his hand up my dress and cups my vagina, his two fingers stroking my dripping wet lips. “He wants to watch me fuck you.”


  We’re in the middle of this giant, dancing crowd, with sweaty bodies everywhere, and Thane is practically fingering me in the middle of it al. I must be out of my damn mind.


  “I don’t believe you,” I whisper back, finding my last semblance of sanity. “Harvey’s not like that.”


  “Ask him.”


  My heart skips a beat. “W-what?”


  “Ask him. Invite him over and asks what he thinks. The answer will surprise you.”


  I’m certain Thane is full of shit, but I can’t pass out on this opportunity. Every fiber in my body is screaming for the alpha jock to whisk me away to the VIP room and show me how they do it in LA. I lift my finger and beck my husband over.


  He downs his drink and saunters over, his dark eyes locked onto me the entire time. I’ve got two hot, brooding men who are lusting for my body – what did I ever do to deserve this much happiness?


  “Hey baby,” I say, wrapping my arms around my husband’s neck. I kiss him straight away, pushing my tongue into his mouth. Thane’s hands are on my ass, squeezing them, as I kiss my husband.


  “Hey,” he says coolly.


  I sway my body to the beat and he dances with me, as Thane rubs against me from behind. I find myself sandwiched between two tall, beautiful men. Harvey’s eyes gleam with something, but I can’t place it. Is it arousal? Or fear? Or is he a lot more open than I ever dared to imagine?


  Behind me, I feel Thane’s thumb running across the top of my panty-line, and I gasp for breath. Does he have the balls to pull down my panties while I’m kissing my husband? I wouldn’t put it past him at this point.


  “Are you having a good time?” he asks me.


  I nod. “Yes,” I whisper. “Is that okay?”


  “That’s fine,” my husband answers.


  I kiss him again, harder this time, our tongues meeting, biting softly on his bottom lip.


  “I want to ask you something,” I breathe into his ear.


  “What?”


  “Thane says…”


  I’m stopped dead in my tracks when Thane slides his hand into the back of my panties. He’s cupping my entire ass-cheek in his hand, while my husband’s hands are resting on my waist.


  Harvey’s eyebrows are raised, asking me to continue. If he only knew… would he flip his shit? Only one way to find out…


  “He said that you… want to watch…”


  Thane’s fingers are running lower and lower, sliding ever closer to my very wet, very aroused, very willing pussy…


  “Watch what?”


  “Me… with… him…”


  I close my eyes for a brief second as Thane runs the tip of his fingers across my wet folds. He’s teasing me relentlessly. His fingers are at my opening while my dumbfounded husband is staring into my eyes.


  Harvey doesn’t respond. He looks like a deer caught in headlights. I see him lick his lips, and my heart flutters. Is he going to say yes? Is my biggest fantasy coming true tonight?


  “Whatever you want,” he says softly, his eyes locked onto mine. “It’s your call.”


  Oh god.


  Thane’s fingers slide into me as my husband has given me the all-clear, for all intents and purposes. I never realized he was so open-minded. If I had known, we’d have done this years ago..


  “A-are you sure?” I breathe. Once he says yes, there’s no going back. No there’s no stopping this train. My body yearns for Thane’s touch, and only a sliver of self-control remains.


  “Yes.”


  That’s it. That sealed it. Tonight, I am Thane’s. I’m his to use, his toy, his slut. I’ll let him do whatever he wants, no matter how wanton and depraved. My entire body tingles, and the anticipation is killing me.


  Then, I hear the unmistakable sound of a zipper – even over the loud music that’s playing all around us. A second later, I feel something hard and heavy press against my naked backside.


  It can’t be…


  I glance behind me over my shoulder and see Thane’s naked cock resting against my ass. He’s got that irresistible, cocky smirk etched on that gorgeous, chiseled face of his. Is he going to fuck me right here in the middle of the dance floor? Oh god.


  I can’t keep freaking out, because my eyes are drawn to his giant manhood. Thick veins run up its length, leading all the way up to the big, purple, bulbous head. It’s even more magnificent than I dared to imagine.


