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      I’ve always wanted to go to a clothing-optional resort. They must be so liberating. To be able to just lounge naked in the hot, Caribbean sun all day, and just drink in all the beauty that surrounds you…

      And later that night, unwind in the hot tub with your neighbors…

      I could get used to that lifestyle. One of my biggest fantasies is an older couple just straight up taking control. They see a young and shy couple dipping their toe into wifesharing, and they grab their arms and pull them straight into the deep end.

      If that sounds appealing, then The Resort is the story for you.

      When you’re done with that, I’ve added Taken at the Housewarming for you to sink your teeth into.

      Have fun,

      Emilia.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
      “Oh my god, Daniel,” my fiancée Irene gasps, grabbing my arm tightly. “Look! There!”

      I follow her gaze, at first distracted by a beautiful, busty, fully naked woman walking pasts us. We’ve only just arrived at Sunset City, a clothing-optional resort in the Caribbean, and already I’ve seen more gorgeous, naked women then I’d know what to do with.

      When I see what my soon-to-be-wife is pointing at, my heart skips a beat.

      Holy shit.

      A man, around fifty years of age, is sitting in the shallow water on the edge of the pool. He’s very fit for his age, and his salt-and-pepper hair gives him a sense of authority.

      He’s also totally and completely naked, and two young women are kneeling in front of him, their tongues working their way up his impressive, thick shaft.

      Their naked asses are turned our way, and even from where we’re standing I can see their wet lips glistening in the midday sun. My cock is instantly hard, pushing at the towel that’s folded neatly around my waist.

      I haven’t fully plunged into the nudist lifestyle quite yet, but it only takes me a few seconds of the live, lewd sex show to realize that I didn’t take my fiancée to a nudist resort.

      I took her to a lifestyle resort.

      “Do you want to go back to our room?” I ask, my mouth suddenly dry.

      “Are you kidding? I want to see this!” My fiancée says excitedly, much to my surprise. She walks over to an unclaimed sunbed, and after standing there dumbfounded for a second, I have to run to keep up with her. She spreads her towel on the bed and lies down in her baby-blue bikini.

      The very helpful and beautiful dark-skinned lady at the desk informed us that the entire resort is clothing optional, meaning we could be naked if we wanted to, but we would never be forced to be naked. However, the unwritten rule was that it was expected. I can see how it could be rude to keep your clothes on while you gawked at other people’s naked bodies, but seeing as this was our first time at a place like this, we decided to take it slow, and keep our clothes on for the time being.

      Or so I thought.

      I sit down on a sunbed next to my fiancée and reach for my bag to grab a book I’m going to pretend to read while I drink in the surroundings. The moment I turn around, I’m shocked to see my girlfriend is totally naked.

      Her supple, small breasts and smoothly shaved pussy are totally bared, bathing in the warm, summer sun, her bikini lying on the tiles next to her bed. Her mouth is hanging open slightly, the tip of her tongue wetting her lips as she stares at the threesome taking place only several yards away.

      The man was now furiously making out with one of the girls, the redhead, – she looked to be only a few years older than us – while the brunette was bobbing her head up and down his big cock, slobbering all over it. The man is fingering the redhead, plunging two fingers into her wet cunt, and she moans loudly. He moves his fingers from her pussy to her mouth, and she licks her own juices off the man’s fingers eagerly.

      We are so close I can hear the sounds of the brunette’s sloppy blowjob. I’m at a loss for words, my cock so hard I’m pitching a goofy tent in my swimming trunks. I place my book down on my lap, but it’s not nearly enough to contain my raging erection.

      I can’t help but notice my fiancée’s nipples are as hard as diamonds, and her breathing is getting quicker and quicker. Is she getting off on watching this?

      The man sees me watching him, and nods at me in greeting. I glance away with my cheeks burning red out of shame, being caught peeping, but not my fiancée. She smiles back at the older man, spreading her legs ever so slightly.

      Was that an invitation, or am I seeing things?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
      “Can you believe that? They were both sucking his cock, in public! Both of them!”

      I run my tongue up my girlfriend’s slit, my tongue finding her swollen, thumping clit. I can’t believe it, but I can taste that my girlfriend is revved up. She practically dragged me back to our room after the man finished, shooting his cum over the two outstretched tongues in front of him, and forced my head between her legs. Her pussy is sopping wet.

      “Did you see their husbands?”

      “Hm?” I ask, my voice muffled.

      “There were two men, sitting to the side,” she practically hisses as she pushes my face down. My tongue darts past her sensitive asshole, and she moans loudly. She’s never vocalized it, but I know she loves it when I eat her big, round ass.

      I run circles around her sensitive spot before plunging my tongue in. Irene squeezes her own breasts as she continues her filthy, filthy talk.

      “I think they were those girl’s husbands! They were both wearing wedding rings!”

      I lick my way up, back to my fiancée’s clit, flicking my tongue against it. Her hand finds my hair, her fingers grabbing a tight hold as I double down on her swollen nub.

      “Oh yes! Oh – it’s so hot, baby, they just watched… they just watched their own wives suck a man’s cock! An older man! Oh, oh yeah, right there honey. I bet they kissed their husbands right after, too!”

      “Do you think that’s hot?” I ask between licks, surprised and elated my fiancée is being so talkative. I had hoped this vacation would spur some exhibitionism and bootstrap out sex-life, but I never imagined it would go this quickly. We barely spent an hour at the resort and I’m already nose-deep inside her cunt as she tells me she gets off on watching women kiss their husbands with cum-filled mouths.

      “Yessss,” she hisses, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. “Do you think the husband can taste him? Do you think they can taste the cum, the cock on her breath?”

      “I think so,” I say. “Do you see how big his load was?”

      “It was huge!” she screams. “Such a thick, rich load! He covered those girls! They were dripping with his cum!”

      “You sound jealous.”

      My fiancée’s eyes fly open, and she looks down at me with the sexiest look I’ve ever seen. Her hair is tussled from writhing on the bed, her mouth hanging open, a red blush on her cheeks.

      “What if I told you I was?” she asks. “Would you be mad?”

      Holy shit. I can barely contain my excitement. I don’t know what I’d do if I walked out and found very own fiancée kneeling between some stranger’s legs, worshipping his fat cock in public… I’d probably cum on the spot, or die from a heart attack. Or both.

      

      “Look at me,” I say, the tip of my tongue resting on her throbbing clit. “Do I look mad to you?”

      Irene shakes her head. “You look like you love my slutty pussy.”

      “I do,” I say. “I love licking your lovely, slutty, fucking sexy pussy.”

      “Oh, fuck, baby. Lick me! Oh, yeah, right there, oh god!”

      I double down, licking my fiancée like a maniac. She moans, thrashes, and writhes in pleasure, until she comes while screaming her damn heart out.

      What a vacation this will be!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Three

        

      

    
    
      “Two mojitos please.”

      “Certainly, sir,” the shirtless, dark-skinned bartender replies. He’s built like a linebacker – there’s more muscles in his body that I can count. I wonder how much white pussy he gets. This must be the perfect gig for him; working the bar at a swinger’s resort. A constant, non-stop supply of fresh, married, white pussies at his disposal.

      I look over my shoulder at my fiancée. She’s taken to this resort like a fish takes to water. She’s completely nude – as am I now – and bathing in the warm summer sun next to the pool. I enjoy the men gawking at her as they pass. Everyone wants her, but she’s mine.

      It’s been a few days since our eye-opening meeting, and we’ve been unable to stop touching each other since. The days have passed in a musky, sex-filled haze. So far, we haven’t included anyone else in our lovemaking, though it’s been on both our minds.

      We’re among the youngest couples at the entire resort, and sometimes I can’t help but feel a little intimidated by all the older, sophisticated, well-built men. None have really given me a cause for alarm, though.

      “Here you are, sir,” the bartender says as he places the two strong cocktails in front of me. I thank the man and hand him a tip. I can’t help but wonder if he’s Irene’s type.

      Could I handle seeing her with a black man? Especially one that’s so fit, so muscles, so broad, so tall… so much more of a man than me.

      I shake the thought, because I don’t want to walk back to my wife sporting an erection, but I freeze dead in my tracks when I turn around.