  He yanks my panties down with one tug, and they slide all the way down to my ankles. I’m nearly naked in this sea of people. I feel a slight breeze tease my now-naked pussy, and it sends warm sensations all the way down my spine.


  Thane rubs his head against my ass, smearing his pre-cum all over my round, thick cheeks. My pussy is dripping wet and ready for him, and my mouth hangs open, as my eyes roll to the back of my head. I don’t even care we’re in public. I just want Thane to use me.


  “Are you okay?”


  I open my eyes. Harvey is looking right at me, his brow furrowed.


  “Are you okay, sweetie?” he asks again. I wonder if he’s playing dumb or just naïve. No matter. If he wants me to say it, I will. I want to say it, in fact. I want my husband to know what a naughty, dirty little slut his wife is being.


  “He’s doing it,” I breathe wantonly. “Right now.”


  My husband is still looking at me like he doesn’t understand, so I grab his hand and place it right on my naked pussy. His fingers touch my wetness, and his eyes grow as wide as saucers. Then, I push his hands down even further, until the tips of his fingers brush against the head of Thane’s big cock.


  I’ve never seen my husband look so stunned before. He stood frozen to the spot, his fingers lingering against Thane’s hardness. I could feel Thane’s cock pulsing between my legs, the purple head now brushing against my wet folds. I arch my back and jut out my ass, making my body available to the dominant stud. I want to him to fuck me right now.


  And then it happens.


  Thane grabs my hips and lifts me slightly up from the ground, effortlessly, as if I’m weightless. I bend over slightly, and a second later his big cock parts my wet lips. His cock slides effortlessly into my dripping wet cunt, filling me up.


  I scream. I moan wantonly, panting, begging like a common whore. Luckily the loud music drowns out most of my moans, but truth be told, I’m lost to this world. My universe consist only of my husband and Thane at this moment.


  His big cock slides into me, inch after wonderful inch. I’m split open by his thickness, his immense girth. I’ve never felt like this. My body is burning up, every fiber of my being screaming out in pleasure.


  My husband’s hand is resting against my wet pussy as well, the tips of his fingers rubbing my clit, bringing me to even greater heights. I grab his neck and pull him close, kissing him deeply. I force my tongue into his mouth, kissing my husband as another man fucks me for the first time.


  “He’s inside of me,” I moan.


  “How is he?”


  “So good,” I breathe. “So big!”


  “Tight little slut,” Thane breathes into my neck from behind. He starts pounding into me from behind, slamming every last inch of his thick, wide cock into me, in the middle of this club.


  He’s right. I’m his little slut, his to use. My entire body is relaxed, held up by my two men as Thane fucks me relentlessly. There’s a small lull in the music for a brief moment – but enough for me, and I assume everyone around me, to hear the wet sound of flesh hitting flesh, of his balls slapping against my wet pussy with every thrust of his powerful hips.


  “I’m gonna cum,” I groan through my teeth. “I’m cumming!”


  My husband rubs me faster and faster until his hand’s only a blur. I reach down and squeeze his cock through his pants – he’s harder than I’ve ever felt him before. I fumble with his zipper and pull his cock out, jerking him off on the dance floor.


  I feel Thane’s cock swell inside of me, and I realize he’s about to cum inside of me.


  Oh god. I didn’t even realize he’s not wearing a condom. I forgot all about using protections after years of unprotected sex with my husband. Thane Bishop is fucking me bare, and any moment now, he’ll shoot his fertile load right inside of me.


  This illicit thought sends me over the edge. I bite down on my husband’s lip as I come harder than I’ve ever done before, my vision turning to spots, my moans turning into gibberish, my hips bucking like a wild deer. Pure, unfiltered pleasure courses through my every vein, sending me straight to nirvana.


  My pleasure comes in waves, each one more powerful than the next, until I’m swept away, lost in a sea of bliss. Just when I’m coming down, Thane pulls me right back in.


  “Hold my balls,” he growls, addressing Harvey for the first time since he started fucking me. “Hold my balls while I fuck your slut.”


  Yes. His slut. That’s what I am.


  My clit thumps with pleasure as I feel Harvey’s fingers slide down. His eyes are closed but his mouth hangs open as he holds Thane’s balls in his hand. The man who is fucking me – bareback and in public – and my husband is holding his balls as he’s about to unload inside of me.