      The man from before, the one with the salt-and-pepper hair, and the thick, long cock is sitting next to Irene, talking her up. She’s laughing, throwing her head back, and in an instant his eyes flicker down and take in her naked, juicy frame.

      With my heart beating in my throat I make my way over to them. What are they talking about? Why is she laughing so much?

      I clear my throat, and the man looks up at me. He’s sitting on my sunbed, totally naked, and I can’t help but glance down at his crotch. His cock is resting against his thigh, but even in this semi-hard state, it’s still bigger than mine.

      Goddamn, what a fucking huge cock that man has.

      “Ah, you must be Daniel,” he says, and he stands up and offers his hand to me.

      I lower the mojitos and shake his hand. His grip is firm and strong – like I expected.

      “This is Frank,” my girlfriend says. “He was just asking us how we like the resort.”

      “Irene said this was your first time here in Sunset City,” he says.

      “Yes, that’s right,” I reply. “It’s been… an eye-opener.”

      Frank laughs. “I didn’t expect anything less. Sunset City will swallow you whole. You’ll never want anything less. This, my friend, is paradise on Earth.”

      “Thanks,” I say.

      “Frank was just asking me if we wanted to join him and his wife for dinner, back at their cabin. They have a little home all to themselves, down at the beach.”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. An evening alone with this sophisticated stud? I can’t un-see the image of the two girls worshipping his cock right on front of us… nor have I forgotten how horny that made my fiancée.

      I haven’t forgotten that she said she was jealous of those girls, jealous of the thick, creamy load they received.

      When in Rome…

      “Sure,” I say, trying to keep my voice from breaking and my hands from shaking. “Sounds like fun!”

      Frank’s devious eyes twinkle. “It will be, I can guarantee it. See you tonight!”

      As I watch the muscled man walk away, I can’t help but feel that this innocuous sounding conversation might have big, big consequences…
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      “What are we even supposed to wear?” I ask Irene as I rummage through my suitcase. “Are we supposed to show up naked? Or is that rude? I have no idea!”

      “Calm down,” she replies as she applies the finishing touch to her make-up. “You’re overthinking it. Just wear some boxers and a nice robe. Like me.”

      My fiancée is wearing a beautiful set of red, frilly lingerie – one I had gotten her for our anniversary, and now, she’s about to show it off to another man.

      Why does that thought make me so fucking hard?

      Draped around her shoulders is a see-through nightie. It’s strange how, after a few days of nudity, seeing her curves covered-up is actually more arousing than just seeing all the goods on offer.

      When you’re surrounded by nudity all day, it becomes normal. There’s nothing normal about her lingerie though – that just oozes sex. This excites and worries me in equal measure.

      “What are your plans for tonight?” I ask, my throat suddenly very dry. “Shouldn’t we make some… rules or something? Set up a safety word? Isn’t that what people are supposed to do?”

      Irene smiles at me as if I’m being silly. “Honey, I have nothing planned. What do we need to talk about? Are you expecting me to just drop to my knees and start sucking Frank off the moment we get there?” she laughs.

      Honestly? Yes.

      I expected him to run his hand through my fiancée’s blonde hair, the other one wrapped tightly around the base of his hard, throbbing, erect cock. I expect her to drop to her knees the moment she sees his greatness, and obediently open her young, waiting mouth.

      I expect him to shove his cock down her throat, inch after inch, while looking straight at me and telling me what a good cock-sucker my girl is. I expect him to blow his load into her mouth, and I expect Irene to swallow every last drop like a proper slut.

      That’s the thought that worries or. And excites me. And worries. It’s what I fear. And want.

      Sunset City is a strange place. I can’t believe I’m really letting this happen.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Ah, you made it!”

      Frank is standing in the door opening, a lush, red robe draped around his shoulders. It’s hanging open, and he’s completely naked underneath. I’m amazed at his fit, muscled body – he’s old enough to be my father, but he’s even more buff than I am!

      Irene smiles approvingly as he lets her pass, and see his eyes following her bouncing bubble butt all the way down the hall.

      “I’m really glad you two came,” Frank says as he shakes my hand.

      “Thanks for having us,” I say, my mouth dry. I try to walk into the room, but Frank holds my arm in place, pulling me close.

      “I have to ask,” he says, his voice a low whisper. “Before I make you uncomfortable. Are you two swingers?”

      I lick my chapped lips. The word ‘no’ is on the tip of my tongue, but I can’t get myself to say it. Instead, I stand frozen, silently debating with myself, as the wicked thought of watching my young fiancée with this sophisticated, suave, older man fills every last inch of my brain.

      Could you imagine? Every time someone asked you how your vacation was, you’d instantly be transported back in time to that moment; the exact moment when you held your future-wife’s hand as another man penetrated her, sliding his big, thick cock into her dripping wet cunt, without a hint of protection in sight…

      The thought is so lurid, so crazy, so damn far out that I’m almost tempted to lie and say yes. Yes Frank, we’re swingers, and we came here to sample your giant cock.

      Then, I see her. Frank’s wife. A mature, red-headed woman, wearing a bright-red see-through nightie, that accentuates her large, round breasts.

      Holy shit what a fucking rack, is all I can think at that moment. I have a thing for older women, and for red heads, and for big, luscious tits, and this woman had all three in abundance.

      “That’s Matilda,” Frank says, his voice still conspiratorially low. “My wife. She loves welcoming new couples to the lifestyle, and she’s got your eyes on your wife. I wanted you to know, so it doesn’t come as a surprise to you later. I don’t want to cause any problems between you two, but most people who come to Sunset City, come here with something special in mind.”

      My heart is beating like a jack-hammer. I do have something special in mind now! The thought of Frank and Irene was already tantalizing enough, but to have such a fiery red-head to myself, to be able to drown myself in her big tits… that’s not an opportunity my cock will allow me to pass up.

      “Irene not my wife, yet,” I say, finding my voice. “We’re engaged, though.”

      Frank raises his eyebrows. “Most people have been married for a few years before they, you know…” he muses. “Very open-minded of you two, I’m impressed.” His eyes seem to glaze over – no doubt he’s imagining how lucky he is to be able to fuck a young man’s fiancée in front of him.

      Fuck, is that really what’s about to happen?

      How the hell is Frank this charming? He whispers a few sweet nothings in my ears and here I am, ready to hand my girlfriend over to him… damn.

      “We have no experience,” I continue, “but we’re curious.”

      Frank nods. “I understand.” He slaps me on the back. “Let’s join our ladies, shall we!”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I thought our accommodations were nice, but that’s nothing compared to Frank and Matilda’s. They have a luxurious sea-side bungalow all to themselves. We shared a delicious, light dinner, during which I could barely stop staring at Matilda’s big, luscious tits. I’ve never seen a pair that’s so big, yet so perfectly formed.

      At one point, Irene told me to take a picture, it would last longer, and Frank just laughed and said ‘we’ll save that for later’. Irene reached under the table to squeeze my knee with a playful smile on her face, and bumped her hand into my rock-hard cock. Her smile only got larger.

      After dinner, we settled down out back, a warm sea-breeze blowing in our hair as we made small talk. It turns out both Frank and his wife are high-profile attorneys, and they both come here every year to let their hair down and unwind. Irene is hanging on their every word as they share their wild stories.

      “What about you two?” Matilda asks, a naughty gleam in her eyes. “How did you get started in the lifestyle?”

      A blush instantly forms on my fiancée’s cheeks. “Actually, we… you know…”

      “You what?” Matilda asks.

      “Haven’t… actually… you know…”

      She raises her eyebrows questionably. “Speak up, dear.”

      “We have not… uhm…”

      Irene’s face is now as red as a tomato. She’s normally very outgoing, but the mature couple is making her nervous. I’m enjoying watching her stumble over her words for a change. So far this vacation, it’s only been me who has been at a complete loss for words.

      “You haven’t fucked anyone else?” Matilda says. The smile on her red lips tells me she loves watching my young girlfriend squirm. “You haven’t sampled other cocks? You haven’t blown a stranger? You haven’t had a big black cock fill every inch of you? You haven’t swallowed loads from three different men at the same time? You haven’t had one cock in your ass and cunt at the same time?”