  I love the powerful, dominant hold Thane has over the both of us. We don’t need to think, all we have to do is follow his orders, which comes naturally to the both of us, and he’ll take us straight to paradise.


  Thane cums first, but Harvey’s only a second behind. Thane’s cock swells to immense proportions, stretching me out, filling my cunt more than any man has ever done. His spurts are as powerful as he is – he fires rope after rope of his hot load into me, pumping me full of his sweet, forbidden cum.


  My husband feels Thane’s balls pumping in his hand, filling me with cum, and he orgasms simultaneously. I feel his load splatter against my pussy from the front, cumming all over my clit. I rub his cock all my pussy, massaging the seed into my skin, even rubbing his cock against Thane’s shaft.


  I love it. I love having two cocks to play with, two loads to enjoy. I never want to go back. I never want to settle for just one.


  Why would I, when I can have two?


  After pumping me full of cum, Thane pulls out, much to my chagrin. I wanted to enjoy the moment, to savor it, to get lost in it – but it’s all over too soon for my liking.


  Fuck, I’m insatiable, aren’t I?


  The alpha billionaire stuffs his cock back into his pants and pulls my panties back up. “Keep my load inside of you,” he whispers into my ear. “I want to see your sloppy cunt when we get home.”


  I open my eyes and see clearly for the first time since Thane started his skillful seduction. To my embarrassment, I see we’ve drawn quite a crowd. The music cuts out and they all give us a loud round of applause. Harvey is shocked, his face is pale as a ghost, but I don’t even care anymore.


  My pussy is dripping with another man’s cum – I don’t have the energy left to be embarrassed. In fact, the fact that everyone saw what a cheating slut I am only turns me on.


  We’ve only spent a day with Thane Bishop, and already I’m a changed person…


  …imagine what tomorrow will have in store for me!


  * * *


  Chapter 9 – Harvey


  I can’t believe it. I can’t wrap my head around it.


  Still, the cum stains on my trousers are proof that it really happened.


  Thane Bishop fucked my wife in the middle of a nightclub, and I watched. Even worse, I rubbed her off, and squeezed his balls, and came on my wife’s cunt at the same time.


  I don’t know how he did it, but that alpha jock seduced my wife – and me – right on front of me. He’s got us both wrapped around his little finger – or his big dick, actually.


  I’m waiting in the car, doing my best not to hyperventilate. Thane and Sophia get in the backseat, both of them with wide smiles on their faces. Thane leans forward, resting his hand on my shoulder.


  “You’re a good sport, mate,” he says. “How are you feeling?”


  “Good,” I lie. In fact, I’m in immense turmoil, both shocked, afraid, and aroused, but now is not the time to break down.


  “Great.”


  He leans back and signals for me to drive back to his house. I turn onto the road, but honestly, I’m barely registering the traffic around me. The wanton scene that just happened keeps playing out in front of me. My wife’s voice pulls me back to reality.


  “Holy shit,” she says suddenly.


  I glance into my rear-view mirror. “What?”


  “That really happened,” she says.


  “Yeah.”


  Her hair is tussled, her make-up smeared, and her chest is still heaving with every breath. I can tell she’s still incredibly aroused. I’m never able to twice in a row… but then again, I’m not a player like Thane.


  “Look.”


  I nearly crash the car when I glance into my mirror again. My wife has spread her legs and has pulled her panties to the side, showing me her red, swollen, glistening wet cunt. Thane’s load is slowly dripping out of her, the white cum sliding down her inner thigh. Sophia looks straight at me, not breaking eye contact for a moment as she reaches down, dips her finger in… and brings it to her mouth.


  I can’t tear my eyes away as she slides the finger into her mouth and sucks it clean, tasting herself, and Thane’s load. A honking car forces me to watch the road again, and just in time, as I’m swerving into oncoming traffic.


  Fuck. If she keeps this up, I’ll get us all killed!


  I divert my attention between the road and Sophia as best I can. All I see are flashes.


  My wife sliding two fingers into her pussy, all the way to the knuckle.