      If Irene could sink through the floor out of embarrassment, she would have. I can’t help but laugh at the absurdity of the situation. She wanted to come here and show off her curves, but now that we’re actually taking about sex, she gets shy!

      “Don’t mind her,” Frank says. “My wife is just teasing you.”

      “I’m not,” Matilda smirks. “I’m telling you dear, you haven’t lived until you’ve had two cocks inside of you at the same time – one from the front, one at the back, every thrust of their hips forcing you down on their big cocks, one after the other, until they both swell up and explode, filling you entirely with their hot, delicious cum… oh my, is it getting hot in here or is it just me?”

      My girlfriend has her knees pulled up to her chest, hiding her red face in between them. “I haven’t even kissed anyone else yet!” she says, her voice muffled.

      Matilda turns to me. “Is that true?”

      I nod. We’re both as pure as the freshest snow. Irene might talk a big game in the bed room, but we’re each other’s first in everything.

      For now…

      “I had the idea you two were new, but I had no idea how new… I’m sorry if I embarrassed you honey, I was just teasing you!”

      “It’s not your fault,” Irene says. “It’s mine for being so boring.”

      Matilda gets up from her seat and sits down next to my embarrassed girlfriend. “You’re not boring! I’m sorry if I made you feel that way, honey,” she says as she rubs my girlfriend’s back. “There’s nothing wrong with being inexperienced. You two are young – very young. We were ten years older than you before we even thought about coming to a place like this. And if you want to learn, well… there’s no better place than here, and no better time than… now.”

      Irene looks up at the beautiful, older woman. I’m happy to see her frown is now gone, and replaced by something close to excitement.

      The entire mood shifts, excitement filling the air. And then it happens.

      Matilda leans forward and kisses my girlfriend right on the lips. Her hand moves to the back of Irene’s neck, holding her in place as her tongue invades my girlfriend’s mouth. I’m rooted to the spot, watching, with my mouth hanging wide open as this mature, older woman just straight up ravishes my girlfriend in front of me.

      Instantly I’m pitching a tent. Isn’t this any man’s dream, to watch his girlfriend with another woman? Only this dream has only just begun, and some might say that what happens next, would be their worst nightmare…

      Irene returns the kiss, tentatively at first, but then she gives in fully, kissing, moaning, groaning, totally lost in lust as she explores a woman’s mouth for the first time in her life. Matilda grabs Irene’s hand and places it firmly on her right breast – my girlfriend squeezes the round orb instantly, and an approving moan leaves her lips.

      Matilda slips her other hand into my girlfriend’s nightie and starts kneading her tits as well. I can see her fingers are really digging into the soft skin, the tips of her fingers teasing her sensitive, swollen nipples.

      “Nice, huh?”

      Frank is now sitting next to me, and he hands me a fresh cocktail. I accept, but I don’t bring the fruity drink to my lips. I’m frozen in place as I watch the amazing spectacle in front of me.

      “You don’t mind, do you?”

      I glance to the side, and I’m shocked to see Frank has his hand wrapped around the base of his cock, his monstrous prick standing straight up. He runs his fingers up and down the base of his shaft, the beast bobbing up and down in the air.

      “This is hot, right?”

      “Yeah,” I murmur, turning my eyes back towards our girls.

      Irene now has her face buried in Matilda’s chest. She’s licking every inch of the mature woman’s breasts, her tongue running circles around her hard, perky nipples, before sucking them into her mouth. Matilda is looking straight at me, a mischievous grin on her face. She beckons me to come closer, blowing me a kiss.

      I rise from my seat and sit down next to the fire-red woman. She runs her nails through my hair, her eyes reduced to slits as she enjoys my girlfriend’s hungry mouth. The next moment she pulls me close and kisses me, her wet tongue slipping into my mouth, exploring every inch of me.

      When I pull back I have to gasp for air. Irene glances up at me, seemingly surprised to see me. Matilda pushes my head down, so that both our facies are buried in her chest.

      “Go ahead, darlings,” Matilda smirks. “Give me a kiss.”

      For a second I’m afraid my girlfriend is going to be pissed I kissed another woman, but the wanton look in her eyes and devilish grin on her face tell a different tale. She takes the woman’s right breast into her mouth, and I latch onto Matilda’s left breast. She’s stroking both our heads as we suck on her large tits, a big smile on her face.

      I lose myself in the extremely erotic feeling of having a stranger’s tits in my mouth. I’ve never felt a pair that’s so soft, so big, so perky before.

      When I open my eyes again I notice Irene is gone. I look over my shoulder to see my girlfriend is sitting on Frank’s lap, his arms wrapped the older man’s neck, her mouth on his.

      Time seems to stand still for a moment as I register every single detail.

      Frank’s right hand is resting on my fiancée’s lower back, while his left hand is buried inside her satin panties. His fingers are moving rhythmically, every touch making my girlfriend breathe in sharply.

      The salt-and-pepper haired man is fingering my fiancée.

      Irene leans back, her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open. A loud, wanton moan leaves her lips, and she spreads her legs further to provide the man with better access. Frank looks straight at me as he pulls her panties to the side, exposing my girlfriend’s glistening wet cunt to me. He traces her wet lips with his fingers before plunging two right in, soliciting another loud moan out of my girlfriend.

      I’m rooted to the spot, my mouth hanging wide open. This is really happening.

      “You don’t mind, do you, darling?” Matilda breathes into my ear. Her manicured fingers slide down my abdomen, and find their way into my boxers. Her fingers wrap themselves around my achingly hard cock, dragging her nail up the length.

      “They’re just having some fun.”

      I nod, breathlessly. I’m not even sure what I want anymore – all the different sensations have heightened all of my senses, and I feel like I’m in a lucid dream.

      Matilda slides down on her knees in front of me, pulling my boxers down to my ankles. She wraps her round, naked breasts around my throbbing erection.

      “Let me take care of this,” she muses as she titty-fucks me.

      Under any other circumstance, I would have enjoyed every second of this. Matilda’s tits are large and firm, and her tongue teases the sensitive head of my cock. This would be any sane man’s dream.

      Yet, at the moment, I am not a sane man. I am a horribly confused man who is watching a man old enough to be his father have two – no, by now, three – fingers inside his fiancée’s tight, juicy cunt, as she begs for more.

      Frank pulls his fingers out and holds them up. They are absolutely dripping with juices, and he pushes them into my girlfriend’s mouth. She closes her eyes and sucks them clean – something she’s never done for me.

      The older man stand up, his large cock standing up, proud and tall. Irene slides down to her knees in front of him, moving automatically, like she’s hypnotized by him. Without so much as glancing in my direction she opens her mouth, her tongue outstretched and waiting.

      Frank grabs hold of the base of his thick, long cock, and slaps the big, purple head against my girlfriend’s tongue, producing a sexual, wet sound. Irene whines like a puppy, desperate for more.

      I can’t believe this is happening. I glance around to see if there are any hidden cameras, wondering if I’m in some crazy prank-show, but no, this really happening. We’re out on the patio, the sun is setting, the sky is a beautiful orange, the sound of the crashing waves is all providing a beautiful backdrop…

      …to seeing my girlfriend take a stranger’s big, throbbing cock into her waiting mouth for the first time.

      Irene closes her eyes and hums as she wraps her thick, red lips around the head of Frank’s big cock. He grabs a hold her hair and pushes forward, forcing every last inch of his cock down my fiancée’s throat. She gags, but doesn’t struggle, as the fat monster is pushed all the way into her mouth.

      “Oh god,” is all I can muster as I watch Frank face-fuck my girlfriend.

      He’s got a tight grip of her blonde hair and he’s really thrusting now, his balls slapping against my girlfriend’s chin. I don’t see how it’s possible, for his cock is enormous, but deep-throating must be one of Irene’s secret talents.

      I wouldn’t know – she doesn’t need to deep-throat me.

      “Are you even paying attention, darling?” Matilda asks, looking up at me with those big eyes of hers, my cock resting between her tits.

      The truth is I’m not. I couldn’t care less about the mature woman with her great, natural knockers. All I want to do is watch my girlfriend be used by this strong, powerful, dominant man.

      “I understand,” Matilda says as she stands up. She walks over to her husband and runs her fingers through my girlfriend’s hair.

      “How is the good little cocksucker?”

      “Amazing,” Frank grunts as he shoves every last inch of his cock Irene’s mouth. Her eyes are closed, saliva dripping down her cheeks, while her own hand is between her legs.

      She’s getting off on being used like this.

      “She’s a natural born cocksucker,” Frank says.

      “Just as I suspected,” Matilda says, her thumb brushing my girlfriend’s cheek. “When I first saw her, I knew right away her sweet, young body was made for your cock. You are our slut now, aren’t you?”

      Frank pulls his cock out and Irene leans forward, coughing and gasping for air. Matilda wraps her fingers around my girlfriend’s throat, forcing her to pay attention.

      “I asked you a question, slut. Are you our fuck-toy?”

      I’m shocked by this sudden change in demeanor. Matilda and Frank have been nothing but nice and understanding so far, but now that Irene’s gotten a taste of Frank’s fat prick, all gloves are off.

      Irene nods quickly. Her eyes are red and watery, her hair is tussled, and her lips are dripping with juices.

      “Say it,” Matilda says, grabbing my girlfriend by the cheeks. “Say ‘I am your slut’”.

      “I am your slut,” my fiancée says. “I am your slut!”

      I feel like a statue. I can’t move a single muscle. I’m petrified. The same mouth that will say ‘I do’ in a few weeks’ time is now saying I am your slut to an older couple, the taste of his cock still lingering in her mouth.

      I already know that I’ll relive this moment over and over again on my wedding day.

      “Do you love my husband’s cock?”

      “Yes.”

      “Is it bigger than your boyfriends?”

      “Much bigger.”

      “Will you do anything I tell you to?”

      “Anything,” Irene pants.

      “Excellent.”

      Matilda turns to me. She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and pulls them down to her knees. The fire-red woman looks straight at me.

      “I love obedient, young little whores like that girlfriend of yours,” she says. “Show your boyfriend what a whore you really are. Lick my asshole.”

      Matilda reaches back and grabs a fistful of Irene’s hair and pulls my girlfriend’s face into her big, round ass. Irene reaches up, grabbing two fistfuls of ass as her tongue explores the woman’s dark, forbidden crevice.

      “Oh yes, that’s it, right there. Oh yes. Oh, you sure this is the first ass you’ve eaten? Oh, Daniel, your girlfriend is a natural, a gifted ass-eater. Her tongue is all the way inside my asshole. That’s it, honey, taste me. Fuck, you’re going to lick my asshole every day for the rest of your vacation, honey. I’m going to come by and sit down on your face first thing in the morning. I might just have a creampie for you to enjoy as well! Oh yes!”

      Frank is standing to the side, one hand fisting his cock as he enjoys watching his wife dominate my girlfriend.

      “I told you she loves fresh meat,” Frank says to me.

      Satisfied, Matilda pulls away. Irene again gasps for air, her cheeks wet with her own saliva.

      “What do you say, hm?”

      “Th-thank you, m-mistress” Irene says. “Thank you for letting me lick your ass.”

      “You’re a fast learner,” Matilda says. “A good little pet. Time to stuff you with cock.”

      Irene’s face lights up like a Christmas tree. Matilda pulls her to her feet, and the three of them head inside the bungalow, no one even bothering to clast a glance in my direction.

      I just sit there. For a full minute. The waves keep on crashing on the beach, and in the distance, a seagull squawks. Did all that really happen, or did I imagine it? Am I having a feverish dream, or is this reality?

      Did I really watch an older man face-fuck my girlfriend, and then watched my soon-to-be-wife perform annilingus on his buxom wife?

      Every sensible bone on my body is telling me no. Of course not. Stuff like that doesn’t just happen. Someone doesn’t just whip out their big, meaty cock and force every last inch of it down your fiancée’s throat like she’s some cumguzzling whore. Women don’t use your girlfriend’s face as a seat, or order them to shove her tongue up her asshole. And your girlfriend certainly doesn’t thank them for the opportunity to be their fucktoy.

      Right?

      I glance down. My cock, which has never been huge but now feels inadequately small, is standing straight up, doing it best to appear fearsome. And failing miserably. It’s still wet where Matilda kissed it, a reminder that yes, this really happened.

      “Oh, fuck, Frank!”

      A cry from inside the house rouses me from my thoughts.

      “Y-you’re too big!”

      Irene’s voice. I’d recognize it anywhere.

      “OH GOD”!

      I stand up and walk into the house in a dream-like state, following the voices. I find the trio in the bedroom, locked into the throes of passion. I sit down on a chair in the corner, robotically going through the motions, witnessing the debauchery in front of me.

      My fiancée is lying on the bed, completely naked. Frank has her legs thrown up on his shoulders, his hands holding her thighs as he pushes his hard, throbbing, unprotected cock into my girlfriend’s dripping wet pussy.

      Meanwhile, Matilda is sitting on my girlfriend’s face, facing her own husband. The married couple kiss lewdly, swapping their tongues, as Irene’s tongue probes the red-haired woman’s holes.

      What a sight.

      My girlfriend’s wanton moans are muffled by the big, round ass resting on her face, her hands squeezing the soft skin. Frank is pounding his massive cock into her, each thrust making her young body shake.

      The woman I’m about to marry is having a threesome – without me.

      “Fuck, she’s tight,” Frank mutters under his breath. “I love a young tight cunt.”

      “Fuck that little bitch,” Matilda says, grabbing her husband’s neck. “I want you to fill her right up, fill that young cunt with your cum.”

      “Oh fuck,” Frank groans. “I love it when you talk dirty.”

      “I love it when young obedient little whores tongue my asshole,” Matilda smirks. She reaches back and grabs a fistful of blonde hair and pushes back, smothering Irene with her ass. “You’re a good little bitch, aren’t you?”

      She leans forward, and Irene gasps for air. “Yes!” she cries. “Yes, mistress!”

      Satisfied, Matilda pushes back. She finally notices me sitting in the corner, and smiles mischievously at me. “Your girl is a bona fide ass eater, Daniel,” she says.

      I lick my chapped lips, so damn focused that I’m having an out-of-body experience. I feel like I’m hovering above the room, seeing the sex acts in front of me from every possible angle.

      “How does her tight pussy feel?” the married woman continues. “Tell the man how his bride-to-be feels, stretched around your big cock.”

      “So fucking tight,” Frank groans. “I haven’t had such a tight pussy in years. You must be really small,” he says with a laugh.

      Compared to Frank’s monstrous cock, I’d say 98% of all men are small, but he’s not wrong.

      Matilda climbs off Irene’s face and turns around, grabbing her by the neck.

      “Tell your husband-to-be what it feels like to fuck a real cock,” Matilda commands, her voice dripping with arousal.

      Irene leans up, looking straight at me – although she jiggles with every thrust of Frank’s powerful hips.

      “It feels so good, baby, so OH so OH damn OH good OH! I’ve never felt this full, this stretched, this so damn fulfilled!”

      “Is my husband than better than your boyfriend?” Matilda asks.

      I already know the answer. It’s written all over Irene’s face – it has a look on it I’ve never seen before. One of wanton arousal, of unparalleled pleasure. Frank is more of a man than I’ll ever be.

      “Yes!” Irene says, her voice rising a pitch. “Yes, yes, god yes!”

      “You’ve never been fucked this like, have you?”

      My girlfriend shakes her head no. Her cheeks are red as tomatoes, sweat dripping down her brow, her lips glistening with what can only be Matilda’s juices. She is oozing sex from every pore.

      “Do it,” Matilda hisses. “Fill this tight little bitch with your cum. Let her feel what a real man feel like. Once you’ve pumped her full, she’ll never be satisfied again.”

      Frank smiles. “You’re a mean fucking bitch, honey.”

      Matilda smiles back, a devilish grin on her face. “You love me for it.”

      “That I do.”

      The red-headed woman reaches down and starts kneading her husband’s balls from behind as she whispers dirty, filthy fucking words into her husband’s ear – but loud enough for me to hear.