  My wife on her knees in the backseat, tugging Thane’s trousers down to his ankles.


  My wife with her mouth open wide as she wraps her hot, red lips around the head of Thane’s cock – the same cock that was inside her only minutes ago.


  Finally, we’ve made it. I pull the car up to Thane’s house with screeching tires. I unbuckle my seatbelt and turn around – and I’m greeted with my wife’s naked, dripping pussy staring me in the face. It’s right in front of me, and I can see Thane’s load dripping out, gliding down her swollen, wet lips.


  From the sounds I hear I gather Thane’s roughly fucking her face. I see her head bob up and down, and the wet sounds mean only one thing. He’s forcing every last inch of his massive cock down her throat – and she’s loving every second of it.


  The scent of her dripping wet pussy fills my nostrils, and I can’t fight the urges any longer. I need to feel her. I need to taste her. I grab her ass with my two hands and lean in, drinking in her wonderful, wanton scent. Her wetness mixed with Thane’s load provides an irresistible aroma.


  I kiss her wet pussy. I’ve never felt my wife so wet, so absolutely dripping before. I push my tongue in as far as it’ll go, losing myself in the wetness, the scent, in her sloppy cunt.


  She moans louder and louder, her sounds encouraging me – though her moans are muffed by Thane’s giant cock being forced down her throat.


  I eat her sloppy cunt.


  “How does my load taste?” Thane asks.


  Good. I can’t deny it. I’ve never tasted anything better than my wife’s used pussy. I suck her lips into my mouth, rubbing my tongue against them, savoring the taste.


  “I think your husband loves your sloppy cunt,” Thane says to my wife. He pulls her up by her hair, and she gasps for air.


  “Oh god,” she groans, her voice breaking. “Keep going baby, I’m almost there! Lick my dirty pussy!”


  I bury my face in my wife’s ass, tonguing her clit as fast as I can. Within seconds her entire body is trembling and another powerful orgasm washes over her. Her loud moans are muffled by the thick cock being forced down her throat, and she bucks her hips, cumming around Thane’s wide member.


  “Here’s another load, slut,” Thane growls. He keeps her head forced down as he bucks his hips as well, shooting another thick load straight down her throat. My wife gags and sputters, but he keeps her head down until she’s swallowed every last drop of his cum.


  When he lets go off her head she falls to the side, panting like a dog. She’s been well and truly used, cum dripping from her pussy and mouth, and I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than that.


  I had no idea we had it in us, but Thane Bishop has just changed my entire marriage in less than a day. The billionaire straightens his tie and slides his immense cock back into his pants.


  He gives me a knowing nod and then steps out the car, leaving me alone with my wife. She’s damn near comatose, fucked into a coma by Thane’s thickness. I carry her up to our room. Her dress is bunched up around her waist, her naked tits and pussy hanging out like a cheap whore.


  When I walked her down the aisle I never imagined I’d one day carry her up to a room dripping with cum that wasn’t mine from both ends – but here we are.


  And I couldn’t be happier.


  I had some dark moments today – fear, jealousy, anger, I ran through the entire gauntlet. However, in the end, arousal won out. My wife surrendered to it, as did I. I can’t blame her for anything – I lost that bet and accepted Thane’s proposal, after all. And when she asked me for permission, I gave it to her.


  Yes, I didn’t expect Thane to fuck her right there in the middle of the dance floor… but what’s done is done.


  I lay Sophia down on the bed, and she opens her eyes. “Come,” she whispers, opening her arms and legs for me. Cum is still dribbling down her thighs, and there are a few drops still on her cheeks as well.


  “Don’t you want to shower?” I ask


  “No, I want you now,” she says.


  I can’t resist that offer. I strip naked and dive on top of her, wrapping my body around hers. She slides her legs around my waist, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I can taste Thane clearly, smell him on her breath, but I don’t care. This is my wife, and I love her, no matter what.


  “Do you still love me?” she asks.


  “Of course,” I say. “Of course!”


  “You’re not mad at me?”


  I reach down and press my hard cock against her naked cunt. “Do I feel mad to you?”


  She smiles. “You feel hard.”