      “I love watching you work that cock of yours, baby, I love watching that big fat cock of yours stretch that tiny little cunt wide open. I knew from the moment she walked in here I was going to watch you stretch that pussy, watch you pump her full of your cum. The moment she laid eyes on you as those two other whores worshipped every inch of your cock, her eyes lit up like a damn Christmas tree – I saw it myself. I knew right away it was only a moment of time before she was dripping with your cum, honey. Her boyfriend didn’t, oh no. He thought he was dating a good girl, an honest girl, one who loved him and who was satisfied by him and that pecker of his, but no, nothing could be more wrong. Once you’re done with her, nothing will satisfy her ever again. You’ll have single-handedly turned this good girl into a proper whore. Even when she’ll be walking down the aisle, she’ll be thinking about your cock in the back of her mind. As she kisses her husband, she’ll remember how it felt to tongue my asshole as your cock slid into her pussy for the first time. As she dances with her husband, she’ll wish you were there, to celebrate her wedding night with the only gift she really wants; a big, fucking cock. That’s the only thing that’ll satisfy her now. She’ll fuck another cock, sooner or later, it could be days, it could be weeks, but she’ll drop down to her knees to find another big cock that hit the spots, but she won’t be able to. No one’s got a big a cock as you baby. That boyfriend of hers should start working on his tongue game, cause all he’ll be doing is eating creampies from now on. Oh, you liked that honey? You like the thought of her boyfriend obediently lapping your cum out of her used vagina? Of his cheating girlfriend forcing him to drink your seed? Ah yes, I can feel in that balls of yours, baby. Let it out, honey, go ahead, fill that bitch, fill that young little white whore, fill that cunt, pump that pussy full with seed, give that whore what she needs; a belly full of cum!”

      “OH FUCK,” Frank yells as he slams every last inch of his monster cock into my girlfriend’s dripping wet cunt. “Fuck fuck FUCK!”

      His entire well-trained body trembles as he fires load after load of his potent white cum straight into my girlfriend’s fertile womb. Rope after rope of his thick, pearly seed floods her inner walls, filling her to the brim with his semen.

      Irene cries out in pleasure, yelling out she can feel it, she can feel him cumming, his throbbing cock, his explosion, his cum filling her pussy right up.

      My mind is as sharp as a tack, hyper-aware of every sigh, every moan, every muscle in my girlfriend’s face that expresses bliss, every buck of her hips that begs for more cum.

      I’ll never forget a fraction of this moment for the rest of my life.

      “Yess, yess, that’s it, pump her full, fill her up, give her all you got,” Matilda hisses like a woman possessed as she strokes her husband’s cock, making sure every last drop of cum has left him.

      Satisfied and spent Frank leans backwards, his giant cock leaving my girlfriend’s red and raw pussy gaping wide open. A trickle of cum seeps out, gliding down her inner thighs. Matilda spreads my fiancée’s legs as far as wide as possible, staring down at her gaping pussy like it’s the most beautiful thing in the world.

      And it is.

      “Look,” she has, her voice filled with arousal. “Would you just look at that. Perfect.”

      Her eyes travel towards me, a maniacal glint in them. I already know what her question is going to be, and I already know what my answer is going to be.

      Yes.

      “To you the honors,” Matilda says, nodding towards the delicious creampie that’s waiting for me.

      I crawl over towards my girlfriend. Matilda guides me towards the prize, slipping Irene’s legs around my shoulders, her fingers grabbing a hold of my hair and pushing my mouth into my girlfriend’s sloppy, used, filled cunt.

      “That’s it,” she says, her voice raspy and low. “That’s it, honey, that’s it, use that tongue lick it up, lick it all up honey. Get used to it. This is first load of many. You’ll be guzzling down more cum than that whorish girlfriend of yours, oh yes honey. Open your mouth, show me your tongue.”

      I follow Matilda’s commands without question. There’s a natural authority to her voice, and following her orders just feels right. I plunge my tongue into the wet mess, and to my surprise, the strange, addictive taste has me as hard as rock. I open my mouth as commanded.

      “Ah yes, good, you’re so good baby, you’re a good little cum slut, you’re as slutty as your girlfriend, aren’t you? I underestimated you, you’re as obedient as they come, a good little slut. If you keep lapping up that cum as obediently as this, I’ll let me husband shoot his cum down your throat directly, would you like that, hm?”

      “Oh god,” Irene moans. “This is… oh god.”

      Matilda runs her hand through my girlfriend’s hair, while Frank sits in the corner, counting his blessings with having such a freak for a wife.

      “It’s okay honey, you can let go. Cum all over your boyfriend’s face.”

      “Fuck,” Irene pants. “I can’t believe he’s really…”

      “Eating a fresh load of cum straight from your pussy?”

      Irene nods, her face red. “Yeah.”

      “You like watching your boyfriend eat cum?”

      Irene’s face gets even redder, her breath shallow and rapid. “It’s hot,” she admits. “Really hot.”

      “You hear that, Daniel?” Matilda says to me. “Your girlfriend loves it when you swallow cum. Frank and I are going to have so much fun pumping the both of you full with load after load, aren’t we?”

      “Oh f-f-f-fuck,” Irene moans, her hips bucking up.

      “I haven’t even told you the best part yet,” Matilda says. “We’re going to come to your wedding, and you’re going to walk down the aisle with a pussy full of cum!”

      “OH FUCK,” Irene says. That sends her over the edge, and she cums hard, squeezing her thighs, nearly choking me on her pussy. I keep licking her clit like a man possessed, completely lost in the moment, the smell and taste of cum driving me wild.

      Matilda reaches down and grabs my hard cock, giving me a few, hard tugs. That’s all it takes. I cum on the spot, blasting her hand full of semen, my entire body shuddering with pleasure.

      To my surprise, the red-headed woman brings her cum-filled hand up to my face, as if to show my own load to me. I look at the pool of jizz, opening my mouth to ask her what she wants when she pushes her fingers into my mouth, forcing me to eat my own load.

      I’m embarrassed, shocked, and turned on, as Frank, Matilda and Irene all watch me lick her fingers clean.

      Matilda’s right; we’re no longer the same couple that walked in here earlier this evening. We entered young and naïve, curious, but repressed. We’re leaving with cum in our bellies and our minds blown, with a newfangled addiction: cock.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Taken at the Housewarming Party

        

      

    
    
      “What about my husband?” Julie gasped.

      Craig’s hands roamed her body, ignoring her pleas as he sunk his fingers into her soft skin. Julie moaned involuntarily — but did not lift a finger to stop her assailant.

      “We really shouldn’t be doing this,” she breathed heavily as she spread her legs, providing him with better access to her body.

      I never would have believed it, had I not seen it with my own two eyes. My prim and proper wife, Julie, letting another man grope her! I watched breathlessly as our new neighbor manhandled my wife like she was a cheap whore, while all our neighbors and friends were only a few feet away..

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Have you seen Julie?”

      Kyle’s face became as red as a beet. “I-I haven’t,” he stammered, avoiding my gaze. I was starting to get flustered — this was the third person in a row who didn’t give me a straight answer when I asked them about my wife’s whereabouts. Annoyed, I went back to the kitchen to check on the drinks.

      Julie and I were throwing a housewarming party for our new neighbors and friend, but she had been missing in action for most of the party. It started after Craig — one of our new neighbors, and as it turned out, one of her ex-boyfriends from her college days — jovially pushed her into our pool. Her pristine white bikini became see-through in an instant, and her landing strip and perky tits were on full display for the entire party. All our neighbors, and all our mutual friends, had seen her partly naked.

      To my surprise, Julie wasn’t even mad. I expected her to be furious, but instead, she had an intense laughing fit. She pulled Craig into the water with her, and the two wrestled in the pool for a few minutes before Julie went inside to get changed. Craig followed her to apologize to her, and it’s been nearly twenty minutes since I’d seen either of them.

      A part of me wished she had gotten mad instead and stormed off instantly — all the time she had spent laughing and wrestling with Craig had given our neighbors ample time to study every inch of her exposed flesh!