  I line my cock up with her cunt and press forward. I’ve never slid in easier – she’s still dripping wet and filled with juices.


  “You feel wet,” I say.


  “I am,” she breathes, a red color returning to her cheeks. “I’m so wet… and filled, baby. I’m filled with cum.”


  “Yeah you are. You’re a filthy little cumslut.”


  “Yes! Oh, I’m a cum slut baby. I fucking love cum. Thane came right in my pussy… and in my mouth.”


  “I know, I can taste it.”


  Sophia’s eyes open wide, sheer arousal burning brightly in her blue eyes. “Do you like it?”


  I crush her lips with mine, shutting her up with a kiss as I thrust my cock inside of her, fucking her sloppy, used cunt.


  “You do, don’t you?” she breathes. “You love fucking my sloppy pussy, you love kissing my cum-filled mouth, don’t you, baby?”


  “Oh fuck,” I breathe. I can’t hold out much longer. “Go on.”


  “I love Thane’s big cock, baby. He’s so huge. I’ve never felt anything like it!”


  “Is he bigger than me?” I ask. Her stretched pussy already answered that question for me, but I want to hear her say it.


  “Oh god yes,” she says instantly. “He’s huge! I’m so stretched!”


  “Are you going to fuck him again?”


  “Do you want me to?”


  I pause mid-thrust. This is it. The crossroads. I can pull back now… or dive in the deep end and go all the way. Surrender myself to my most wanton desires. Sophia is writing underneath of me, moving her hips, trying to fuck herself on my cock. Fuck, it’s never been a real question.


  “Yes,” I say as I thrust forward, sliding my cock all the way in to the hilt. “Yes, yes, god yes, fuck, fuck, yes!”


  “Oh I will, baby, I will! I’ll fuck him again, and again, and again! I’m addicted to his big fucking cock! I can’t wait till he fills me once more, until his cock fucking explodes and gives me the cum I need, the cum I crave!”


  “FUCK!”


  I cum so hard I see spots. My balls are completely drained, and I collapse on top of my wife. Both of us are breathing heavy, a heap of sweaty limbs.


  We fall asleep like that, our bodies entwined, completely satisfied… for now.


  * * *


  Epilogue – Harvey


  What a life I have.


  Thane Bishop’s proposal has changed my marriage – hell, my entire life. She spent the rest of that weekend on her back as Thane fucked her in every room in his mansion. Ever since he won my wife, she’d been insatiable. We fuck every night, sometimes twice! All either of us have to do is whisper his name and we’re both ready to go.


  We can be watching the news when he pops up, and seconds later she’ll be on her knees, gagging herself on my cock as I remind her what a cum-loving whore she really is.


  Really, I can’t thank Thane enough. It’s been four weeks of non-stop fucking, and tonight he’s flying us back to his mansion for a massive party. The country’s elite will all be there – actors, musicians, politicians. Everyone who means something will be at Bishop’s party.


  And me and my wife. I’m nervous as fuck – is he going to fuck her in front of everyone again? Is he going to use Sophia like a whore in front of the actors I love, the musicians I admire, the politicians I voted for?


  I haven’t decided if that’s my worst nightmare or my biggest dream, but I do know that I’m horny as fuck.


  *


  “Who are you again?”


  I can’t believe talking to Tim Honks, one of my favorite actors. Normally I would have been giddy with excitement, but right now, my thoughts are pre-occupied. Where is Sophia? Has she snuck off with Thane?


  “Oh, I’m a friend of Thane. Excuse me.”


  Tim nods and I wander off. I find Thane in the kitchen pouring drinks, and see Sophia is standing in the garden, talking to Katy Merry.


  “Having a good time?” Thane asks.


  “Sure,” I answer. “Nice party.”


  He leans in close and whispers into my ear. “I’m happy you accept Sophia needs a real man to fuck her. I’ve been looking forward to destroying that pussy for a month.”


  I’m instantly hard, my cheeks flushed. I grip the kitchen to keep my knees from going out underneath of me. Fuck. He’s not playing around.


  “Hey Will! Have you met my friend Harvey?”


  Thane introduces me to another celebrity, and I have to switch back on, doing my best to feign interest. He hands me a double-scotch and I knock it back, happy for the distraction.