      I had checked the bedrooms, but they weren’t there. I asked a few guests, but they all turned red and changed the subject as quickly as possible. I had a sinking feeling there was some joke being played that I wasn’t in on, and I didn’t like that feeling.

      I checked the kitchen and discovered we had nearly run out of beer. Fortunately, there was more in the shed out back. I headed there, and I found my wife.. But it was nothing like I expected.

      “Stop,” I heard a familiar voice giggle as I approached the shed. “I’m serious, we can’t!” The voice said no, but her inflection said yes.

      My curiosity was piqued. Instead of opening the door normally — which might have changed everything — I opted to peek in through a small crack. What I saw made me freeze dead in my tracks.

      Craig had cornered my wife, and his hands were roaming her body. His large, calloused hands were running up and down her thighs, roughly squeezing her exposed, pale flesh. Julie was telling him to stop, and tried to push him away - but even from my vantage point I could clearly see she was only making a token effort — no doubt to save some of her dignity — but it was as clear as day to me she didn’t mind the attention Craig was giving her.

      “I’m serious,” she laughed. “What if my husband walks in?”

      Julie glanced towards the door, and I froze as our eyes locked in place. Our eyes held each other for only a second… Until she looked away, and made another feeble attempt of pushing Craig away. He grabbed her wrists and held them above her head with one hand — leaving the other hand free to roam her vulnerable, nearly naked body. He pulled her bikini top to the side, exposing her large orbs. Her pierced nipples were perky and hard, and he flicked his thumb against them. Julie’s entire body shivered in pleasure, and a moan escaped from her lips.

      I was flabbergasted. Had she seen me or not? I was certain I had seen that flicker of recognition… But perhaps I had been mistaken. Craig’s hand snaked down her flat tummy, grazing the top of her bikini bottom. Surely he couldn’t try to sneak his hand into my wife’s bottoms, not while a party was happening only a few feet away, with her husband close by, no less… Or could he?

      To my dismay Julie spread her legs further, providing him with easier access. My cheeks burned a fiery red as his fingers moved ever lower, now gently caressing the top her pubic mound. Beads of sweat were dropping down my forehead. I had to intervene — right now, before they crossed that line from friendly hanky-panky to full blown infidelity. I grabbed the handle of the door, the iron scorchingly hot from the blazing sun, when one of our guests called my name.

      “Peter! Peter! There you are!”

      Crud! The elderly man next door, Jeb, was quickly approaching me. No doubt he wanted to talk to me about fly-fishing. All he ever talked about was fly-fishing. I had to make a split-second decision: Was I going to open that door irregardless of Jeb, catch my wife in the act, and in the process, expose her infidelity to the entire neighborhood? Or was I going to back off, saving face, but letting Craig have his way with my wife?

      I chose the lesser of two evils, and reluctantly let go off the handle. The shame and humiliation would be too much to bear.

      “Ah, Peter, good to see you! I just got this new fishing rod, it’s a real beauty! You’ve got to come check it out!”

      “Maybe later, Jeb,” I politely replied as I led him back to the party. I tried to brush him off, but he was relentless and kept blabbing on about the intricate differences between cold-water and warm-water fishing. I listened politely, waiting for a way out, but he kept yapping on for ten minutes straight.

      To my relief I saw Craig re-join the party from the corner of my eyes. I was glad I had been spared the humiliation of them getting caught together. I kept an eye out for my wife — she was going to get a stern talking to!

      Unfortunately, there was still no sign of my wife. While Jeb kept hammering on about all the different kinds of bass he had caught over the years, I saw Craig whisper something into Jack — another one of our neighbors — ear. He caught me looking, and gave me a smile and a nod. I nodded back, my whole body burning with curiosity. Where in the blazes was Julie?

      I finally managed to brush Jeb off — I really had to go find my wife now — and turned around to march back to the shed when I bumped right into Craig’s broad chest, nearly spilling his drink.

      “Sorry!”

      “Don’t worry about it, it was my fault. So, how do you like the neighborhood so far, man? It’s nice to see Julie again, it’s been ages!” Craig said, his eyes twinkling knowingly.

      I bet it was real nice, bastard.

      “Uh, yeah, great,” I stammered. I tried to cut the conversation short, but he kept roping me back in with new questions. While I answered him, I noticed Jack had slipped away from the party. Where had he gone to? And I still had seen no sign of my wife..

      Finally, after twenty minutes of constant questioning, Craig was satisfied. Every where I looked people were snickering, giving me pitying looks. Something was going on, right under my nose! I marched straight to the shed, trying to ignore all the chuckles and sneers. I pulled the door open.. And I found an empty shed. Where did she..?

      I carried the remaining beer from the shed to the kitchen, and I found my wife standing there like nothing had happened, talking to Kyle and Jeb.

      “Hi honey,” she said, smiling ear-to-ear. She had thrown on one of my old shirts, and to my horror it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Her hard nipples were poking through the fabric, clearly visible for anyone to gawk at. The shirt came all the way down passed her hips, making it appear she was fully naked underneath. I hoped to God she was still wearing some bottoms! Kyle and Jeb’s eyes were glued to her chest.

      “Hello,” I sputtered.

      She walked up to me and kissed me on the cheek. “Could you be a dear and go to Craig’s house to pick up some more booze? We’ve nearly run out.”

      “Why me?” I said. “Can’t Craig go?!”

      “He’s our guest, honey,” she said softly. “Please don’t make a scene.”

      Me? Make a scene?! It was her who.. !

      I sighed deeply. “Fine, I guess.” I asked Craig for his key and he gave me some quick instructions where I could find his stash. I headed there, grabbed two cases of beer, and headed back to my house. I was gone for fifteen minutes, tops, but when I came back, everything would be different.

      The first thing I noticed when I pulled back into my own driveway was that most guests had left. Only a few cars remained, while the road was packed when I drove off. What could have happened to cause this? Right when I pulled up I saw Julie’s friend Amber drive away, shaking her head. What was going on?

      I ventured inside, carrying the two cases. What I saw when I walked into the kitchen made me drop the cases right on the ground.

      Julie was standing in our backyard, holding her shirt up high, exposing her naked breasts for everyone in attendance! Craig was standing next to her, his hands on her breasts, examining them and squeezing them, as he talked to the men. He was acting like a salesman, showing off the goods as it were. All the women had left - only three other remained at this point: Jack, Kyle and Jeb.

      “Go ahead, take a feel,” Craig said to Kyle, one of my buddies from back in the day. He hesitantly took a step forward before latching his grubby hands onto my wife’s breasts. Julie laughed as my old friend squeezed her full breasts.

      “Wow, Kyle, I never knew you were so into my tits,” she chuckled. “If I had known I’d given you a feel years ago,” she winked.

      What in the blazes was going on?!

      I cleared my throat, and everyone turned to me in unison. Kyle quickly took a step back, guilt written all over his face.

      “What the fuck?”

      “Hi Peter, I see you found my beer,” Craig said, causing the crowd to chuckle.

      “What the fuck?” I repeated.

      “I was just showing off your wife’s piercings,” Craig continued, motioning towards her pierced nipples. “Did she ever tell you the story of how she got those?”

      I slowly shook my head, bewildered about my wife’s lewd behavior. Her nipple piercings had always been a sore subject for me. I liked my women vanilla — no tattoos, no piercings — but Julie’s nipples were very much pierced. She had brushed it off as a ‘wild college experience’, and I hadn’t really inquired. I didn’t want to imagine some overweight, disheveled piercer’s grubby hands all over my wife’s luscious breasts.

      “Tell him, Julie.”

      My wife slowly looked up to face me, and to my shock, I saw her eyes were burning with unbridled lust. “Craig made me get them,” she said, the words rolling off her tongue.

      Craig touched one of the steely knobs, and Julie’s entire body shivered. She closed her eyes, biting down on her bottom lip.

      “And then what did I make you do?”

      Julie opened her eyes as wide as she possibly could, the corners of her mouth curling up in a naughty grin. “I can’t say.. I’m a wife now!”

      Craig pinched her nipple, causing Julie to moan wantonly.

      “You may be Peter’s wife now, but you’ve always been my slut,” Craig shouted as he tweaked her sensitive nipples. I was gobsmacked - how did this stud have so much control over my usually stubborn wife? The thee other guys were watching our interaction with bated breath.