  *


  I wake up with a stiff neck. I find myself sitting on the couch in an empty living room, empty bottle sprawled all over the floor. My mouth is dry and my head is pounding something fierce. Slowly, my mind pierces everything together.


  I’m at Thane Bishop’s house, and apparently I drank myself into a stupor as I tried to calm my jangling nerves. But where is Sophia…?


  I stumble to my feet and move through the giant mansion. As I walk up the stairs, the unmistakable sounds of moans reach my ears. My stomach drops – they started without me? Sophia is screaming louder than ever before.


  I push open the door to Thane’s bedroom, and I’ll never forget the sight. My lovely wife is on her hands and knees while Thane is fucking her ass. His massive cock is filling her forbidden hole, stretching it open wide.


  Sophia is moaning loudly, begging for the alpha male to fuck her ass harder. Thane notices me standing in the doorway, and nods at me.


  “Close the door, will you?” he says.


  I lick my lips as I stare at Thane’s cock splitting my wife’s ass wide open. I’ve never rimmed Sophia before… but something tells me I’m about to.


  Fuck, what a life I have!


  * * *


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading! If you’re quite done reading yet, you’re in luck! There is a free story that starts on the next page. Enjoy!


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele. If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


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


   


  ***


   


  Taken at the Reunion


  * * * 


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


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


  It was also way too revealing for a reunion.


  “Are you absolutely sure you want to come?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Hi honey, this is Clyde.”


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


  “We’ve met,” I answered him.


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


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


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


  “Actually, we were-”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Promise!” The guy laughed.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Haha, that’s cruel Tim!”


  “It would be funny though!”


  “Perhaps..”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “You’re killing me Clyde..”


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


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


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


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


  “That’s it,” Clyde moaned approvingly.


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


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


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


  Clyde grabbed her hair, patting her on the head.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Nonsense.”


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


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


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


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


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


   


  And that is exactly what happened.


   


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  The closer I got, the clearer the voices became.


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


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


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


  I had found Amy and Prof. Frost all right.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “No..”


  Once again, his hand came flying down. SMACK!


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


  “OW! You.. you fuck them.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Where did you fuck Clyde?”


  “Back stage, behind the curtains.”


  “And why did you fuck Clyde?”


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


  “Because I’m a dirty slut.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “I.. lost count.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “How is he?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  I nodded. “I do.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Now hold my balls.”


  I glanced up at him, unsure what to do.


  “Hold my balls while I fuck your slut!”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  * * *


  Did you love The Proposal and Taken at the Reunion? Then you should check out My Wife, His Toy!


  [image:  ]


   


  “She's your wife... but she's my toy.”


   


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


   


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


   


  Excerpt


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Ask Tony to impregnate Mary.


   


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


   


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


   


  “What is it baby?”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “We can get Tony to knock you up.”


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  Jesus Christ.


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


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


   


  “I think you should give him a call.”


   


   


  Continue reading!


  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


   


  Wife Sharing Novellas


   


  My Wife, His Toy
Jamaica Mistaka
Hot Tub Hot Wife
My Wife & The Bully
The Auction
The Sauna Swap
The Roommate
The Best Man


   


  Wife Sharing Short Stories


   


  The Cabin
The Boxer


  The Hike
The Fantasy Fair
The Audition
Hotel Hotwife
Shared With My Boss
The Neighbor
The Pool Party
The Cruise
The Summer Job
My Wife & The Team
Taken in the Tub
Taken in the Sauna
Taken in the Stripclub
Taken by the Team
Taken at the Pool Party
Taken at the Resort
Taken at the Office Party
Taken at the Beach
Taken by the Billionaires
Taken at the Xmas Party
Taken while Camping
Taken at the Costume Party
Taken in the Cabin
Taken on the Island
Taken at the Fertility Clinic
Taken by the Best Men
Taken in the Club
Taken by the Bikers
Taken by the Neighbors
Taken at the Reunion
Taken by my Roommates
Taken at the Housewarming Party


  Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 1
Cuckolded by my Black Boss, Part 2


  Cuckolded by a Colleague


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


  Taken by the Cops
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