      Julie threw her head back, moaning with pleasure as Craig tortured her poor, sensitive nipples. I had always known she liked it fairly rough, but this was something else entirely.

      “I’ll tell him, I’ll tell him everything,” she pleaded, her voice raspy. “Please.”

      “Go ahead,” Craig said.

      Julie once again locked eyes with me, the passion burning ever brighter. She scraped her throat before blowing my mind.

      “Craig made me show my tits off.. to everyone who wanted to look. I flashed the football team. I flashed the basketball team. I flashed at concerts. I flashed at bars. I even flashed my teachers.”

      She started talking faster and faster as she unburdened herself. I could tell this had been weighing on her mind for ages, and now she was spilling all of the beans.

      “It didn’t stop there. I also let everyone touch them, and play with them. I love getting my nipples pulled and played with. Every night we’d find some new guy to play with my tits. We did this all four years straight. By the end, I’m positive every single guy on campus had seen and played with my tits… including the teachers, and even the janitors.”

      I was flabbergasted. My wife, my Julie, my precious, pristine, prim and proper wifey… had been some bar-flashing slut? While she was telling me this, Craig’s strong hands were roaming her body. One was kneading her panty-covered ass, while the other was tugging and pulling at her nipples. Julie had slid her hand inside Craig’s shorts, rubbing the massive bulge as she divulged her sexual escapades to me - and some of our neighbors and closest friends.

      “And… it didn’t stop there,” she continued as her hands massaged the enormous tent Craig was pitching. “Craig initiated me into the wonderful word of blow jobs. I practiced every day - I was intent on becoming the world’s best cocksucker. I’d start every morning on my knees, coaxing every last drop of cum out of his massive balls. One time, his roommate’s dad walked in on us one morning as he came to drop something off… right as he opened the door, Craig was blowing his load all over my pretty little face. The man was frozen in place, he probably hadn’t seen something so hot and naughty in years. I crawled over to him, pulled out his cock and sucked him off, right there and then. He didn’t even know my name, but I swallowed his cum all the same.”

      This reveal made the crowd of guys gasp with excitement. I was stunned - and strangely, turned on. My dick strained against my shorts as my wife revealed one sexual escapade after another. Craig ripped down her panties, and exposed her naked, pretty pussy to the group of men. He plunged two of his fingers into her honey pot, and they slid into the hilt right away. She was dripping wet, wetter than I had ever seen her. Craig’s fingers were slick with her juices. She pulled down Craig’s boxers, his massive cock springing free. It was at least eight inches long, and thick as well. My wife wrapped both her hands around his massive pole, jerking him off as he fingered her in front of a crowd.

      “Once I had gotten a taste of cum, I was insatiable. I need more. I craved more. Every night I’d blow some random guy behind the bar, or in the bathroom. I didn’t even care who or where, all I cared about was getting my daily intake of delicious male seed. I blew my way through college, sucking off all my teachers, too,” my wife rambled on, her eyes shut tight as Craig fingerblasted her soppy, wet cunt. “I started getting into trouble. I got fired at the bar I worked for blowing the customers. I even tried to placate my manager by offering to tongue his balls every night, but he had a wife, and she had gotten wind of my exploits… like everyone did. But despite sucking off so many wonderful cocks, I never found one so better than Craig’s.”

      She dropped to her knees and grabbed Craig’s thick, pulsating cock and placed it on her head. It covered most of her face - it was that thick and long. She lapped at the big pole, licking up and down his length.

      “It’s so big, and strong, and thick,” she said between licks. Her hands cupped his massive, tennis-sized balls, kneading them gently. “There’s so much delicious cum inside here… I could never get enough.”

      She licked down, all the way to his balls. She nuzzled his giant ball sack, taking one of his testicles into her mouth and sucking on it loudly. “Mmm,” she moaned as she willingly worshiped our neighbors balls. Craig ran his hands through her hair, holding her in place. “That’s a good slut,” he grunted.

      My dick was now leaking pre-cum as I watched my wife adore her ex-boyfriends cock and balls. He was twice the size of me - in all departments. I could never measure up. I noticed my friends and neighbors - Kyle, Jeb, Jack - were watching intently as well. Jack had even pulled out his own cock, shamelessly jerking off as he watched my wife blow our neighbor.

      “Then why did you marry me?” I fumbled, trying to take back some measure of control.

      Julie let go out of the big ball inside of her mouth with an audible plop. She smiled at me, saliva dripping down the corner of her mouth.

      “I had to get away from it all… I realized one morning that Craig would give me all the cock that I needed, but I need more. A job, love, a steady relationship… and I found all of that with you, baby,” she said. “I love you.”

      I was moved for a second - until Craig grabbed the back of her head and pushed his thick, purple head between her lips. Sweet moment ruined. He held her hair tightly as he face-fucked her, forcing his entire cock down her throat.

      “One morning she was just gone,” Craig grunted, “and I’ve been looking for this hot little bitch ever since. Imagine my surprise when I show up here today and found this little whore parading around in that tiny white bikini, practically begging for my cock… so that’s what I gave her!”

      “I know you saw us,” Julie mumbled between Craig’s strokes. She pulled his cock out of her mouth, long strands of saliva, mixed with pre-cum, dripping down her cheeks and onto her tits. “I saw you watching us in the shed… I was just going to let him feel me up a bit, but when I knew you knew and you didn’t stop us… I let him have me. I couldn’t resist. I let him slide this big fucking pole right into me.”

      Craig pushed forwards again, his cock slipping back into her mouth. “I made this hot little bitch squeal in front of all your friends, mate. It was an open secret. Everyone heard. Everyone knows.”

      I stumbled backwards, gripping the kitchen counter for support. How could this… ? If I had only opened the door and chastised the pair, I would have saved myself from all this embarrassment. My life was ruined. Everyone knew what a pathetic cuckold I was.

      Craig further illustrated this point by relentlessly face-fucking my wife while he vigorously slapped her bouncing breasts. “Full disclosure: I gave Jack sloppy seconds, too.”

      I wheeled around to my other neighbor, who was watching the spectacle with his engorged cock in his hand, clearly awaiting his turn.

      “Is this true?” I murmured.

      He shot me a cheeky grin. “Sure did, man. I didn’t believe Craig at first - who fucks someones wife at their own housewarming party, right? - but I went to check in the shed to make sure… and found your wife regaining her breath with her legs spread and cum leaking out. I just walked up, pulled my cock out and slid in all the way inside of her. She just wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me in deeper while she clamored for her second fill of the day.”

      Not in a million years would I have believed this story if I couldn’t hear Julie gag on Craig’s huge cock at the same time.

      “You can hate me if you want, it sure as hell is your right, but if you were me, you’d have done the same thing, man,” Jack said unapologetically. “She’s a proper whore, bred for fucking. If I hadn’t done it, someone else would. I’m fairly sure some one else did, in fact. The news spread like wildfire, of course. It’s not every day a new neighbor lets everyone run a train on her. Why did you think the women started leaving in droves?”

      He was right, and I knew it. The constant snickering, the pitying glances. I had been well aware something had been up, but I had no clue it went as far as it did.

      Julie laid down on her back, spreading her legs as wide as she could. I could clearly see drops of cum still leaking out of her gaping pussy. She was still dripping with semen. Craig took his place between her legs, rubbing the head of his cock against her wet slit.

      “Oh yes,” my wife moaned wantonly. “Fuck me, Craig!”

      “Have you missed my big dick?” Craig grunted as he pushed forwards.

      “Yes! Oh my God, yes!” My wife moaned as he slowly slid into her. “Fuck! I’ve missed your cock so much, baby!”

      Craig started pounding her pussy for all it was worth right in my backyard, with my elderly neighbor Jeb, my best friend Kyle and my other neighbor Jack casually watching them. I was utterly defeated, there was no point in keeping up pretenses any longer. I grabbed a few beers and joined my mates in my backyard, giving them a cold one to drink while we all ‘enjoyed’ the show.

      Kyle laid his hand on my shoulder. “Tough one, buddy,” he said as Craig’s thick cock split my wife’s pussy open only a few feet away. I shrugged - I hadn’t forgotten how that same Kyle was slobbering over her breasts when I walked in!

      “It’s not your fault,” Jeb joined in. “Look at the young lass… she is obviously crazy about this gentleman. Some people just have the right tools for the job, life is not fair that way.”

      I knew they were trying to make me feel better, but I wished they’d just shut up. Trying to rationalize why my wife was really a cock-hungry whore wasn’t making me feel any better. Even if it wasn’t my fault she craved cum, I had still failed in stilling that hunger.

      “Can you blame her?” Jeb continued. “Just look at his cock, my lord. Never in my years have I seen such a thick, powerful tool. She’s never going to be the same again, that’s for sure. Her pussy is going to be ruined. Ha, only monster cocks for her from now on!”

      “We get it, Jeb,” I sneered. “Shut up.”

      “I don’t think you do, young ‘un. Look at that bliss on her face - that is a woman changed. I have the experience to know!”

      I tried to ignore the senior’s needling, but I was afraid he could be right. Julie looked like she was in seventh heaven. She had pulled her knees up to her chest and Craig was jack-hammering her, pounding all eight inches of this fat cock into her, over and over again. Her tits jiggled lewdly as her ex gave her everything she had missed all those years.

      “Yes, yes, oh fuck, fuck me Craig, fill me up, use that slutty pussy! Use that fucking pussy!”

      Craig grabbed her throat with one hand, choking her air supply as he banged my wife. The other hand roamed her body, slapping her tits, pulling her nipples, smacking her ass. He was claiming her body, using her for his pleasure. She was his fuck toy, his own personal slave to use as he pleased.

      In comparison our sex life was incredibly tame. I didn’t last more than a few minutes inside of my wife, and our sex was infrequent to say the least. With the added stress of moving, I couldn’t even remember the last time we had sex. I thought Julie didn’t mind, that she wasn’t a very sexual person - how wrong I was!

      Craig was reaping the rewards of years of pent up lust as he ravaged her body. He slipped his fingers into her mouth, and she sucked on them greedily, taking them as deep as she could. Jack took that as his cue to join the fun: He stepped forward, kicking off his shorts in the process. He knelt down by her head and offered his thick cock up to her hungry mouth. He wasn’t as long as Craig, but what he missed in length he more than made up for with intense girth — his cock was as thick as a soda can!

      Julie opened her mouth as far as she could and wrapped her red hot lips around Jack’s thick pole. My young wife was now being used from both sides by two our new neighbors — what a way to be welcomed into the neighborhood.. Julie’s racy moans were bouncing off the walls and drifting into the night’s sky. Everyone in the neighborhood could hear her. Even the people who weren’t at our party would know.

      “Wow, look at her go,” Kyle said to himself. He pulled out his phone and started recording her being sandwiched. He ignored me as he walked up real close, zooming in as much as possible in order to capture every minute detail of Jack’s throbbing cock as it entered my wife’s waiting mouth. I noticed he was rubbing himself off in his shorts as he captured my wife’s most lewd, wanton moments on camera.

      Even Jeb, the senior next door, got in on the action. He pulled out his own impressive dick — despite his age, his cock was as big and strong as they come. “I haven’t seen a slut who loves dick that much since the sixties,” he mumbled.

      Craig was the first one to pop. “I’m going to fill you right up, slut,” he grunted through his gritted teeth as he pounded my wife in front of me. “Do it, yes, do it!” She pleaded. He pulled his cock out all the way, until only the head remained inside of Julie, before he slammed down with all his power. Julie’s eyes rolled to the back of her head as he pounded her cervix, getting every last inch of that fat cock of him inside her unprotected pussy.

      “Here it comes! Yes, yes, take it, take it all!”

      Craig gave one hard, final push before he exploded inside my wife. His hips buckled as he unloaded his potent seed into her fertile womb. He fired load after load, shooting every last drop of his semen into her. His white, sticky cum pooled up inside of her, his sperm no doubt questing for her eggs at that very moment.

      “Holy shit, holy shit,” Julie mumbled over and over again as her body trembled in the aftershock of Craig’s powerful orgasm. Her ex pulled out, and semen dripped out of her used and swollen pussy. Spurred on by this erotic sight, Jack fired his own thick load straight into my wife’s waiting mouth.

      Without warning he unloaded on her face, covering her visage with thick ropes of cum. She stuck out her tongue, trying to catch as much of his sweet seed in her mouth as she could — but Jack doused her in cum, the lewd load landing all over the place. Her cheeks, her nose, her chest, her lips, they were all covered with a thick, white load.

      Julie, my beautiful wife, smiled at me, her smile extending from ear-to-ear. I had never seen something so sweet and sexy. I could still see that sweet, loving girl I had fallen in love with… my feelings undeterred by the loads of cum that were on her face and inside of her used cunt. She scooped up the gooey white stuff with her fingers and licked the seed off.

      It was too much to handle for Kyle and Jeb. Kyle rushed forward, yanking down his shorts and presenting my wife with his stiffy. He gave it a single tug before he came, shooting his load onto her chest. Julie squealed as Kyle came on her round tits.

      “Kyle!” She peeped.

      “Sorry!” He said, his face burning bright red with excitement. “I just had to!”

      Jeb didn’t want to be left out of the fun and he stripped down and walked up to my wife, proudly presenting his large member to her. She looked at me, shrugged, and took his cock between her lips, as if to say “What’s another cock, right?”

      The senior hummed approvingly as Julie bobbed up and down his old pole. I was shocked, to say the least. That she got seduced by her powerfucking ex-boyfriend, that was one thing… but casually blowing a man older than her father? Wow!

      “That’s it girl, here it comes! Mmhm, yes!”

      Jeb did a little shimmer as he came inside my wife’s mouth. She held her mouth open wide so I could clearly see his white load on her tongue, the creamy substance filling her mouth. She swallowed his entire load.

      I was left flabbergasted as Kyle, Jeb, Craig and Jack all left. They all said their goodbyes to me like it had been a regular party. “Until next time,” Craig said with a wink as he closed the door behind him. Meanwhile Julie was still playing with cum, rubbing the sweet cream into her skin.

      “Did you enjoy the show, baby?” She asked me playfully when she caught me staring.

      “I-I don’t even,” I stammered, sitting down on one of the lounge-chairs. “I don’t even.”

      She stood up and walked towards me, swaying her hips with every step. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed it against her naked tummy. I wrapped my arms around her, cupping her naked ass with my two hands. The strong aroma of her juices filled my nostrils.

      “I’ve been a bad girl,” She said as she ran her fingers through my hair. “Do you still love your bad girl?”

      “Uh-huh,” I moaned as I buried my face in her soft body. Despite everything I still loved Julie more than anything. She pushed my head down, until I was looking right at her swollen, used cunt. Her lips were a fiery red, still glistening with a mixture of juices.

      “Kiss me baby,” Julie breathed. “Kiss my used pussy.”

      I buried my face in her used cunt. I licked and lapped, pushing my tongue as far into her as I could go. She smothered me with her sloppy pussy, making me lick and kiss every inch of sex. I didn’t know what came over me — I had never thought I could do something so dirty and depraved and love every second of it.

      She had an explosive orgasm right there, with my mouth on her pussy. Her knees were weak and she fell on top of me, and we cuddled like that for half an hour, kissing and touching every inch of each other.

      “I never knew you were such a horny little fox,” I whispered.

      She grinned. “You promise you still love me?”

      “I promise,” I said. “For ever and ever.”

      “I can’t promise I’ll be able to resist Craig,” she said apologetically. “He has some kind of hold over me… I can’t help it.”

      “Don’t worry, it’s okay. As long as your heart belongs to me.”

      “It does!”

      “Then we have nothing to worry about.”

      Her face turned a bright shade of pink. “About that, I just realized… I’m at the most fertile moment of my cycle…” She glanced down at her fertile womb — the same one Craig had just completely filled with his potent baby-making seed.

      Oh crud!
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      Thank you for reading! I hope you had a blast.

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

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

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you for supporting an independent author.

      Much love,

      Emilia.
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